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Whan  that  Aprille  with  his  schowres  swoote 
The  drought  of  Marche  hath  perced  to  the  roote 
And  bathud  euery  veyne  in  swich  licour 
Of  which  vertue  engendred  is  the  flour 
Whan  zephirus  eek  with  his  sweete  breeth 
Enspirid  hath  in  euery  holte  and  heeth 
The  tendre  croppes  and  the  yonge  sonne 
Hath  in  the  Ram  his  halfe  cours  Ironue 
And  smale  fowles  maken  melodic 
That  slepeu  al  the  night  with  open  yhe 
So  priketh  hem  nature  in  here  :corages 
Than  longen  folk  to  gon  on  pilgramages 
And  palmers  for  to  seeken  straunge  strondes 
To  ferne  halwes  kouthe  in  sondry  londes 
And  specially  from  euery  schires  ende 
Of  Engelond  to  Canturbury  they  winde 
The  holy  blisful  Martir  for  to  seeke 
That  them  hath  holpen  whan  that  they  were 
seeke.  ASHLEY 

Byfel  that  in  that  seasoun  on  a  day 

In  Southwerk  at  the  Tabbard  as  I  lay 

Redy  to  wenden  on  my  pilgrimage 

To  Canterbury  with  ful  deuout  corage 

At  night  was  come  into  that  hcstelrie 

Wei  nyne  and  twenty  in  a  compsmye 

Of  sondry  folk  by  auenture  Ifalle 

In  felaschipe  and  pilgrims  were  thei  alle 

That  toward  Canturbury  wolden  ryde 

The  chambres  and  the  stables  weren  wyde 

And  wel  we  weren  esud  atte  beste' 

And  schortly  whan  the  sonne  was  to  reste 

So  hadde  I  spoken  with  hem  euerychon 

That  I  was  of  there  felawschipe  anon 

And  made  forward  erly  to  aryse 

To  take  oure  weye  ther  as  I  yow  deuyse 

But  natheles  whiles  I  haue  tyme  and  space 

Or  that  I  ferthere  in  this  tale  pa 

Me  thinketh  it  acordant  to  resoun 

To'telle  yow  alle  the  condicioun  ( 


DUDLEY 


Whenn£  that  April  with  his  showers  sote  (i) 
The  drouth  of  Marche  hath  pierced  to  the  rot6  (2) 
And  bathed  every  vein  in  such  Iic6ur 
Of  which  virtue  engendered  is  the  flow'r. 
When  Zephirus  ek£  with  his  sweet  breath 
Inspired  hath  in  every  holt  (3)  and  heath 
The  tender  croppes  ;  and  the  young£  sun 
Hath  in  the  Ram  his  halfe  course  yrun 
And  smalle1  fowles  maken  melody 
That  sleepen  all£  night  with  open  eye, 
So  pricketh  them  nature  in  their  courages  (4) 
Then  longen  folk  to  go  on  pilgrimages 
And  palmers  for  to  seeken  strang£  strands 
To  serv6  hallows  (5)  couth  (6)  in  sundry  lands ; 
And  'specially  from  every  shires  end 
Of  England,  to  Canterbury  they  wend  (7) 
The  holy  blissful  martyr  for  to  seek 
That  them  have  holpen  when  that  they  were 
sick. 


Befel  that  in  that  season  on  a  day 

In  Southwark  at  the  Tabard  as  I  lay 

Ready  to  wenden  on  my  pilgrimage 

To  Canterbury  with  full  devout  courage 

At  night  was  come  into  that  hostelry 

Well  nine-and-twenty,  in  a  company 

Of  sundry  folk,  by  aventure  yfall 

In  fellowship,  and  pilgrims  were  they  all 

That  t6ward  Canterbury  woulden  ride. 

The  chambers  and  the  stables  weren  wide  (8) 

And  well  we  weren  eased  (9)  att£  best 

And  shortly  when  the  sun  was  gone  to  rest 

So  had  I  spoken  with  them  eVereach  one 

That  I  was  of  their  fellowship  anon 

And  made  fore  ward  (10)  for  to  rise 

To  take  our  way  there  as  I  you  devise. 

But  natheless  (n)  while  I  have  time  and  space 

Or  that  I  farther  in  the  tal£  pace 

Methinketh  it  according  to  reas6n 

To  tellen  you  a\l€  the  conditi6n 


i  Sote— Sweet. 
.  Rote-Root. 

3  Holt— Grove,  Forest. 

4  Courages— Hearts,  Spirits.       j       .  , 


5  Hallows-Holiness. 

it  Natheless— Nevertheless, 


6  Couth— Know. 

7  Wend — Go,  Make  way. 

8  Wide — Spacious. 

9  Eased — Commodiously  lodged. 
10  Foreward — Promise. 
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THOMAS  CARLYLE 

(1795-1881) 

BY  LESLIE  STEPHEN 

(HE  hundredth  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  Thomas  Carlyle  — 
(December  4th,  1795)  —  was  lately  commemorated.  The 
house  in  Cheyne  Walk,  Chelsea,  which  he  had  occupied 
from  1834  till  his  death  (February  4th,  1881),  was  handed  over  to 
trustees  to  be  preserved  as  a  public  memorial.  No  house  in  the 
British  islands  has  more  remarkable  associations.  Thither  Carlyle 
had  come  in  his  thirty-eighth  year,  still  hardly  recognized  by  the 
general  public,  though  already  regarded  by  a  small  circle  as  a  man 
of  extraordinary  powers.  There  he  went  through  the  concluding 
years  of  the  long  struggle  which  ended  by  a  hard-won  and  scarcely 
enjoyed  victory.  There  he  had  been  visited  by  almost  all  the  most 
conspicuous  men  of  letters  of  his  time:  by  Jeffrey.  Southey,  and  T.  S. 
Mill;  by  Tennyson  and  Browning,  the  greatest  poets,  and  by  Thack- 
eray and  Dickens,  the  greatest  novelists  of  his  generation;  by  the 
dearest  friends  of  his  youth,  Irving  and  Emerson  and  John  Sterling, 
and  by  his  last  followers,  Froude  and  Ruskin.  There  too  had  lived 
until  1  86^  the  woman  who  had  shared  his  struggles,  whom  he  loved 
and  admired  without  stint,  and  whom  he  was  yet  destined  to  remem- 
ber with  many  bitter  pangs  of  -remorse.  Their  story,  laid  bare  with 
singular  fullness,  has  invested  the  scene  of  their  joys  and  sorrows, 
their  alienation  and  reconciliations,  with  extraordinary  interest.  Every 
one  who  has  read  the  (  Reminiscences  }  and  the  later  mass  of  bio- 
graphical matter  must  be  glad  to  see  the  <(  sound-proof  »  room,  and 
the  garden  haunted  by  the  <(  demon-fowls,  »  and  the  other  dumb  wit^ 
nesses  of  a  long  tragi-comedy.  No  one  was  so  keenly  sensitive  as 
Carlyle  to  the  interest  of  the  little  gleams  of  light  which  reveal  our 
ancestors  not  only  stirred  by  the  great  passions,  but  absorbed  like 
ourselves  by  the  trivialities  of  the  day.  A  similar  interest  will  long 
attach  to  the  scene  of  his  own  trials. 

Carlyle  's  life  was  a  struggle  and  a  warfare.  Each  of  his  books 
was  wrenched  from  him,  like  the  tale  of  the  (  Ancient  Mariner,*  by  a 
spiritual  agony.  The  early  books  excited  the  w 


theyjwere  not  ridiculed  as  the  grotesque  outpourings  o_f 
an  eccentric  humpxist.  His  teaching  was  intended  to  oppose  what 
most"  people  "take  to  be  the  general  tendency  of  thought,  and  yet 
many  who  share  that  tendency  gladly  acknowledge  that  they  owe  to 
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Carlyle  a  more  powerful  intellectual  stimulus  than  they  can  attri: 
even    to   their   accepted    teachers.     I    shall    try  briefly  to  hulk-ate  the 
general  nature  of  his  me-  mankind,  without  attempting  to  con- 

sider the  soundness  or  otherwise  of  particular  views. 

Carlyle    describes    what    kind    of    person    people    went    to    s*. 
Cheyne    R"\v.      <(  The   very   sound    of    my   voice,"  he    says,   « has 
something   savage-prophetic:   I    am  as  a  John  the  Baptist  girt   about 
with    a    leather    girdle,   whose    food   is   locusts  and  wild   honey."     Re- 
spectable   lit  ciety  at  °  aesthetic    tea-parties"  regarded    hiii: 
the    Scribes    and    Pharisees   regarded  the  Hebrew  prophet.      I 
among  them  to  tear  the    mask    from  their  hypocritical    cant.      Carlyle 
was  not  externally  a  Diogenes.      Though  the  son  of  peasants,   he  had 
the  appearance  and  manner  of    a  thorough   gentleman    in    spite  of  all 
his    irritable    outbreaks.      Hut    he  was   not    the    less  penetrated  to  the 
core  with  the  idiosvncra-  Father,   a  Davie  IX 
of   real    life,   had    impressed  the    son    profoundly.     Carlyl.  gun 
life  on   the  same   terms  as  innumerable  young  Scots.       Strict  frugality 
had  enabled  him  to  get  a  college  training  and  reach  the  threshold  of 
the   ministry.      His  mother  could  look  forward  to  the  exquisite  p' 
ure    of    5                  her    own    bairn    wag    his    head    in    a    pulpit  !\  Hut    at 
this   point   C                  individuality   fn  -                 •(!    itself.      He    could    not 
step  into  any  of  the  ordinary  grooves.      His  college  teachers  appc 
to    him    to                            :ist "    instead    of    manna    from    heaven.     The 
sacred  formula,1  of  their  ancestral  creed   had  lost   their  savor.      \V 
once  expressive    of  the    strongest    faith    were    either   used   to   utter   the 
bigotry  of  narrow  pedant                 re  adopted  only  to  be  explained  a 
into  insipid  commonplace.      Carlyle  shared  the   intellectual   movement 
of  his   time   too   much    to   p-                                 ence  for  "what  he    called 
the  « Hebrew   old-clothes. n      Philosophers    and   critics   had   torn   them 
to  rags.     His  quarrel   however  was   with   the   accidental  embodiment, 
not  with  the  spirit  of  the  old  creeds.     The  old  morality  was  ingrained 
in  his  very  nature;  nor  was  he  shocked,  like  some  of  his  fellows,  by 
the  sternness  of  the  Calvinistic  views  of  the  universe  and  life, 
whole    problem    was    with    him    precisely   to    save    this    living    spirit. 
The  skeptics,  he  thought,  were,  in  the  German  phrase,  « emptying  out 
the  baby  with  the  bath.*     They  were  at   war  with  the  spirit  as  well 
as  with  the  letter;  trying  to  construct  a  Godless  universe;  to   substi- 
tute  a   dead   mechanism   for   the   living    organism;    and   therefore   to 
kill   down   at   the   root   every  noble   aspiration   which  could  stimulate 
the   conscience,    or   strengthen   a   man   to   bear   the    spectacle    of   the 
wrongs  and  sufferings  of  mankind. 

The  crisis  of  this  struggle  happened  in  1821.  After  giving  up  the 
ministry,  Carlyle  had  tried  "schoolmastering,"  and  found  himself  tc 
be  least  fitted  of  mankind  for  a  function  which  demands  patience 
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with  stupidity.// He  had  just  glanced  at  the  legal  profession  only  to 
b<f  disgUiiieil  with  its  chicaneries.  Hack  authorship  was  his  only 
cnance.  The  dyspeptic  disorder  which  tormented  him  through  life 
was  tormenting  him.  « A  rat  was  gnawing  at  the  pit  of  his  stom- 
ach. "  Then  he  was  embittered  by  the  general  distress  of  his  own 
class.  Men  out  of  work  were  threatening  riots  and  the  yeomanry 
being  called  out  to  suppress  them.  Carlyle  was  asked  by  a  friend 
why  he  too  did  not  come  out  with  a  musket.  <(Hm!  yes,"  he 
replied,  (<but  I  haven't  quite  settled  on  which  side."  It  was  while 
thus  distracted,  that  after  three  weeks  of  sleeplessness  he  experi- 
enced what -he  called  his  (<  conversion. »  The  universe  had  seemed  to 
him  <(void  of  life,  of  purpose,  of  volition,  even  of  hostility;  it  was 
one  huge  and  immeasurable  steam-engine,  rolling  on  in  its  dead 
indifference,  to  grind  me  limb  from  limb.  Oh,  the  vast,  gloomy, 
solitary  Golgotha  and  mill  of  death!"  And  then  he  suddenly  re- 
solved to  resist.  Why  go  on  trembling  like  a  coward?  —  <(As  I  so 
thought,  there  rushed  a  stream  of  fire  overmv^whole  soul,  and  I 
shook  base  fear  away  from  me  for  ever]  Twas  strong,  of  unknown 
strength;  a  spirit;  almost  a  god:  ever  from  that  time  the  temper  of 
my  misery  was  changed;  not  fear  or  whining  sorrow  was  in  it,  but 
indignation  and  grim,  fell-eyed  defiance."  These  are  the  phrases_of 
his  imaginary  hero  in  <  Sartor  Resartus.*  In  the  < Reminiscences  >  he 
repeats  the  statement  in  his  own  person.  He  had  won  <(  an  immense 
victory  " ;  he  had  escaped  from  the  (<  foul  mud  gods "  and  soared  into 
the  u  eternal  blue  of  ether "  where  he  had  <(  for  the  spiritual  part 
ever  since  lived."  He  could  look  down  upon  his  fellow,  creatures 
still  « weltering  in  that  fatal  element,"  « pitying  the  religious  part 
of  them  and  indignant  against  the  frivolous";  enjoying  an  inward 
and  supreme  happiness  which  still  remained  to  him,  though  often 
<( eclipsed"  in  later  years. 

To  understand  this  crisis  is  to  understand  his  whole  attitude. 
The  change  was  not  of  the  purely  logical  kind.  Carlyle  was  not 
converted  by  any  philosophical  system.  .  Coleridge,  not  long  before, 
had  found  in  Kant  and  Schelling  an  answer  to  similar  perplexities. 
Carlyle,  though  he  respected  the  German  metaphysicians,  could  never 
find  their  dogmas  satisfactory  to  his  shrewd  Scottish  sense.  His 
great  helper,  he  tells  us,  in  the  strait,  was  not  Kant  but  Goethe. 
The  contrast  between  that  serene  prophet  of  culture  and  the  rugged 
Scottish  Puritan  is  so  marked  that  one  may  be  tempted  to  explain 
the  influence  partly  by  personal  accident.  Carlyle  grew  up  at  a  time 
when  the  British  public  was  just  awaking  to  the  existence  of  Ger- 
many; and  not  only  promoted  the  awakening  but  was  recognized 
by  the  great  Goethe  himself.  He  may  well  have  been  inclined  in 
later  years  to  exaggerate  a  debt  due  to  so  welcome  a  recognition. 
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And  yet  it  is  intelligible  that  in  Goethe,   Carlyle    saw    what    he   i; 
required.     A  man  of  the  highest   genius  and  a  full  represent 
the    most    advanced   thought    could    yet   recognize    what    \\ .  -ting 

in  the  past  as  clearly  as  what  was  the  true  line  of  progress  for  v. 
pursue;   and   while   casting  aside  the   dead   trappings   as   decidedlx 
Carlyle,    could    reach   serene    heights    above   the    petty    contr 
where    men    wrangled    over    extinct    issues.     Goethe    had    solved    the 
problem  which  vexed  Carlyle's  soul,   and  set  an  inspiring  exampu 
the  true  spirit  and  its  great  reward. 

Carlyle,  however,  was  not  qualified  by  temperament  or  mental 
characteristics  to  follow  Goethe's  steps.  If  not  primarily  a  reasoner, 
and  too  impatient  perhaps  for  slow  logical  processes,  he  was  also 
not  a  poet.  Some  of  the  greatest  English  teachers  of  his  period 
embodied  their  conceptions  of  the  world  in  poetry.  Wordsworth  and 
Shelley  and  Byron,  in  particular,  were  more  effective  representatives 
of  the  chief  spiritual  influences  of  the  day  than  the  few  speculative 
writers.  Carlyle  thought  for  a  time  that  he  could  utter  himself  in 
verse,  or  at  least  in  prose  fiction.  He  tried,  only  to  feel  his  incom- 
petence. As  Froude  observes,  he  had  little  ear  for  metrical  composi- 
tion. There  were  other  and  perhaps  greater  obstacles.  A  poet  must 
be  capable  of  detachment  from  the  actual  world  in  which  he  li 
however  profound  his  interest  in  its  great  problems.  lie  must  be 
able  to  dwell  with  <(  seraph  contemplation n  and  stand  aside  from 
the  actual  contest.  To  Carlyle  such  an  attitude  was  partly  impos- 
sible, partly  contemptible.  He  had  imbibed  the  Puritan  aversion  to 
aesthetic  .enjoyments.  He  had  been  brought  up  in  circles  where 
it  was  thought  wrong  for  a  child  to  read  the  <  Arabian  Nights, >  and 
where  Milton  could  only  obtain  a  doubtful  admission  as  a  versifier  of 
the  Scriptural  narrative.  Carlyle  retained  the  prejudice.  He  always 
looked  askance  at  poetry  which  had  no  immediate  bearing  upon  con- 
duct, and  regarded  <(  aesthetic  w  as  equivalent  to  frivolous.  "May  the 
devil  fly  away  with  the  fine  arts"  is  a  sentiment  which  he  quotes 
with  cordial  sympathy.  This  view  was  congenial  to  his  inborn  char- 
acteristics. 

One  striking  peculiarity  was  his  extraordinary  ^jeceptivityy  of  all 
outward  impressions.  The  strange  irritability  which  he  set  down  to 
the  w  hag  Dyspepsia  *  made  him  resemble  a  patient  in  whom  disease 
has  produced  a  morbidly  excessive  sensibility.  Little  annoyances 
were  magnified  into  tragic  dimensions.  The  noises  in  a  next-door 
house  affected  him  as  an  earthquake  might  affect  others.  His 
memory  was  as  retentive  as  his  impressions  were  strong.  Froude 
testifies  that  his  account  of  a  little  trip  to  Paris,  written  forty  years 
later  without  reference  to  memoranda,  is  verified  down  to  the 
minutest  details  by  contemporary  letters.  Scenes  instantaneously 
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photographed  on  his  memory  never  faded.  No  one  had  a  ker 
eye  for  country.  When  he  visited  Germany  he  brought  back  pictr 
of  the  scenes  of  Frederick's  battles,  which  enabled  him  to  reproduce 
them  with  such  startling  veracity  that  after  reading  you  seem  to 
remember  the  reality,  not  the  book.  In  history  he  seeks  to  place 
before  us  a  series  of  visions  as  distinct  as  actual  eyesight:  to  show 
us  Cromwell  watching  the  descent  of  the.  Scottish  army  at  Dunbar, 
or  the  human  whirlpool  raging  round  the  walls  of  the  Bastille.  We 
—  the  commonplace  spectators  —  should  not,  it  is  true,  even  at 
present  see  what  was  visible  to  Carlyle,  any  more  than  we  see  a 
landscape  as  Turner  saw  it.  We  may  wish  that  we  could.  At  any 
rate,  we  have  the  conviction  of  absolute  truthfulness  to  the  impres- 
sion made  on  a  powerful  idiosyncrasy.  We  perceive,  as  by  the  help 
of  a  Rembrandt,  vast  chaotic  breadths  of  gloomy  confusion,  with 
central  figures  thrown  out  by  a  light  of  extraordinary  brilliancy..  / 
Carlyle,  indeed,  always  has  it  in  mind  that  what  we  jcall  reality  if  / 
but«.a  film  on  the  surface  of  mysteriQiis_jdepths.  We  are  such  stuffy 
to  repeat  his  favorite  quotation,  as  dreams  are  made  of.  Past 
history  is  a  series  of  dreams;  the  magic  of  memory  may  restore 
them  for  an  instant  to  our  present  consciousness.  But  the  most 
vivid  picture  of  whatever  is  not  irrecoverably  lost  always  brings,'  too, 
the  pathetic  sense  that  we  are  after  all  but  ephemeral  appearances 
in  the  midst  of  the  eternities  and  infinities.  Overwhelmed  by  this 
sense  of  the  unsubstantiality  even  of  the  most  real  objects,  Carlyle 
clutches,  as  it  were  with  the  energy  of  despair,  every  fading  image; 
and  tries  to  invest  it  with  something  of  its  old  brightness.  Carlyle  was 
so  desirous  to  gain  this  distinctness  of  vision  that  he  could  not  be 
happy  in  personal  descriptions  till,  if  possible,  he  had  examined  the 
portrait  of  his  hero  and  satisfied  himself  that  he  could  reproduce  the 
actual  bodily  appearance.  The  j;ac£_J^  ^oldsL  shows  the  soul.  And 
then  his  shrewd  Scottish  sagacity  never  deserts  him.  If  the  hero 
sometimes  becomes,  like  most  heroes,  a  little  too  free  from  human 
infirmities,  the  actors  in  his  dramas  never  become  mere  walking 
gentlemen.  In  Dryasdust  he  gives  us  lay  figures,  bedizened  at 
times  with  shallow  paradoxes ;  /but  Carlyle  always  deals  in  genuine 
human  nature.  His  judgment  may  not  be  impartial,  but  at  least  it 
is  not  nugatory.  He  sees  the  man  from  within  and  makes  him  a 
credible  individual,  not  a  mere  bit  of  machinery  worked  by  colorless 
formulae.  With  this  eye  for  character  goes  the  keen  sense  of  grim^ 
/htmior)  which  keeps  him  in  touch  with  reality.  Little  incidents  bring 
out  the  absurd  side  of  even  the  heroicy  The  most  exciting  scenes 
of  his  ( French  Revolution*  are  heightened  by  the  vision  of  the 
shivering  usher  who  ((  accords  the  grand  entries )}  when  the  ferocious 
mob  is  rushing  into  the  palace — not  <(  finding  it  convenient, w  as 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 

Carlyle  observes,  <(to  refuse  them";  and  of  the  gentleman  who 
continues  for  an  hour  to  <(  demand  the  arrestment  of  knaves  and 
dastards" —  a  most  comprehensive  of  all  known  petitions.  Curl\ 
<(  mannerismJMs__c>ne  result  of  this  strain  to  be  graphic.  It  has  been 
attributed  to  readings  of  Jean  Paul,  and  by  Carlyle  himself,  partly 
to  Irving  and  partly  to  the  early  talk  in  his  father's  home.  It 
appears  at  any  rate  as  spon  as  Carlyle  gets  confidence  enough  in 
himself  to  trust  to  his  own  modes  of  impression;  and  if  it  may  fairly 
be  called  a  mannerism,  was  not  an  affectation.  It  was  struek  out  in 
the  attempt  to  give  most  effective  utterance  to  his  genuine  thought, 
and  may  be  compared,  as  Burke  said  of  Johnson's  conversation,  to  the 
<(  contortions  of  the  Sibyl." 

nt  is  time,  however,  to  try  to  say  what  was  the  prophetic  message 
thus  delivered.      Carlyle,   I   have   said,  had  no  logical   system   of  phi- 
losophy,   and    was    too    much   of   a   (<  realist "   (in   one   sense)   to   find 
poetry   congenial.      He    has   to   preach    by'  pictures   of   the    past;    by 
giving  us  history,   though  history  transfused  with  poetry;    an  account 
of  the  external    fact  which   shall  reveal   the   real    animating  principle, 
quietly    omitted    by    statisticians    and    constitutional    historians.      The 
doctrine    so    delivered    appears    to    be    vague.       What,     the    ordinary 
believer    may   ask.    would   be   left  of  a  religion   if  its    historical    s: 
ments   should    turn    out    to    be    mere    figments    and    its    frame  WOT 
dogmas  to  be  nonsense'    He  would  naturally  reply,   Nothing.     Carlyle 
replies.  Everything.      The  spirit  may  survive,  though  its  whole  visible 
embodiment    should    be    dissolved    into    fiction    and    fallacy.       Hut    to 
define    this    spirit    is    obviously    impossible.      It    represents    a   torn 
thought,   a   mode  of   contemplating  life   and   the    world,   not   any  dis- 
1  tinct  set  of  definite  propositions.     Carlyle  was  called  a  "mystic,"  and 
V  even,  as  he  says,   was  made  into  a  <(  mystic  school. "     AVe  may  accept 
the  phrase,  so  far  as  mysticism  means  the  substitution  of  a  <(  logic  of 
//the  heart"  for  a  (< logic  of  the  head"  —  an  appeal  to  sentiment  rather 
v  than    to    any    definite    reasoning    process.      The    <( mystic"    naturally 
recognizes    the    inner   light    as    shining    through    many    different   and 
even  apparently  contradictory  forms.      But  most  mystics  retain,  in  a 
new   sense  perhaps,  the   ancient   formulae.      Carlyle   rejected  them   so 
markedly    that    he    shocked    many    believers,    otherwise    sympathetic. 
His   early   friend   Irving,  who   tried  to  restore  life  to  the   old  forms, 
and    many    who    accepted    Coleridge    as    their    spiritual    guide,  were 
scandalized  by   his    utterances.      He    thought,    conversely,    that    they 
were    still    masquerading    in    (<  Hebrew    old-clothes,*      or    were    even 
like  the  apes  who  went  on  chattering  by  the  banks  of  the  Dead  Sea, 
till  they  ceased  to  be  human.     He  regards  the  *  Oxford  movement* 
with    simple    contempt.       His    dictum    that    Newman   had    <(no    more 
brain  than  a  moderate-sized  rabbit"   must  have  been  followed,   as  no 
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will  doubt  who  heard  him  talk,  by  one  of  those  gigantic  explos- 
ions of  laughter  which  were  signals  of  humorous  exaggeration.  But 
it  meant  in  all  seriousness  that  he  held  Newman  to  be  reviving 
superstitions  unworthy  of  the  smallest  allowance  of  brain. 

Yet  Carlyle's  untiring  denunciation  of  (< shams }>  and  "unrealities* 
of  this,  as  of  other  varieties,  does  not  mean  unqualified  antipathy. 
He  feels  that  the  attempt  to  link  the  living  spirit  to  the  dead  ex- 
ternals is  a  fatal  enterprise.  That  may  be  now  a  stifling  incum- 
brance,  which  was  once  the  only  possible  symbol  of  a  living  belief. 
Accordingly,  though  Carlyle's  insistence  upon  the  value  of  absolute 
intellectual  truthfulness  is  directed  against  this  mode  of  thought,  his 
attack  upon  the  opposite  error  is  more  passionate  and  characteristic^/ 
'The  ^Sartor  Resartus.*  his  first  complete  book  (1833-4),  announced 
and  tried  to  explain  his,  <(  conversion. »  To  many  readers  it  still 
seems  his  best  work,  as  it  certainly  contains  some  of  his  noblest 
passages.  It  was  unpopular  in  England,  and  (an  Englishman  must 
say  it  with  regret)  seems  to  have  been  first  appreciated  in  America. 
It  gave  indeed  many  sharp  blows  at  English  society:  it  expresses  his 
contempt  for  the  upper  literary  strata,  who  like  Jeffrey  complained 
of  him  for  being  so  (<  desperately  in  earnest »;  and  for  the  authors, 
who  were  not  tt  prophets, "  but  mere  caterers  to  ephemeral  amuse- 
ment. But  the  satire,  I  cannot  but  think,  is  hot  quite  happy.  The 
humor  of  the  (<  Clothes  Philosophy »  is  a  little  strained ;  to  me,  I 
confess,  rather  tiresome :  and  the  impressive  passages  just  those 
where  he  forgets  it/ 

His  real  power  became  obvious  beyond  all  cavil  on  the  publica- 
tion of  the  ( French  Revolution*  (1837).  Not  for  a  hundred  years,  he 
declared,  had  the  public  received  any  book  that  (<came  more  direct 
and  flamingly  from  the  heart  of  a  living  man."  That  expresses,  as 
I  think,  the  truth.  The  book  is  not  to  be  <(read  for  inf ormation. J) 
The  facts  would  now  require  much  restatement;  and  moreover,  the 
narrative  is  too  apt  to  overleap  prosaic  but  necessary  facts  in  order 
to  fasten  upon  the  picturesque  passages.  But  considered  as  what 
it  is,  a  (( prose  epic, w  a  moving  panorama,  drawn  with  astonishing 
force  and  perception  of  the  tremendous  tragi-comedy  involved,  it  is : 
unequaled  in  English  literature.  The  doctrine  inculcated  is  signifi- 
cant. Carlyle's  sympathies  were  in  one  sense  with  the  Revolution. 
He  felt,  he  says,  that  the  Radicals  were  « guild-brothers, »  while  the 
Whigs  were  mere  « amateurs. »  He  was  even  more  thoroughly  con- 
vinced than  the  Radicals  that  a  thoroughgoing  demolition  of  the  old 
order  was  essential.  The  Revolution  was  but  the  first  volcanic  out- 
burst of  the  great  forces  still  active  below  the  surface.  Europe,  he 
says  (<  Chartism  >),  lay  «  hag-ridden  »  and  «  quack-ridden. »  The  quack 
is  the  most  hideous  of  hags;  he  is  a  <( falsehood  incarnate. J>  To 
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blow  him  and  his  to  the  four  winds  was  the  first  necessity.  The 
French  Revolution  was  <(the  inevitable  stern  end  of  much:  the 
ful  but  also  wonderful,  indispensable,'  and  sternly  beneficent  begin- 
ning of  much."  So  far,  Carlyle  was  far  more  in  agreement  with 
Paine  than  with  Burke.  But  what  was  to  follow  when  the  ground 
was  cleared?  When  you  have  cut  off  your  king's  head  and  con- 
fiscated the  estates  of  the  nobility  and  the  church,  you  have  only 
begun.  A  new  period  is  to  be  born  with  death-throes  and  birth- 
throes,  and  there  are,  he  guesses  (( French  Revolution, >  Book  iv., 
chapter  4),  some  two  centuries  of  fighting  before  (<  Democracy  go 
through  its  dire,  most  baleful  stage  of  (  Quack  "  The  radi- 

cals represent  this  coming  « Quackocracy. "  What  was  their  root 
error?  Briefly  (I  try  to  expound,  not  to  enlarge),  that  th< 
materialists.  Their  aim  was  low.  They  desired  simply  a  multipli- 
cation of  physical  comforts,  or  as  he  puts  it,  a  boundless  supply  of 
rt  pigs-wash. "  Their  means  too  were  futile.  Society,  on  their  showing, 
was  a  selfish  herd  hungering  for  an  equal  distribution  of  pigs-wash. 
They  put  unlimited  faith  in  the  mere  mechanism  of  constitution- 
mongering;  in  ballot-boxes  and  manipulation  of  votes  and  contriv- 
ances by  which  a  number  of  mean  and  selfish  passions  might  be 
somehow  so  directed  as  to  balance  each  other.  It  is  not  by  any  such 
devices  that  society  can  really  be  regenerated.  You  must  raise  men's 
souls,  not  alter  their  conventions.  They  must  not  simply  abolish 
kings,  but  learn  to  recognize  the  true  king,  the  man  who  has  the 
really  divine  right  of  superior  strength  and  wisdom,  not  the  sham 
divine  right  of  obsolete  tradition.  You  require  not  paper  rules,  but 
0  new  spirit  which  spontaneously  recognizes  the  voice  of  God.  The 
true  secret  of  life  must  be  to  him,  as  to  every  "mystic,"  that  we 
should  follow  the  dictates  of  the  inner  light  which  speaks  in  differ- 
ent dialects  to  all  of  us. 

/But  this  implies  a  difficulty.  Carlyle,  spite  of  his  emergence  into 
(<blue  ether, "  was  constitutionally  gloomy.  He  was  more  alive  than 
any  man  since  Swift  to  the  dark  side  of  human  nature.  The  dull- 
ness of  mankind  weighed  upon  him  like  a  nigntmare.  <(  Mostly 
(\  fools "  is  his  pithy  verdict  upon  the  race  at  large.  Nothing  then 
could  be  more  idle  than  the  dream  of  the  revolutionists  that  the 
voice  of  the  people  could  be  itself  the  voice  of  God.  From  millions 
of  fools  you  can  by  no  constitutional  machinery  extract  anything  but 
folly.  Where  then  is  the  escape  ?  The  millions,  he  says  (essay  on 
Johnson),  "roll  hither  and  thither,  whithersoever  they  are  led";  they 
seem  <(all  sightless  and  slavish,"  with  little  but  (< animal  instincts." 
The  hope  is  that,  here  and  there,  are  scattered  the  men  of  power 
and  of  insight,-  the  heaven-sent  leaders;  and  it  is  upon  loyalty  to 
them  and  capacity  for  recognizing  and  obeying  them  that  the  future 
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of  the  race  really  depends/  This  was  the  moral  of  the  lectures  on 
<  Hero- Worship  >  (1840).  Odin,  Mahomet,  Dante,  Shakespeare,  Luther, 
Cromwell,  and  Napoleon,  are  types  of  the  great  men  who  now  and 
then  visit  the  earth  as  prophets  or  rulers.  They  are  the  brilliant 
centres  of  light  in  the  midst  of  the  surrounding  darkness;  and 
loyal  recognition  of  their  claims  lies  our  security  for  all  external 
progress.  By  what  signs,  do  you  ask,  can  they  be  recognized? 
There  can  be  no  sign.  You  can  see  the  light  if  you  have  eyes;  but 
no  other  faculty  can  supply  the  want  of  eyesight.  And  hence  arise 
some  remarkable  points  both  of  difference  from  and  coincidence  with 
popular  beliefs. 

In  the  < Chartism,  >  (  Past  and  Present,  >  and  (  Latter-Day  Pamphlets  > 
(1839,  1843,  and  1850),  Carlyle  applied  his  theories  to  the  problems  of 
the  day.  They  had  the  disadvantage  which  generally  attaches  to  the 
writings  of  an  outsider  in  ^politics.  They  were,  said  the  average 
reader,  "  unpractical. "  Carlyle  could  not  recommend  any  definite 
teasures;  an  objection  easy  to  bring  against  a  man  who  urges  rather 
a  change  of  spirit  than  of  particular  measures.  Yet  it  is  noticeable 
that  he  recommends  much  that  has  since  become  popular.  Much  of 
his  language  might  be  used  by  modern  Socialists.  In  <  Past  andi 
Present,  >  for  example  (Book  iii.,  Chapter  8),  he  gives  the  princi- 
ple of  <(land  nationalization. "  The  great  capitalist  is  to  be  turned 
into  a  (<  captain  of  industry,"  and  government  is  to  undertake  to 
organize  labor,  to  protect  health,  and  to  enforce  education.  Carlyle 
so  far  sympathizes  with  the  Socialist,  not  only  as  agreeing  that  the 
great  end  of  government  is  the  raising  of  the  poor,  but  as  denoun- 
cing the  laissez-faire  doctrine.  The  old-fashioned  English  Radical  had 
regarded  all  government  as  a  necessary  evil,  to  be  minimized  as 
much  as  possible.  When  it  had  armed  the  policemen,  it  had  fulfilled 
its  whole  duty.  But  this,  according  to  Carlyle,  was  to  leave  the 
<(  dull  multitude "  to  drift  into  chaos.  Government  should  rest  upon  / 
the  loyalty  of  the  lower  to  the  higher.  Order  is  essential;  and  good 
order  means  the  spontaneous  obedience  to  the  heaven-sent  hero. 
He,  when  found,  must  supply  the  guiding  and  stimulating  force. 
The  Socialist,  like  Carlyle,  desires  a  strong  government,  but  not  the 
government  of  the  "hero."  Government  of  which  the  moving  force 
comes  from  above  instead  of  below  will  be,  he  thinks,  a  government 
of  mere  force.  And  here  occurs  the  awkward  problem  to  which 
Carlyle  is  constantly  referring.  He  was  generally  accused  of  identi- 
fying "right"  with  "might"  Against  this  interpretation  he  always 
protested.  Right  and  Might,  he  says  often,  are  in  the  long  run 
identical.  That' which  is  right  and  that  alone  is  ultimately  lasting. 
Your  rights  are  the  expression  of  the  divine  will;  and  for  that  rea- 
son, whatever  endures  must  be  righy^Work  lasts  so  far  as  it  is  based 
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upon  eternal  foundations.      The  might,   ther  in  the  long  run 

the  expression   of  the  right.      The  Napoleonic   empin  :mg  to  a 

favorite  illustration,  could  not  last  because  it  was  founded  upon 
injustice.  The  two  tests  then  must  coincide:  what  is  good  pi 
itself  by  lasting,  and  what  lasts,  lasts  because  good;  but  the  test  of 
Endurance  cannot,  it  is  clear,  be  applied  when  it  is  wanted.  Hence 
arises  an  ambiguity  which  often  gives  to  Carlyle  the  air  of  a  man 
worshiping  mere  success;  when,  if  we  take  his  own  interpretation, 
he  takes  the  success  to  be  the  consequepce,  not  the  cause,  of  the 
Tightness.  The  hero  is  the  man  who  sees  the  fact  and  disregards 
the  conventional  fiction;  but  for  the  moment  he  looks  very  like  the 
man  who  disregards  principles  and  attends  to  his  own  interest. 

Here  again  Carlyle  approximates  to  a  doctrine  to  which  he  was 
most  averse,  the  theory  of  the  struggle  for  existence  and'  the  survival 
of  the  fittest.  The  Darwinian  answer*  in  this  way  Carlyle's  prob- 
lem, how  it  is  to  come  to  pass  that  the  stupidity  of  the  masses  comes 
to  blunder  into  a  better  order?  Here  and  there,  as  in  his  accoun 
of  the  way  in  which  the  intensely  stupid  British  public  managed 
blunder  into  the  establishment  of  a  great  empire,  Carlyle  seems  to 
rfall  in  with  the  Darwinian  view.  That  view  shocked  him  because 
he  thought  it  mechanical.  To  him  the  essence  of  history  was  to  b3 
found  not  in  the  blind  striving  of  the  dull,  but  in  the  lives  of  great 
men.  They  represent  the  '  incarnate  wisdom  which  must  guide  all 
wholesome  aspiration.  History  is  really  the  biography  of  the  heroes. 
All  so-called  philosophies  of  history,  attempts  to  discover  general 
laws  and  to  dispense  with  the  agency  of  great  men,  are  tainted  with 
materialism.  They  would  substitute  "blind  lawsw  for  the  living  spirit 
which  really  guides  the  development  of  the  race.  But  if  you  ask  how 
your  hero  is  to  be  known,  the  only  answer  can  be,  Know  him  at 
your  peril. 

Carlyle's  most  elaborate  books,  the  ( Cromwell >  and  the  ( Fred- 
erick^ are  designed  to  give  an  explicit  answer  to  the  "right"  and 
<(  might w  problem.  Carlyle  in  both  cases  seems  to  be  toiling  amidst 
the  dust-heaps  of  some  ancient  ruin,  painfully  disinterring  the  shat- 
tered and  defaced  fragments  of  a  noble  statue  and  reconstructing  it 
to  be  hereafter  placed  in  a  worthy  Valhalla.  Cromwell,  according 
to  the  vulgar  legend,  was  a  mere  hypocrite,  and  Frederick  a  mere 
cynical  conqueror.  The  success  of  both  —  that  is  his  intended  moral  — 
was  in  proportion  to  the  clearness  with  which  they  recognized  the 
eternal  laws  of  the  universe.  Cromwell  probably  is  the  more  satis- 
factory hero,  as  more  really  sympathetic  to  his  admirer.  But  each 
requires  an  interpreter.  Cromwell's  gifts  did  not  lie-  in  the  direction 
of  lucid  utterance;  and  Frederick,  if  he  could  have  read,  would  cer- 
tainly have  scorned,  the  doctrine  of  his  eulogist.  Carlyle,  that  is,  has 
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to  dig  out  in  the  actions  of  great  men  a  true  significance,  certainly 
not  obvious  to  the  actors  themselves.  Their  recognition  <>f  the 
eternal  laws  was  in  one  case  embodied  in  obsolete  formulae,  and  in 
the  other,  it  might  seem,  altogether  unconscious.  The  hero's  recog- 
nition of  divine  purposes  does  not  imply  then  that  his  own  vision  is 
purged  from  error,  or  that  his  aim  is  distinctly  realized.  He  may, 
like  Mahomet  or  the  Abbot  Sampson,  be  full  of  superstition.  His 
(< veracity »  does  not  mean  that  his  beliefs  are  true;  only  that  they 
are  sincere  and  such  a  version  of  the^  truth  as  is  possible  in  his 
dialect.  This  is  connected  with  Carlyle's  constant  insistence  upon 
the  superiority  of  silence  to  speech.  The  divine  light  shines  through 
many  distracting  media;  it  enlightens  many  who  do  not  consciously 
perceive  it.  It  may  be  recognized  because  it  gives  life;  because  the 
work  to  which  it  prompts  is  lasting.  But  even  the  hero  who  tries  to 
utter  himself  is  -sure  to  interpolate  much  that  is  ephemeral,  con- 
fused, and  imperfect;  and  speech  in  general  represents  the  mere  per- 

lexed  gabble  of  men  who  take  words  for  thought,  and  raise  a 
hopeless  clamor  which  drowns  the  still  small  voice  of  true  inspira- 
tion. If  men  are  mostly  fools,  their  talk  is  mostly  folly;  forming  a 
wild  incoherent  Babel  in  which  it  is  hard  to  pick  out  the  few  scat- 
tered words  of  real  meaning.  Carlyle  has  been  ridiculed  for  preach- 
ing silence  in  so  many  words;  but  then  Carlyle  was  speaking  the 
truth;  and  of  that,  he  fully  admits,  we  can  never  have  too  much. 
The  hero  may  be  a  prophet,  or  a  man  of  letters.  He  is  bound  to 
sp^ak  seriously,  though  not  to  be  literally  silent;  and  his  words  must 
be  judged  not  by  the  momentary  pleasure,  but  by  their  ultimate 
influence  on  life. 

/Carlyle's  message  to  his  fellows,  which  I  have  tried  imperfectly 
to  summarize,  may  be  condemned  on  grounds  of  taste  and  of  moral- 
ity. Translated .  into  logical  formulas  it  becomes  inconsistent,  and 
it  embodies  some  narrow  prejudices  in  exaggerated  terms.  Yet  I 
think  that  it  has  been  useful  even  by  the  shock  it  has  given  to  com- 
monplace optimism.  It  has  been  far  more  useful  because  in  his 
own  dialect,  Carlyle  —  as  I  think  —  expresses  some  vital  truths_jvith 
surpassing  force.  Whatever  our  creeds,  religious  or  political,  he  may 
stimulate  our  respect  for  veracity,  in  the  form  of  respect  for  honest 
work  or  contempt  for  hypocritical  conventions;  our  loyalty  to  all 
great  leaders,  in  the  worlds  both  of  thought  and  action;  and  our 
belief  that  to  achieve  any  real  progress,  something  is  required  infi- 
nitely deeper  than  any  mere  change  in  the  superficial  arrangements  of 
society.  These  lessons  are  expressed,  too,  as  the  merely  literary 
critic  must  admit,  by  a  series  of  historical  pictures,  so  vivid  and  so 
unique  in  character  that  for  many  readers  they  are  in  the  full  sense 
fascinating.  They  are  revelations  of  new  aspects  of  the  world,  never, 
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when  once  observed,  to  be  forgotten.  And  finally,  I  may  add  that 
Carlyle's  autobiographical  writings  —  in  which  we  must  include  the 
delightful  ( Life  of  Sterling  > —  show  the  same  qualities  in  a 
which,  if  sometimes  saddening,  is  profoundly  interesting.  No  man 
was  more  reticent  in  his  life,  though  he  has  been  made  to  de'. 
a  posthumous  confession  of  extraordinary  fullness.  \Ve  hear  all  the 
groans  once  kept  within  the  walls  of  Cheyne  Row.  After  making 
all  allowance  for  the  fits  of  temper,  the  harshness  of  judgment,  and 
the  willful  exaggeration,  we  see  at  last  a  man  who  under  extraordi- 
nary difficulties  was  unflinchingly  faithful  to  what  he  took  to  be  his 
vocation,  and  struggled  through  a  long  life,  full  of  anxieties  and 
vexations,  to  turn  his  genius  to  the  best  account^ 


LABOR 
From  <Past  and  Present  > 


1 


FOR  there  is  a  perennial  nobleness,  and  even  sacredness,  in 
Work.  Were  he  never  so  benighted,  forgetful  of  his  high 
calling,  there  is  always  hope  in  a  man  that  actually  and 
earnestly  works:  in  Idleness  alone  is  there  perpetual  despair. 
Work,  never  so  Mammonish,  mean,  is  in  communication  with 
Nature;  the  real  desire  to  get  Work  done  will  itself  lead  ofie 
more  and  more  to  truth,  to  Nature's  appointments  and  regula- 
tions, which  are  truth. 

The  latest  Gospel  in  this  world  is.  Know  thy  work  and  do  it. 
(<  Know  thyself":  long  enough  has  that  poor  "self"  of  thine  tor- 
mented thee;  thou  wilt  never  get  to  <(  know  w  it,  I  believe!  Think 
it  not  thy  business,  this  of  knowing  thyself;  thou  art  an  unknow- 
able individual:  know  what  thou  canst  work  at;  and  work  at  it 
like  a  Hercules!  That  will  be  thy  better  plan. 

It  has  been  written,  (<An  endless  significance  lies  in  Work;" 
a  man  perfects  himself  by  working.  Foul  jungles  are  cleared 
away,  fair  seed-fields  rise  instead,- and  stately  cities;  and  withal 
the  man  himself  first  ceases  to  be  jungle  and  foul  unwholesome 
desert  thereby.  Consider  how  even  in  the  meanest  sorts  of 
Labor,  the  whole  soul  of  a  man  is  composed  into  a  kind  of  real 
harmony  the  instant  he  sets  himself  to  work!  Doubt,  Desire, 
Sorrow,  Remorse,  Indignation,  Despair  itself,  all  these  like  hell- 
dogs  lie  beleaguering  the  soul  of  the  poor  day-worker,  as  of  every 


THOMAS   CARLYLE 

3243 

man:  but  he  bends  himself  with  free  valor  against  his  task,  and 
all  these  are  stilled,  all  these  shrink  murmuring-  far  off  into  their 
caves.  The  man  is  now  a  man.  The  blessed  glow  of  Labor  in 
him,  is  it  not  as  purifying  fire,  wherein  all  poison  is  burnt  up, 
and  of  sour  smoke  itself  there  is  made  bright  blessed  flame! 

Destiny,  on  the  whole,  has  no  other  way  of  cultivating  us.  A 
formless  Chaos,  once  set  it  revolving,  grows  round  and  ever 
rounder;  ranges  itself  by  mere  force  of  gravity  into  strata,  spheri- 
cal courses;  is  no  longer  a  Chaos,  but  a  round  compacted  World. 
What  would  become  of  the  Earth  did  she  cease  to  revolve  ?  In 
the  poor  old  Earth,  so  long  as  she  revolves,  all  inequalities, 
irregularities,  disperse  themselves;  all  irregularities  are  inces- 
santly becoming  regular.  Hast  thou  looked  on  the  Potter's 
wheel, — one  of  the  venerablest  objects;  old  as  the  Prophet  Ezekiel 
and  far  older  ?  Rude  lumps  of  clay,  how  they  spin  themselves 
up,  by  mere  quick  whirling,  into  beautiful  circular  dishes.  And 
fancy  the  most  assiduous  Potter,  but  without  his  wheel;  reduced 
to  make  dishes,  or  rather  amorphous  botches,  by  mere  kneading 
and  baking!  Even  such  a  Potter  were  Destiny,  with  a  human 
soul  that  would  rest  and  lie  at  ease,  that  would  not  work  and 
spin!  Of  an  idle  unrevolving  man  the  kindest  Destiny,  like 
the  most  assiduous  Potter  without  wheel,  can  bake  and  knead 
nothing  other  than  a  botch;  let  her  spend  on  him  what  expensive 
coloring,  what  gilding1  and  enameling  she  will,  he  is  but  a  botch. 
Not  a  dish;  no,  a  bulging,  kneaded,  crooked,  shambling,  squint- 
cornered,  amorphous  botch, — a  mere  enameled  vessel  of  dishonor! 
Let  the  idle  think  of  this. 

Blessed  is  he  who  has  found  his  work;  let  him  ask  no  other 
blessedness.  He  has  a  work,  a  life-purpose;  he  has  found  it,  and 
will  follow  it!  How,  as  a  free-flowing  channel,  dug  and  torn  by 
noble  force  through  the  sour  mud-swamp  of  one's  existence,  like 
an  ever-deepening  river  there,  it  runs  and  flows;  —  draining  off 
the  sour  festering  water  gradually  from  the  root  of  the  remotest 
grass-blade ;  making,  instead  of  pestilential  swamp,  a  green  fruit- 
ful meadow  with  its  clear-flowing  stream.  How  blessed  for  the 
meadow  itself,  let  the  stream  and  its  value  be  great  or  small! 
Labor  is  Life:  from  the  inmost  heart  of  the  Worker  rises  his 
God-given  Force,  the  sacred  celestial  Life-essence  breathed  into 
him  by  Almighty  God;  from  his  inmost  heart  awakens  him  to  all 
nobleness, — to  all  knowledge,  (<  self-knowledge  w  and  much  else,  so 
soon  as  Work  fitly  begins.  Knowledge?  The  knowledge  that 
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will  hold  good  in  working,  cleave  thou  to  that;    for  Nature   1 
self   accredits    that,    says    Yea    to    that.      Properly    thou    hast    no 
other  knowledge  but  what  thou  hast  got  by  working:    the  rest  is 
yet    all    a    hypothesis    of    knowledge;    a    thing  to   be    argued  of  in 
schools,   a  thing   floating   in    the   clouds,   in   endless   logic-vorti- 
till    we    try    it    and    fix    it.      <(  Doubt,    of    whatever    kind,    can    be 
ended  by  Action  alone. w 

And  again,  hast  thou  valued  Patience,  Courage,  Perseverance, 
Openness  to  light;  readiness  to  own  thyself  mistaken,  to  do 
better  next  time  ?  All  these,  all  virtues,  in  wrestling  with  the 
dim  brute  Powers  of  Fact,  in  ordering  of  thy  fellows  in  such 
wrestle,  there,  and  elsewhere  not  at  all,  thou  wilt  continually 
learn.  Set  down  a  brave  Sir  Christopher  in  the  middle  of  black 
ruined  Stone-heaps,  of  foolish  unarchiteetural  Bishops,  red-tape 
Officials,  idle  Nell-Gwynn  Defenders  of  the  Faith;  and  see 
whether  he  will  ever  raise  a  Paul's  Cathedral  out  of  all  that,  yea 
or  no!  Rough,  rude,  contradictory,  aiv  all  things  and  persons, 
from  the  mutinous  masons  and  Irish  hodmen  up  to  the  idle 
Nell-Gwynn  Defenders,  to  blustering  red-tape  Officials,  foolish 
unarchiteetural  Bishops.  All  these  things  and  persons  are  there 
not  for  Christopher's  sake  and  his  Cathedral's;  they  are  there  for 
their  own  sake  mainly!  Christopher  will  have  to  conquer  and 
constrain  all  these, — if  he  be  able.  All  these  are  against  him. 
Equitable  Nature  herself,  who  carries  her  mathematics  and 
architectonics  not  on  the  face  of  her,  but  deep  in  the  hidden 
heart  of  her, —  Nature  herself  is  but  partially  for  him;  will  be 
wholly  against  him,  if  he  constrain  her  not!  His  very  money, 
where  is  it  to  come  from  ?  The  pious  munificence  of  England 
lies  far-scattered,  distant,  unable  to  speak  and  say,  <(  I  am  here  M ; 
—  must  be  spoken  to  before  it  can  speak.  Pious  munificence, 
and  all  help,  is  so  silent,  invisible  like  the  gods;  impediments, 
contradictions  manifold,  are  so  loud  and  near!  O  brave  Sir 
Christopher,  trust  thou  in  those,  notwithstanding,  and  front  all 
these;  understand  all  these;  by  valiant  patience,  noble  effort, 
insight,  by  man's  strength,  vanquish  and  compel  all  these, —  and 
on  the  whole,  strike  dowrn  victoriously  the  last  topstone  of  that 
Paul's  Edifice;  thy  monument  for  certain  centuries,  the  stamp 
<(  Great  Man  w  impressed  very  legibly  on  Portland-stone  there ! 

Yes,  all  manner  of  help,  and  pious  response  from  Men  of 
Nature,  is  always  what  we  call  silent;  cannot  speak  or  come  to 
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light,  till  it  be  seen,  till  it  be  spoken  to.  Every  noble  work  is 
at  first  « Impossible. )}  In  very  truth,  for  every  noble  work  the 
possibilities  will  lie  diffused  through  Immensity;  inarticulate, 
undiscoverable  except  to  faith.  Like  Gideon,  thou  shalt  spread 
out  thy  fleece  at  the  door  of  thy  tent;  see  whether  under  the 
wide  arch  of  Heaven  there  be  any  bounteous  moisture,  or  none. 
Thy  heart  and  life-purpose  shall  be  as  a  miraculous  Gideon's 
fleece,  spread  out  in  silent  appeal  to  Heaven;  and  from  the  kind 
Immensities,  what  from  the  poor  unkind  Localities  and  town  and 
country  Parishes  there  never  could,  blessed  dew-moisture  to 
suffice  thee  shall  have  fallen! 

Work  is  of  a  religious  nature:  —  work  is  of  a  brave  nature; 
which  it  is  the  aim  of  all  religion  to  be.  All  work  of  man  is  as 
the  swimmer's:  a  waste  ocean  threatens  to  devour  him;  if  he 
front  it  not  bravely,  it  will  keep  its  word.  By  incessant  wise 
defiance  of  it,  lusty  rebuke  and  buffet  of  it,  behold  how  it 
loyally  supports  him,  bears  him  as  its  conqueror  along.  (<  It  is 
so,"  says  Goethe,  "with  all  things  that  man  undertakes  in  this 
world. » 

Brave  Sea-captain,  Norse  Sea-king, —  Columbus,  my  hero, 
royalest  Sea-king  of  all!  it  is  no  friendly  environment,  this  of 
thine,  in  the  waste  deep  waters;  around  thee  mutinous  discour- 
aged souls,  behind  thee  disgrace  and  ruin,  before  thee  the  equal, 
iunpenetrated  veil  of  Night.  Brother,  these  wild  water-mountains, 
bounding  from  their  deep  basin  (ten  miles  deep,  I  am  told),  are 
not  entirely  there  on  thy  behalf!  Meseems  they  have  other  work 
than  floating  thee  forward:  —  and  the  huge  Winds,  that  sweep 
from  Ursa-Major  to  the  Tropics  and  -  Equators,  dancing  their 
giant-waltz  through  the  kingdoms  of  Chaos  and  Immensity,  they 
care  little  about  filling  rightly  or  filling  wrongly  the  small 
shoulder-of -mutton  sails  in  this  cockle-skiff  of  thine!  Thou  art 
not  among  articulate-speaking  friends,  my  brother;  thou  art 
among  immeasurable  dumb  monsters,  tumbling,  howling,  wide 
as  the  world  here.  Secret,  far  off,  invisible  to  all  hearts  but 
thine,  there  lies  a  help  in  them:  see  how  thou  wilt  get  at  that. 
Patiently  thou  wilt  wait  till  the  mad  South  wester  spend  itself, 
saving  thyself  by  dexterous  science  of  defense,  the  while:  val- 
iantly, with  swift  decision,  wilt  thou  strike  in,  when  the  favor- 
ing East,  the  Possible,  springs  up.  Mutiny  of  men  thou  wilt 
sternly  repress;  weakness,  despondency,  thou  wilt  cheerily  encour- 
age: thou  wilt  swallow  down  complaint,  unreason,  weariness, 
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weakness   of  others   and   thyself;  —  h»>\v   much   wilt    thou    swa 
down!      There   shall   be   a  depth   <>t"  Silence   in   th<  -han 

this    Sea,   which    is    but    ten    miles    deep:    a   Silence    unsoiinda 
known    to   God    only.       Thou    shalt    be  at    man.       Yes.    my 

World- Soldier,  thou  of  the  World  Marine-service, —  thou  wilt  have- 
to  be  greater  than  this  tumultuous  unmeasured  World  here  round 
thee  is;  thou,  in  thy  strong  soul,  as  with  wrestler's  arms  shalt 
embrace  it,  harness  it  down;  and  make  it  bear  thee  on, — to 
new  Americas,  or  wrhither  God  wills: 


i IK  WORLD  ix  CLOTHES 

•,-sartus  > 

s   MONTESQUIEU    wrote    a    ( Spirit    of    Laws,'"    ol>  our 

Professor,    (<so  could   I    write  a  <  Spirit  of  Clothes';    tl. 
with   an    (  Esprit    des    Loi%}   properly   an    *  Esprit   de   Cou* 
tumes,'  we   should    have    an   (  Esprit    de    Costumes.'      For   neither 
in  tailoring  nor  in   legislating  does  man   proceed  by   mere    Acci- 
dent, but  the  hand  is   ever  guided  on  by  mysterious  opera! 
the  mind.     In  all  his  Modes,  and  habil.  hi- 

tectural   Idea  will  be  found  lurking;    hi-  and   the   Cloth  are  I 

the  site  and   materials  whereon   and  whereby  his  beautified   edii.         I 
of  a   Pe:  ;>e   built.     Whether  he    llow   gracefully  out   in 

folded  mantles,  based  on  light  sandals;  tower-up  in  high  head- 
gear, from  amid  peaks,  spangles,  and  bell-gi  A  ell-out  in 
starched  ruffs,  buckram  stuffings,  and  monstrous  tubi  •  :  or 
girth  himself  into  separate  sections,  and  front  the  world  an 
Agglomeration  of  four  limbs, —  will  depend  on  the  nature  of  such 
Architectural  Idea;  whether  <•  Gothic,  Later-Gothic,  or 
altogether  Modern,  and  Parisian  or  Anglo-Dandiacal.  Again, 
what  meaning  lies  in  Color!  From  the  -t  drab  to  the 
high-flaming  scarlet,  spiritual  idiosyncrasies  unfold  tin  in 
choice  of  color:  if  the  cut  betoken  Intellect  and  Talent,  - 
the  Color  betoken  Temper  and  Heart.  In  all  which,  am- 
nations  as  among  individuals,  there  is  an  incessant,  indubita 
though  infinitely  complex  working  of  Cause  and  Effect:  every 
snip  of  the  Scissors  has  been  regulated  and  prescribed  by  ever- 
active  Influences,  which  doubtless  to  Intelligences  of  a  superior 
order  are  neither  invisible  nor  illegible. 
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<(For  such  superior  Intelligences  a  Cause-and- Effect  Philosophy 
of  Clothes,  as  of  Laws,  were  probably  a  comfortable  winter- 
evening  entertainment:  nevertheless,  for  inferior  Intelligences, 
like  men,  such  Philosophies  have  always  seemed  to  me  unin- 
structive  enough.  Nay,  what  is  your  Montesquieu  himself  but  a 
clever  infant  spelling  Letters  from  a  hieroglyphical  prophetic 
Book,  the  lexicon  of  which  lies  in  Eternity,  in  Heaven?  —  Let 
any  Cause-and-Effect  Philosopher  explain,  not  why  I  wear  such 
and  such  a  Garment,  obey  such  and  such  a  Law;  but  even  why 
/  am  here,  to  wear  and  obey  anything!  —  Much  therefore,  if  not 
the  whole,  of  that  same  ( Spirit  of  Clothes )  I  shall  suppress  as 
hypothetical,  ineffectual,  and  even  impertinent:  naked  Facts,  and 
Deductions  drawn  therefrom  in  quite  another  than  that  omnis- 
cient style,  are  my  humbler  and  proper  province. w 

Acting  on  which  prudent  restriction,  Teufelsdrockh  has  never- 
theless contrived  to  take-in  a  well-nigh  boundless  extent  of  field; 
at  least,  the  boundaries  too  often  lie  quite  beyond  our  horizon. 
Selection  being  indispensable,  we  shall  here  glance  over  his  First 
Part  only  in  the  most  cursory  manner.  This  First  Part  is,  no 
doubt,  distinguished  by  omnivorous  learning,  and  utmost  patience 
and  fairness:  at  the  same  time,  in  its  results  and  delineations,  it 
is  much  more  likely  to  interest  the  Compilers  of  some  Library 
of  General,  Entertaining,  Useful,  or  even  Useless  Knowledge 
than  the  miscellaneous  readers  of  these  pages.  Was  it  this  Part 
of  the  Book  which  Heuschrecke  had  in  view,  when  he  recom- 
mended us  to  that  joint-stock  vehicle  of  publication,  (<  at  present 
the  glory  of  British  Literature  »  ?  If  so,  the  Library  Editors  are 
welcome  to  dig  in  it  for  their  own  behoof. 

To  the  First  Chapter,  which  turns  on  Paradise  and  Fig-leaves, 
and  leads  us  into  interminable  disquisitions  of  a  mythological, 
metaphorical,  cabalistico-sartorial,  and  quite  antediluvian  cast,  we 
shall  content  ourselves  with  giving  an  unconcerned  approval. 
Still  less  have  we  to  do  with  <(Lilis,  Adam's  first  wife,  whom, 
according  to  the  Talmudists,  he  had  before  Eve,  and  who  bore 
him,  in  that  wedlock,  the  whole  progeny  of  aerial,  aquatic,  and 
terrestrial  Devils, » — very  needlessly,  we  think.  On  this  portion 
of  the  Work,  with  its  profound  glances  into  the  Adam-Kadinon, 
or  Primeval  Element,  here  strangely  brought  into  relation  with 
the  Nifl  and  Muspel  (Darkness  and  Light)  of  the  antique  North, 
it  may  be  enough  to  say,  that  its  correctness  of  deduction  and 
depth  of  Talmudic  and  Rabbinical  lore  have  filled  perhaps  not 
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the   worst     Hebraist    in     Britain    with    something    like     astonish. 
ment 

But  quitting-  this  twilight  region,  Teufelsdrockh  hastens  from 
the  Tower  of  Babel,  to  follow  the  dispersion  of  Mankind  over  the 
whole  habitable  and  habilable  globe.  Walking  by  the  light  of 
Oriental,  Pelasgic,  Scandinavian,  Egyptian,  Otaheitean,  Ancient 
and  Modern  researches  of  every  conceivable  kind,  he  strive- 
give  us  in  compressed  shape  (as  the  Xiirnbe-  re  an  Or  bis 

J'ictus)  an  Orbis  I'tstitns ;  or  view  of  the  costumes  of  all  man- 
kind, in  all  countries,  in  all  times.  It  is  here  that  to  the  Anti- 
quarian, to  the  Historian,  we  can  triumphantly  say:  Fall  to! 
Here  is  learning:  an  irregular  Treasury,  it"  you  will;  but  inex- 
haustible as  the  Hoard  of  King  Nibelung,  which  twelve  wagons 
in  twelve  days,  at  the  rate  of  three  journeys  a  day,  could  not 
carry  off.  Sheepskin  cloaks  and  wampum  belts;  phylacteries, 
stoles,  albs;  chlamydi  Afghan  shawls, 

trunk-hose,  leather  breeches,  Celtic  philibcgs  (though  breeches, 
as  the  name  Gallm  ttraccata  indicates,  are  the  more  ancient), 
Hussar  cloaks,  Vandyke  tippets,  ruffs,  fardingales,  are  brought 
vividly  before  us, —  even  the  Kilmarnoek  nightcap  is  not 
gotten.  For  most  part,  too,  we  must  admit  that  the  Learning 
heterogeneous  as  it  is,  and  tumbled-down  quite  pell-mell,  is  true, 
concentrated  and  purified  Learning,  the  drossy  parts  smelted  out 
and  thrown  aside. 

Philosophical  reflections  intervene,  and  sometimes  touching 
pictures  of  human  life.  Of  this  sort  the  following  has  surprised 
us.  The  first  purpose  of  Clothes,  as  our  Professor  imagines,  was 
not  warmth  or  decency,  but  ornament.  <(  Miserable  indet 
says  he,  <(was  the  condition  of  the  Aboriginal  Savage,  glaring 
fiercely  from  under  his  fleece  of  hair,  which  with  the  beard 
reached  down  to  his  loins,  and  hung  round  him  like  a  matted 
cloak;  the  rest  of  his  body  sheeted  in  its  thick  natural  fell.  He 
loitered  in  the  sunny  glades  of  the  forest,  living  on  wild-fruits; 
or,  as  the  ancient  Caledonian,  squatted  himself  in  moras 
lurking  for  his  bestial  or  human  prey;  without  implements,  with- 
out arms,  save  the  ball  of  heavy  Flint,  to  wrhich,  that  his  sole 
possession  and  defense  might  not  be  lost,  he  had  attached  a  long 
cord  of  plaited  thongs;  thereby  recovering  as  well  as  hurling  it 
with  deadly  unerring  skill.  Nevertheless,  the  pains  of  Hunger 
and  Revenge  once  satisfied,  his  next  care  was  not  Comfort  but 
Decoration  (Puts).  Warmth  he  found  in  the  toils  of  the  chase; 
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or  amid  dried  leaves,  in  his  hollow  tree,  in  his  bark  shed,  or 
natural  grotto:  but  for  Decoration  he  must  have  Clothes.  Nay, 
among  wild  people,  we  find  tattooing  and  painting  even  prior  to 
Clothes.  The  first  spiritual  want  of  a  barbarous  man  is  Decora- 
tion, as  indeed  we  still  see  among  the  barbarous  classes  in  civil- 
ized countries. 

<( Reader,  the  heaven-inspired  melodious  Singer;  loftiest  Se- 
rene Highness;  nay,  thy  own  amber-locked,  snow-and-rose-bloom 
Maiden,  worthy  to  glide  sylph-like  almost  on  air,  whom  thou 
lovest,  worshipest  as  a  divine  Presence,  which,  indeed,  symboli- 
cally taken,  she  is, — has  descended,  like  thyself,  from  that  same 
hair-mantled,  flint-hurling  Aboriginal  Anthropophagus !  Out  of 
the  eater  cometh  forth  meat;  out  of  the  strong  cometh  forth 
sweetness.  What  changes  are  wrought,  not  by  Time,  yet  in 
Time!  For  not  Mankind  only,  but  all  that  Mankind  does  or 
beholds,  is  in  continual  growth,  regenesis  and  self-perfecting 
vitality.  Cast  forth  thy  Act,  thy  Word,  into  the  ever-living, 
ever- working  Universe:  it  is  a  seed-grain  that  cannot  die;  unno- 
ticed to-day  (says  one),  it  will  be  found  flourishing  as  a  Banyan- 
grove  (perhaps,  alas,  as  a  Hemlock-forest!)  after  a  thousand 
years. 

(<  He  who  first  shortened  the  labor  of  Copyists  by  device  of 
Movable  Types  was  disbanding  hired  Armies,  and  cashiering  most 
Kings  and  Senates,  and  creating  a  whole  new  Democratic  world: 
he  had  invented  the  Art  of  Printing.  The  first  ground  handful 
of  Nitre,  Sulphur,  and  Charcoal  drove  Monk  Schwartz's  pestle 
through  the  ceiling :  what  will  the  last  do  ?  Achieve  the  final 
undisputed  prostration  of  Force  under  Thought,  of  Animal  cour- 
age under  Spiritual.  A  simple  invention  it  was  in  the  old-world 
Grazier, —  sick  of  lugging  his  slow  Ox  about  the  country  till  he 
got  it  bartered  for  corn  or  oil, —  to  take  a  piece  of  Leather,  and 
thereon  scratch  or  stamp  the  mere  Figure  of  an  Ox  (or  Pecus)\ 
put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  call  it  Pecunia,  Money.  Yet  hereby  did 
Barter  grow  Sale,  the  Leather  Money  is  now  Golden  and  Paper, 
and  all  miracles  have  been  out-miracled :  for  there  are  Roth- 
schilds and  English  National  Debts;  and  whoso  has  sixpence  is 
sovereign  (to  the  length  of  sixpence)  over  all  men;  commands 
cooks  to  feed  him,  philosophers  to  teach  him,  kings  to  mount 
guard  over  him, —  to  the  length  of  sixpence.  —  Clothes  too,  which 
began  in  foolishest  love  of  Ornament,  what  have  they  not  be- 
come! Increased  Security  and  pleasurable  Heat  soon  followed: 
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but  what  of  these?  Shame,  divine  Shame  (Sc/unn.  M<xl< 
yet  a  stranger  to  the  Anthropophagous  bosom,  arose  tlu 
teriously  under  Clothes;  a  mystic  grove-encircled  slu  t lie- 

Holy   in   man.     Clothes   gave    us   individuality,    distinction 
polity;   Clothes   have   made    Men   of   us;    they   are   threatening 
make  Clothes-screens  of  us. 

<(But,  on  the  whole,0  continues  our  eloquent    Professor.   w  Man 
is  a   Tool-using   Animal  (Hamithicrcmlcs    Thicr).      Weak    in    him- 
self, and  of  small   stature,   he   stands  on  a  basis,   at    n  the 
flattest-soled,  of  some  half-square  foot,   insecurely  enough;  ha 
straddle  out  his  legs,  lest  the  very  wind  supplant  him.      1 
of  bipeds!    Three  quintals  are  a  crushing  load  for  him;  the  steer 
of  the  meadow  tosses  him   aloft,  like  a  waste  rag.     N  evert  IK 
he    can    use    Tools,    can    devise    Tools:    with    these    the 
mountain  melts  into   light   dust   before    him;    he    kne;i 
iron,    as   if   it   were   soft    paste;    seas    are    his    smooth    hi 
winds    and    fire    his    unwearying    steeds.     Nowhere    do    you    find 
him  without  Tools;    without  Tools  he   is  nothing,   with   Tools   he 
is  all.)) 

Here   may   we   not,    for   a   moment,    interrupt    tli-  n    of 

Oratory   with    a  remark,    that    this   Definition   of   the    Tool-n 
Animal  appears  to  us,    of  all  that  Animal-sort,    considerably   the 
precisest  and  best?     Man   is   called   a   Laughing  Animal:   but 
not  the  apes  also  laugh,  or  attempt  to  do  it:  and  is  the  manliest 
man  the   greatest  and  oftenest   laugher?     Teufelsdrockh   hinv 
as  we   said,    laughed   only  once.     Still   less   do  we    make   of   that 
other  French   Definition   of  the   Cooking  Animal:   which,    in<: 
for   rigorous   scientific   purposes,    is    as   good   as    useK  n    a 

Tartar  be  said  to  cook,  when  he  only  readies  his  steak  by  riding 
on  it?     Again,    what  Cookery  does  the   Greenlander   u  ond 

stowing-up  his  whale-blubber,  as  a  marmot,  in  the  like  i 
might  do  ?  Or  how  would  Monsieur  Ude  prosper  among  those 
Orinoco  Indians  who,  according  to  Humboldt,  lodge  in  crow- 
nests,  on  the  branches  of  trees;  and,  for  half  the  year,  have  no 
victuals  but  pipe-clay,  the  whole  country  being  under  water  ? 
But  on  the  other  hand,  show  us  the  human  being,  of  any  period 
or  climate,  without  his  Tools:  those  very  Caledonians,  as  we 
saw,  had  their  Flint-ball,  and  Thong  to  it,  such  as  no  brute  has 
or  can  have. 

<(Man   is    a    Tool-using   Animal, *    concludes   Teufelsdrockh    in 
his  abrupt  way   wof  which   truth  Clothes   are  but  one  example: 
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and  surely  if  we  consider  the  interval  between  the  first  wooden 
Dibble  fashioned  by  man,  and  those  Liverpool  Steam-carriages,, 
or  the  British  House  of  Commons,  we  shall  note  what  progress 
he  has  made.  He  digs  up  certain  black  stones  from  the  bosom 
of  the  earth,  and  says  to  them,  Transport  me  and  this  luggage 
at  the  rate  of  five-and-thirty  miles  an  hour;  and  they  do  it:  he 
collects,  apparently  by  lot,  six  hundred  and  fifty-eight  miscella- 
neous individuals,  and  says  to  them,  Make  this  nation  toil  for  us, 
bleed  for  us,  hunger  and  sorrow  and  sin  for  us;  and  they  do  it.)} 


DANTE 
From  <  Heroes  and  Hero-Worship  > 

MANY  volumes  have  been  written  by  way  of  commentary  on 
Dante  and  his  Book;  yet,  on  the  whole,  with  no  great 
result.  His  Biography  is,  as  it  were,  irrevocably  lost  for 
us.  An  unimportant,  wandering,  sorrow-stricken  man,  not  much 
note  was  taken  of  him  while  he  lived;  and  the  most  of  that  has 
vanished,  in  the  long  space  that  now  intervenes.  It  is  five  cen- 
turies since  he  ceased  writing  and  living  here.  After  all  com- 
mentaries, the  'Book  itself  is  mainly  what  we  know  of  him.  The 
Book;  —  and  one  might  add  that  Portrait  commonly  attributed  to 
Giotto,  which,  looking  on  it,  you  cannot  help  inclining  to  think 
genuine,  whoever  did  it.  To  me  it  is  a  most  touching  face; 
perhaps  of  all  faces  that  I  know,  the  most  so.  Lonely  there, 
painted  as  on  vacancy,  with  the  simple  laurel  wound  round  it; 
the  deathless  sorrow  and  pain,  the  known  victory  which  is  also 
deathless;  —  significant  of  the  whole  history  of  Dante!  I  think  it 
is  the  mournfulest  face  that  ever  was  painted  from  reality;  an 
altogether  tragic,  heart-affecting  face.  There  is  in  it,  as'  founda- 
tion of  it,  the  softness,  tenderness,  gentle  affection  as  of  a  child; 
but  all  this  is  as  if  congealed  into  sharp  contradiction,  into  abne- 
gation, isolation,  proud,  hopeless  pain.  A  soft,  ethereal  soul, 
looking-out  so  stern,  implacable,  grim-trenchant,  as  from  impris- 
onment of  thick-ribbed  ice!  Withal  it  is  a  .silent  pain  too,  a 
silent  scornful  one:  the  lip  is  curled  in  a  kind  of  godlike  disdain 
of  the  thing  that  is  eating  out  his  heart, — as  if  it  were  withal  a 
mean,  insignificant  thing,  as  if  he  whom  it  had  power  to  torture 
and  strangle  were  greater  than  it.  The  face  of  one  wholly  in 
protest,  and  lifelong,  unsurrendering  battle,  against  the  world. 
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Affection  all  converted  into  indignation:  an  implacable  indigna- 
tion; slow,  equable,  silent,  like  that  of  a  god!  The  eye,  too,  it 
looks  out  in  a  kind  of  surprise,  a  kind  of  inquiry  — Why  the 
world  was  of  such  a  sort  ?  This  is  Dante :  so  he  looks,  this 
«  voice  of  ten  silent  centuries, »  and  sings  us  «  his  mystic  unfath- 
omable song." 

The  little  that  we  know  of  Dante's  life  corresponds  well 
enough  with  this  Portrait  and  this  Book.  He  was  born  at  Flor- 
ence, in  the  upper  class  of  society,  in  the  year  1265.  His  educa- 
tion was  the  best  then  going;  much  school-divinity,  Aristotelian 
logic,  some  Latin  classics, —  no  inconsiderable  insight  into  certain 
provinces  of  things:  and  Dante,  with  his  earnest  intelligent 
nature,  we  need  not  doubt,  learned  better  than  most  all  that  was 
learnable.  He  has  a  clear  cultivated  understanding,  and  great 
subtlety;  this  best  fruit  of  education  he  had  contrived  to  realize 
from  these  scholastics.  He  knows  accurately  and  well  what  lies 
close  to  him;  but  in  such  a  'time,  without  printed  books  or  free 
intercourse,  he  could  not  know  well  what  was  distant:  the  small 
clear  light,  most  luminous  for  what  is  near,  breaks  itself  into 
singular  chiaroscuro  striking  on  what  is  far  off.  This  was 
Dante's  learning  from  the  schools.  In  life,  he  had  gone  through 
the  usual  destinies:  been  twice  out  campaigning  as  a  soldier  for 
the  Florentine  State;  been  on  embassy;  had  in  his  thirty-fifth 
year,  by  natural  gradation  of  talent  and  service,  become  one  of 
the  Chief  Magistrates  of  Florence.  He  had  met  in  boyhood  a 
certain  Beatrice  Portinari,  a  beautiful  little  girl  of  his  own  age 
and  rank,  and  grown-up  henceforth  in  partial  sight  of  her,  in 
some  distant  intercourse  with  her.  All  readers  know  his  grace- 
ful affecting  account  of  this;  and  then  of  their  being  parted;  of 
her  being  wedded  to  another,  and  of  her  death  soon  after.  She 
makes  a  great  figure  in  Dante's  Poem;  seems  to  have  made  a 
great  figure  in  his  life.  Of  all  beings  it  might  seem  as  if  she, 
held  apart  from  him,  far  apart  at  last  in  the  dim  Eternity,  were 
the  only  one  he  had  ever  with  his  whole  strength  of  affection 
loved.  She  died:  Dante  himself  was  wedded;  but  it  seems  not 
happily,  far  from  happily.  I  fancy  the  rigorous  earnest  man, 
with  his  keen  excitabilities,  was  not  altogether  easy  to  make 
happy. 

We  will  not  complain  of  Dante's  miseries:  had  all  gone  right 
with  him  as  he  wished  it,  he  might  have  been  Prior,  Podesta 
or  whatsoever  they  call  it,  of  Florence,  well  accepted  among 
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neighbors, — and  the  world  had  wanted  one  of  the  most  notable 
words  ever  spoken  or  sung.  Florence  would  have  had  another 
prosperous  Lord  Mayor;  and  the  ten  dumb  centuries  continued 
voiceless,  and  the  ten  other  listening  centuries  (for  there  will  be 
ten  of  them  and  more)  had  no  (Divina  Commedia>  to  hear!  We 
will  complain  of  nothing.  A  nobler  destiny  was  appointed  for 
this  Dante;  and  he,  struggling  like  a  man  led  towards  death  and 
crucifixion,  could  not  help  fulfilling  it.  Give  him  the  choice  of 
his  happiness!  He  knew  not,  more  than  we  do,  what  was  really 
happy,  what  was  really  miserable. 

In  Dante's  Priorship,  the  Guelf-Ghibelline,  Bianchi-Neri,  or 
some  other  confused  disturbances  rose  to  such  a  height,  that 
Dante,  whose  party  had  seemed  the  stronger,  was  with  his 
friends  cast  unexpectedly  forth  into  banishment;  doomed  thence- 
forth to  a  life  of  woe  and  wandering.  His  property  was  all 
confiscated  and  more;  he  had  the  fiercest  feeling  that  it  was 
entirely  unjust,  nefarious  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man.  He 
tried  what  was  in  him  to  get  reinstated;  tried  even  by  warlike 
surprisal,  with  arms  in  his  hand:  but  it  would  not  do;  bad  only 
had  become  worse.  There  is  a  record,  I  believe,  still  extant  in 
the  Florence  Archives,  dooming  this  Dante,  wheresoever  caught, 
to  be  burnt  alive.  Burnt  alive;  so  it  stands,  they  say:  a  very 
curious  civic  document.  Another  curious  document,  some  con- 
siderable number  of  years  later,  is  a  Letter  of  Dante's  to  the 
Florentine  Magistrates,  written  in  answer  to  a  milder  proposal  of 
theirs,  that  he  should  return  on  condition  of  apologizing  and 
paying  a  fine.  He  answers,  with  fixed  stern  pride :  — <(  If  I  cannot 
return  without  calling  myself  guilty,  I  will  never  return 
(nunquam  r  ever  tar). )y 

For  Dante  there  was  now  no  home  in  this  world.  He 
wandered  from  patron  to  patron,  from  place  to  place;  proving, 
in  his  own  bitter  words,  <(  How  hard  is  the  path  (Come  e  duro 
calle)*  The  wretched  are  not  cheerful  company.  Dante,  poor 
and  banished,,  with  his  proud  earnest  nature,  with  his  moody 
humors,  was  not  a  man  to  conciliate  men.  Petrarch  reports  of 
him  that  being  at  Can  della  Scala's  court,  and  blamed  one  day 
for  his  gloom  and  taciturnity,  he  answered  in  no  courtier-like 
way.  Delia  Scala  stood  among  his  courtiers,  with  mimes  and 
buffoons  (nebulones  ac  his  tr  tones)  making  him  heartily  merry; 
when  turning  to  Dante,  he  said:  — (<  Is  it  not  strange,  now,  that 
this  poor  fool  should  make  himself  so  entertaining;  while  you,  a 
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CROMWELL 
From  <  Heroes  and  Hero-Worship  > 

POOR   Cromwell, —  great   Cromwell!     The   inarticulate    Prophet; 
Prophet  who   could   not   speak.     Rude,  confused.  lintf 

to  utter  himself,  with  his  savage  depth,  with  his  wil< 
cerity;  and  he  looked  so  strange,  among  the  elegant  Euphe- 
misms, dainty  little  Falklands,  didactic  Chilling  worths,  diplomatic 
Clarendons!  Consider  him.  An  outer  hull  of  chaotic  confusion, 
visions  of  the  Devil,  nervous  dreams,  almost  semi-madness;  and 
yet  such  a  clear  determinate  man's-energy  working  in  the  heart 
of  that.  A  kind  of  chaotic  man.  The  ray  as  of  pure  starlight 
and  fire,  working  in  such  an  element  of  boundless  hypochondria, 
unformed  black  of  darkness!  And  yet  withal  this  hypochondria, 
what  was  it  but  the  very  greatness  of  the  man  ?  The  depth  and 
tenderness  of  his  wild  affections:  the  quantity  of  sympathy  he 
had  with  things, —  the  quantity  of  insight  he  would  yet  get  into 
the  heart  of  things,  the  mastery  he  would  yet  get  over  things: 
this  was  his  hypochondria.  The  man's  miser \  as  man's  misery 
always  does,  came  of  his  greatness.  Samuel  Johnson  too  is  that 
kind  of  man.  Sorrow-stricken,  half -distracted ;  the  wide  element 
of  mournful  black  enveloping  him, —  wide  as  the  world.  It  is 
the  character  of  a  prophetic  man;  a  man  with  his  whole  soul 
seeing,  and  struggling  to  see. 

On  this  ground,  too,   I  explain  to   myself  Cromwell's  reputed 
confusion  of  speech.     To  himself  the   internal   meanin.  -un- 

clear; but  the  material  with  which  he  was  to  clothe  it  in  utter- 
ance was  not  there.  He  had  lived  silent;  a  great  unnamed  sea 
of  Thought  round  him  all  his  days;  and  in  his  way  of  life  little 
call  to  attempt  naming  or  uttering  that.  With  his  sharp  power 
of  vision,  resolute  power  of  action,  I  doubt  not  he  could  have 
learned  to  write  Books  withal,  and  speak  fluently  enough;  —  he 
did  harder  things  than  writing  of  Books.  This  kind  of  man  is 
precisely  he  who  is  fit  for  doing  manfully  all  things  you  will  set 
him  on  doing.  Intellect  is  not  speaking  and  logicizing;  it  is  see- 
ing and  ascertaining.  Virtue,  Vir-tus,  manhood,  fterohood,  is  not 
fair-spoken  immaculate  regularity;  it  is  first  of  all,  what  the  Ger- 
mans well  name  it,  Tugend  (Taugend,  dvtv-ing,  or  Z^tfw^vfc-tiness), 
Courage  and  the  Faculty  to  do.  This  basis  of  the  matter  Crom- 
well  had  in  him. 
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One  understands  moreover  how,  though  he  could  not  speak  in 
Parliament,  he  might  preach,  rhapsodic  preaching;  above  all,  how 
he  might  be  great  in  extempore  prayer.  These  are  the  free  out- 
pouring utterances  of  what  is  in  the  heart:  method  is  not  re- 
quired in  them;  warmth,  depth,  sincerity  are  all  that  is  required. 
Cromwell's  habit  of  prayer  is  a  notable  feature  of  him.  All  his 
great  enterprises  were  commenced  with  prayer.  In  dark  inex- 
tricable-looking difficulties,  his  Officers  and  he  used  to  assemble, 
and  pray  alternately,  for  hours,  for  days,  till  some  definite  reso- 
lution rose  among  them,  some  <(door  of  hope,"  as  they  would 
name  it,  disclosed  itself.  Consider  that.  In  tears,  in  fervent 
prayers,  and  cries  to  the  great  God,  to  have  pity  on  them,  to 
make  His  light  shine  before  them.  They,  armed  Soldiers  of 
Christ,  as  they  felt  themselves  to  be;  a  little  band  of  Christian 
Brothers,  who  had  drawn  the  sword  against  a  great  black  de- 
vouring world  not  Christian,  but  Mammonish,  Devilish, —  they 
cried  to  God  in  their  straits,  in  their  extreme  need,  not  to  for- 
sake the  Cause  that  was  His.  The  light  which  now  rose  upon 
them, — how  could  a  human  soul,  by  any  means  at  all,  get  better 
light  ?  Was  not  the  purpose  so  formed  like  to  be  precisely  the 
best,  wisest,  the  one  to  be  followed  without  hesitation  any  more  ? 
To  them  it  was  as  the  shining  of  Heaven's  own  Splendor  in  the 
waste-howling  darkness;  the  Pillar  of  Fire  by  night,  that  was  to 
guide  them  on  their  desolate  perilous  way.  Was  it  not  such  ? 
Can  a  man's  soul,  to  this  hour,  get  guidance  by  any  other  method 
than  intrinsically  by  that  same, —  devout  prostration  of  the  earn- 
est struggling  soul  before  the  Highest,  the  Giver  of  all  Light; 
be  such  prayer  a  spoken,  articulate,  or  be  it  a  voiceless,  inarticu- 
late one?  There  is  no  other  method.  "Hypocrisy"?  One  begins 
to  be  weary  of  all  that.  They  who  call  it  so,  have  no  right  to 
speak  on  such  matters.  They  never  formed  a  purpose,  what  one 
can  call  a  purpose.  They  went  about  balancing  expediencies, 
plausibilities;  gathering  votes,  advices;  they  never  were  alone 
with  the  truth  of  a  thing  at  all. —  Cromwell's  prayers  were  likely 
to  be  <(  eloquent, w  and  much  more  than  that.  His  was  the  heart 
of  a  man  who  could  pray. 

But  indeed  his  actual  Speeches,  I  apprehend,  were  not  nearly 
so  ineloquent,  incondite,  as  they  look.  We  find  he  was,  what  all 
speakers  aim  to  be,  an  impressive  speaker,  even  in  Parliament; 
one  who,  from  the  first,  had  weight.  With  that  rude  passionate 
voice  of  his,  he  was  always  understood  to  mean  something,  and 
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sound  of  it  there  is  a  canto  fermo;  it  proceeds  as  by  a  chant 
The  language,  his  simple  terza  rima,  doubtless  helped  him  in 
this.  One  reads  along  naturally  with  a  sort  of  lilt.  But  I  add, 
that  it  could  not  be  otherwise;  for  the  essence  and  material  of 
the  work  are  themselves  rhythmic.  Its  depth,  and  rapt  p;. 
and  sincerity,  makes  it  musical;  —  go  deep  enough,  there  is  music 
everywhere.  A  true  inward  symmetry,  what  one  calls  an  archi- 
tectural harmony,  reigns  in  it,  proportionates  it  all:  architect- 
ural; which  also  partakes  of  the  character  of  music.  The  three 
kingdoms,  Inferno,  Purgatorio,  Paradiso,  look-out  on  one  another 
like  compartments  of  a  great  edifice;  a  great  supernatural  world- 
cathedral,  piled-up  there,  stern,  solemn,  awful;  Dante's  World  of 
Souls!  It  is,  at  bottom,  the  sincerest  of  all  Poems;  sincerity, 
here  too,  we  find  to  be  the  measure  of  worth.  It  came  deep  out 
of  the  author's  heart  of  hearts;  and  it  goes  deep,  and  through 
long  generations,  into  ours.  The  people  of  Verona,  when  they 
saw  him  on  the  streets,  used  to  say,  (<  Eccori  /'  uoin  cfr  c  stato 
air  Inferno*  (See,  there  is  the  man  that  was  in  Hell).  Al; 
he  had  been  in  Hell;  —  in  Hell  enough,  in  long  severe  sorrow 
and  struggle;  as  the  like  of  him  is  pretty  sure  to  have  been. 
Commedias  that  come-out  divine  are  not  accomplished  otherwise. 
Thought,  true  labor  of  any  kind,  highest  virtue  itself,  is  it  not 
the  daughter  of  Pain?  Born  as  out  of  the  black  whirlwind;  — 
true  effort,  in  fact,  as  of  a  captive  struggling  to  free  himself: 
that  is  Thought.  In  all  ways  we  are  (<  to  become  perfect  through 
suffering. }> — But  as  I  say,  no  work  known  to  me  is  so  elabo- 
rated as  this  of  Dante's.  It  has  all  been  as  if  molten,  in  the 
hottest  furnace  of  his  soul.  It  had  made  him  <(  lean  w  for  many 
years.  Not  the  general  whole  only;  every  compartment  of  it  is 
worked  out,  with  intense  earnestness,  into  truth,  into  clear  visu- 
ality.  Each  answers  to  the  other;  each  fits  in  its  place,  like  a 
marble  stone  accurately  hewn  and  polished.  It  is  the  soul  of 
Dante,  and  in  this  the  soul  of  the  Middle  Ages,  rendered  forever 
rhythmically  visible  there.  No  light  task;  a  right  intense  one: 
but  a  task  which  is  done. 

Perhaps  one  would  say,  intensity,  with  the  much  that  depends 
on  it,  is  the  prevailing  character  of  Dante's  genius.  Dante  does 
not  come  before  us  as  a  large  catholic  mind;  rather  as  a  narrow, 
and  even  sectarian  mind:  it  is  partly  the  fruit  of  his  age  and 
position,  bat  partly  too  of  his  own  nature.  His  greatness  has,  in 
all  senses,  concentred  itself  into  fiery  emphasis  and  depth.  He 
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is  world-great  not  because  he  is  world-wide,  but  because  he  is 
world-deep.  Through  all  objects  he  pierces  as  it  were  down  into 
the  heart  of  Being.  I  know  nothing"  so  intense  as  Dante.  Con- 
sider, for  example,  to  begin  with  the  outermost  development  of 
his  intensity,  consider  how  he  paints.  He  has  a  great  power  of 
vision;  seizes  the  very  type  of  a  thing;  presents  that  and  nothing 
more.  You  remember  that  first  view  he  gets  of  the  Hall  of 
Dite :  red  pinnacle,  red-hot  cone  of  iron  glowing  through  the  dim 
immensity  of  gloom;  —  so  vivid,  so  distinct,  visible  at  once  and 
forever!  It  is  as  an  emblem  of  the  whole  genius  of  Dante. 
There  is  a  brevity,  an  abrupt  precision  in  him:  Tacitus  is  not 
briefer,  more  condensed;  and  then  in  Dante  it  seems  a  natural 
condensation,  spontaneous  to  the  man.  One  smiting  word;  and 
then  there  is  silence,  nothing  more  said.  His  silence  is  more 
eloquent  than  words.  It  is  strange  with  what  a  sharp  decisive 
grace  he  snatches  the  true  likeness  of  a  matter:  cuts  into  the 
matter  as  with  a  pen  of  fire.  Plutus,  the  blustering  giant,  col- 
lapses at  Virgil's  rebuke ;  it  is  ((  as  the  sails  sink,  the  mast  being 
suddenly  broken. w  Or  that  poor  Brunetto  Latini,  with  the  cotto 
aspetto,  (( face  baked, w  parched  brown  and  lean ;  and  the  (( fiery 
snow w  that  falls  on  them  there,  a  <(  fiery  snow  without  wind,  ® 
slow,  deliberate,  never-ending!  Or  the  lids  of  those  Tombs; 
square  sarcophaguses,  in  that  silent  dim-burning  Hall,  each  with 
its  Soul  in  torment ;  the  lids  laid  open  there ;  they  are  to  be  shut 
at  the  Day  of  Judgment,  through  Eternity.  And  how  Farinata 
rises;  and  how  Cavalcante  falls  —  at  hearing  of  his  Son,  and  the 
past  tense  "fue*/  The  very  movements  in  Dante  have  something 
brief;  swift,  decisive,  almost  military.  It  is  of  the  inmost  essence 
of  his  genius,  this  sort  of  painting.  The  fiery,  swift  Italian 
nature  of  the  man,  so  silent,  passionate,  with  its  quick  abrupt 
movements,  its  silent  (<pale  rages, w  speaks  itself  in  these  things. 
For  though  this  of  painting  is  one  of  the  outermost  develop- 
ments of  a  man,  it  comes  like  all  else  from  the  essential  faculty 
of  him;  it  is  physiognomical  of  the  whole  man.  Find  a  man 
whose  words  paint  you  a  likeness,  you  have  found  a  man  worth 
something;  mark  his  manner  of  doing  it,  as  very  characteristic  of 
him.  In  the  first  place,  he  could  not  have  discerned  the  object 
at  all,  or  seen  the  vital  type  of  it,  unless  he  had,  what  we  may 
call,  sympathized  with  it, —  had  sympathy  in  him  to  bestow  on 
objects.  He  must  have  been  sincere  about  it  too;  sincere  and 
sympathetic:  a  man  without  worth  cannot  give  you  the  likeness 
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of  any  object;  he  dwells  in  vague  outwardness,  fallacy  and  trivial 
hearsay,  about  all  objects.  And  indeed  may  we  not  say  that 
intellect  altogether  expresses  itself  in  this  power  of  discerning 
what  an  object  is  ?  Whatsoever  of  faculty  a  man's  mind  may 
have  will  come  out  here.  Is  it  even  of  business,  a  matter  to  be 
done?  The  gifted  man  is  he  who  sees  the  essential  point,  and 
leaves  all  the  rest  aside  as  surplusage:  it  is  his  faculty  too,  the 
man  of  business's  faculty,  that  he  discern  the  true  likeness,  not 
the  false  superficial  one,  of  the  thing  he  has  got  to  work  in. 
And  how  much  of  morality  is  in  the  kind  of  insight  we  get  of 
anything;  (( the  eye  seeing  in  all  things  what  it  brought  with  it 
the  faculty  of  seeing w !  To  the  mean  eye  all  things  are  trivial, 
as  certainly  as  to  the  jaundiced  they  are  yellow.  Raphael,  the 
Painters  tell  us,  is  the  best  of  all  Portrait-painters  withal.  No 
most  gifted  eye  can  exhaust  the  significance  of  any  object.  In 
the  commonest  human  face  there  lies  more  than  Raphael  will 
take  away  with  him. 

Dante's  painting  is  not  graphic  only,  brief,  true,  and  of  a 
vividness  as  of  fire  in  dark  night;  taken  on  the  wider  scale,  it  is 
every  way  noble,  and  the  outcome  of  a  great  soul.  Francesca 
and  her  Lover,  what  qualities  in  that!  A  thing  woven  as  out  of 
rainbows,  on  a  ground  of  eternal  black.  A  small  flute-voice  of 
infinite  wail  speaks  there,  into  our  very  heart  of  hearts.  A  touch 
of  womanhood  in  it  too:  del  la  bella  persona,  cJic  mi  fu  tolta ;  and 
how,  even  in  the  Pit  of  woe,  it  is  a  solace  that  lie  will  never 
part  from  her!  Saddest  tragedy  in  these  a/ft  gnai.  And  the 
racking  winds,  in  that  aer  bruno,  whirl  them  away  again,  to  wail 
forever!  —  Strange  to  think:  Dante  was  the  friend  of  this  poor 
Francesca's  father;  Francesca  herself  may  have  sat  upon  the 
Poet's  knee,  as  a  bright  innocent  little  child.  Infinite  pity,  yet 
also  infinite  rigor  of  law:  it  is  so  Nature  is  made;  it  is  so  Dante 
discerned  that  she  was  made.  What  a  paltry  notion  is  that  of 
his  ( Divine  Comedy's J  being  a  poor  splenetic  impotent  terrestrial 
libel;  putting  those  into  Hell  whom  he  could  not  be  avenged 
upon  on  earth!  I  suppose  if  ever  pity,  tender  as  a  mother's, 
was  in  the  heart  of  any  man,  it  was  in  Dante's.  But  a  man  who 
does  not  know  rigor  cannot  pity  either.  His  very  pity  will  be 
cowardly,  egoistic, —  sentimentality,  or  little  better.  I  know  not 
in  the  world  an  affection  equal  to  that  of  Dante.  It  is  a  tender- 
ness, a  trembling,  longing,  pitying  love:  like  the  wail  of  ^Eolian 
harps,  soft,  soft;  like  a  child's  young  heart;  —  and  then  that 
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stern,  sore-saddened  heart !  These  longings  of  his  towards  his 
Beatrice;  their  meeting  together  in  the  'Paradiso*;  his  gazing  in 
her  pure  transfigured  eyes,  hers  that  had  been  purified  by  death 
so  long,  separated  from  him  so  far:  —  one  likens  it  to  the  song 
of  angels;  it  is  among  the  purest  utterances  of  affection,  perhaps 
the  very  purest,  that  ever  came  out  of  a  human  soul. 

For  the  intense  Dante  is  intense  in  all  things;  he  has  got 
into  the  essence  of  all.  His  intellectual  insight  as  painter,  on 
occasion  too  as  reasoner,  is  but  the  result  of  all  other  sorts  of 
intensity.  Morally  great,  above  all,  we  must  call  him;  it  is  the 
beginning  of  all.  His  scorn,  his  grief  are  as  transcendent  as  his 
love;  —  as  indeed,  what  are  they  but  the  inverse  or  converse  of  his 
love  ?  "A  Dio  spiacenti  ed  a1  nemici  sui,  Hateful  to  God  and  to 
the  enemies  of  God : >}  lofty  scorn,  unappeasable  silent  reproba- 
tion and  aversion;  <( Non  ragionam  di  lor,  We  will  not  speak  of 
them,  look  only  and  pass. })  Or  think  of  this :  (<  They  have  not 
the  hope  to  die,  Non  han  speranza  di  morte?  One  day,  it  had 
risen  sternly  benign  on  the  scathed  heart  of  Dante,  that  he, 
wretched,  never-resting,  worn  as  he  was,  would  full  surely  die; 
<(that  Destiny  itself  could  not  doom  him  not  to  die.w  Such  words 
are  in  this  man.  For  rigor,  earnestness,  and  depth,  he  is  not  to 
be  paralleled  in  the  modern  world;  to  seek  his  parallel  we  must 
go  into  the  Hebrew  Bible,  and  live  with  the  antique  Prophets 
there. 

I  do  not  agree  with  much  modern  criticism,  in  greatly  pre- 
ferring the  Inferno  to  the  two  other  parts  of  the  ( Divina  Corn- 
medial  Such  preference  belongs,  I  imagine,  to  our  general 
Byronism  of  taste,  and  is  like  to  be  a  transient  feeling.  The 
<Purgatorio)  and  'Paradiso,' —  especially  the  former,  one  would 
almost  say,  is  even  more  excellent  than  it.  It  is  a  noble  thing, 
that  Pur  gator  io,  (<  Mountain  of  Purification w ;  an  emblem  of  the 
noblest  conception  of  that  age.  If  Sin  is  so  fatal,  and  Hell  is 
and  must  be  so  rigorous,  awful,  yet  in  Repentance  too  is  man 
purified;  Repentance  is  the  grand  Christian  act.  It  is  beautiful 
how  Dante  works  it  out.  The  tremolar  dell'  onde,  that  <(  trem- 
bling0 of  the  ocean-waves,  under  the  first  pure  gleam  of  morn- 
ing, dawning  afar  on  the  wandering  Two,  is  as  the  type  of  an 
altered  mood.  Hope  has  now  dawned;  never-dying  Hope,  if  in 
company  still  with  heavy  sorrow.  The  obscure  sojourn  of 
daemons  and  reprobates  is  underfoot ;  a  soft  breathing  of  peni- 
tence mounts  higher  and  higher,  to  the  Throne  of  Mercy  itself. 
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"Pray  for  me,"  the  denizens  of  that  Mount  of  Pain  all  say  to 
him.  «Tell  my  Giovanna  to  pray  for  me,  my  daughter  Gio- 
vanna;  I  think  her  mother  loves  me  no  more!"  They  toil  pain- 
fully up  by  that  winding  steep,  «  bent -down  like  corbels  of  a 
building,"  some  of  them, —  crushed  together  so  <(for  the  sin  of 
pride";  yet  nevertheless  in  years,  in  ages  and  aeons,  they  shall 
have  reached  the  top,  which  is  Heaven's  gate,  and  by  Mercy 
shall  have  been  admitted  in.  The  joy  too  of  all,  when  one  has 
prevailed;  the  whole  Mountain  shakes  with  joy,  and  a  psalm  of 
praise  rises  when  one  soul  has  perfected  repentance  and  got  its 
sin  and  misery  left  behind!  I  call  all  this  a  noble  embodiment 
of  a  true,  noble  thought. 

But  indeed  the  Three  compartments  mutually  support  one 
another,  are  indispensable  to  one  another.  The  'Paradiso,*  a  kind 
of  inarticulate  music  to  meris  the  redeeming  side  of  the  'Inferno'; 
the  ( Inferno }  without  it  were  untrue.  All  three  make-up  the  true 
Unseen  World,  as  figured  in  the  Christianity  of  the  Middle  Ages; 
a  thing  forever  memorable,  forever  true  in  the  essence  of  it,  to 
all  men.  It  was  perhaps  delineated  in  no  human  soul  with  such 
depth  of  veracity  as  in  this  of  Dante's;  a  man  sent  to  sing  it,  to 
keep  it  long  memorable.  Very  notable  with  what  brief  simplicity 
he  passes  out  of  the  every-day  reality,  into  the  Invisible  one; 
and  in  the  second  or  third  stanza,  we  find  ourselves  in  the 
World  of  Spirits;  and  dwell  there,  as  among  things  palpable, 
indubitable!  To  Dante  they  were  so;  the  real  world,  as  it  is 
called,  and  its  facts,  was  but  the  threshold  to  an  infinitely  higher 
Fact  of  a  World.  At  bottom,  the  one  was  as  preternatural  as 
the  other.  Has  not  each  man  a  soul  ?  He  will  not  only  be  a 
spirit,  but  is  one.  To  the  earnest  Dante  it  is  all  one  visible 
Fact;  he  believes  it,  sees  it;  is  the  Poet  of  it  in  virtue  of  that. 
Sincerity,  I  say  again,  is  the  saving  merit,  now  as  always. 

Dante's   Hell,    Purgatory,    Paradise,    are   a   symbol  withal,    an 

emblematic   representation    of   his   Belief   about  this  Universe:  — 

some   Critic   in    a   future    age,  like    some    Scandinavian   ones   the 

other  day,  who  has  ceased  altogether  to  think  as  Dante  did,  may 

find  this,  too,  all  an  "Allegory,"  perhaps  an  idle  Allegory!      It  is 

ublime   embodiment,  or  sublimest,  of  the  soul  of  Christianity. 

It  bs,    as  in   huge   world-wide  architectural  emblems,  how 

the    Christian    Dante   felt    Good    and    Evil   to    be    the   two    polar 

:nents  of  this  Creation,   on   which  it  all  turns;    that  these  two 

differ   not   by  prcfcrability  of  one   to   the   other,  but   by  incom- 
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patibility,  absolute  and  infinite;  that  the  one  is  excellent  and 
high  as  light  and  Heaven,  the  other  hideous,  black  as  Gehenna 
and  the  Pit  of  Hell!  Everlasting  Justice,  yet  with  Penitence, 
with  everlasting  Pity, —  all  Christianism,  as  Dante  and  the  Middle 
Ages  had  it,  is  emblemed  here.  Emblemed:  and  yet,  as  I 
urged  the  other  day,  with  what  entire  truth  of  purpose;  how 
unconscious  of  any  embleming!  Hell,  Purgatory,  Paradise:  these 
things  were  not  fashioned  as  emblems:  was  there  in  our  Modern 
European  Mind,  any  thought  at  all  of  their  being  emblems  ? 
Were  they  not  indubitable  awful  facts,  the  whole  heart  of  man 
taking  them  for  practically  true,  all  Nature  everywhere  confirm- 
ing them  ?  So  is  it  always  in  these  things.  Men  do  not  believe 
an  Allegory.  The  future  Critic,  whatever  his  new  thought  may 
be,  who  considers  this  of  Dante  to  have  been  all  got  up  as  an 
Allegory,  will  commit  one  sore  mistake !  —  Paganism  we  recog- 
nize as  a  veracious  expression  of  the  earnest  awe-struck  feeling1 
of  man  towards  the  Universe;  veracious,  true  once,  and  still  not 
.  without  worth  for  us.  But  mark  here  the  difference  of  Pagan- 
ism and  Christianism;  one  great  difference.  Paganism  emblemed 
chiefly  the  Operations  of  Nature;  the  destinies,  efforts,  combina- 
tions, vicissitudes  of  things  and  men  in  this  world;  Christianism 
emblemed  the  Law  of  Human  Duty,  the  Moral  Law  of  Man. 
One  was  for  the  sensuous  nature;  a  rude  helpless  utterance  of 
the  first  Thought  of  men, — the  chief  recognized  Virtue,  Courage, 
Superiority  to  Fear.  The  other  was  not  for  the  sensuous  nature, 
but  for  the  moral.  What  a  progress  is  here,  if  in  that  one 
respect  only! 

And  so  in  this  Dante,  as  we  said,  had  ten  silent  centuries,  in 
a  very  strange  way,  found  a  voice.  The  <  Divina  Commedia>  is 
of  Dante's  writing;  yet  in  truth  it  belongs  to  ten  Christian  cen- 
turies, only  the  finishing  of  it  is  Dante's.  So  always.  The  crafts- 
man there,  the  smith  with  that  metal  of  his,  with  these  tools, 
with  these  cunning  methods, —  how  little  of  all  he  does  is  prop- 
erly his  work!  All  past  inventive  men  work  there  with  him;  — 
as  indeed  with  all  of  us,  in  all  things.  Dante  is  the  spokesman 
of  the  Middle  Ages;  the  Thought  they  lived  by  stands  here,  in 
everlasting  music. 
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CROMWELL 
From  <  Heroes  and  Hero-Worship  > 

POOR   Cromwell, —  great   Cromwell!     The   inarticulate    Prophet; 
Prophet  who   could  not  speak.     Rude,  confused,  struggling 

to  utter  himself,  with  his  savage  depth,  with  his  wild  sin- 
cerity; and  he  looked  so  strange,  among  the  elegant  Euphe- 
misms, dainty  little  Falklands,  didactic  Chillingworths,  diplomatic 
Clarendons!  Consider  him.  An  outer  hull  of  chaotic  confusion, 
visions  of  the  Devil,  nervous  dreams,  almost  semi-madness;  and 
yet  such  a  clear  determinate  man's-energy  working  in  the  heart 
of  that.  A  kind  of  chaotic  man.  The  ray  as  of  pure  starlight 
and  fire,  working  in  such  an  element  of  boundless  hypochondria, 
wwformed  black  of  darkness!  And  yet  withal  this  hypochondria, 
what  was  it  but  the  very  greatness  of  the  man  ?  The  depth  and 
tenderness  of  his  wild  affections:  the  quantity  of  sympathy  he 
had  with  things, —  the  quantity  of  insight  he  would  yet  get  into 
the  heart  of  things,  the  mastery  he  would  yet  get  over  things: 
this  was  his  hypochondria.  The  man's  misery  as  man's  misery 
always  does,  came  of  his  greatness.  Samuel  Johnson  too  is  that 
kind  of  man.  Sorrow-stricken,  half-distracted;  the  wide  element 
of  mournful  black  enveloping  him, —  wide  as  the  world.  It  is 
the  character  of  a  prophetic  man;  a  man  with  his  whole  soul 

;md  struggling  to  see. 

On  this  ground,  too,  I  explain  to  myself  Cromwell's  reputed 
confusion  of  speech.  To  himself  the  internal  meaning  was  sun- 
clear;  but  the  material  with  which  he  was  to  clothe  it  in  utter- 
ance was  not  there.  He  had  lived  silent;  a  great  unnamed  sea 
of  Thought  round  him  all  his  days;  and  in  his  way  of  life  little 
call  to  attempt  naming  or  uttering  that.  With  his  sharp  power 
of  vision,  resolute  power  of  action,  I  doubt  not  he  could  have 

ed  to  write   Books  withal,   and   speak   fluently  enough;  —  he 

did  harder  things   than   writing  of  Books.     This  kind   of   man   is 

precisely  he  who  is  fit  for  doing  manfully  all  things  you  will  set 

him  on  doing.     Intellect  is  not  speaking  and  logicizing;  it  is  see- 

-taining.     Virtue,  Vir-tus,  manhood,  berohood,  is  not 

poken  immaculate  regularity;  it  is  first  of  all,  what  the  Ger- 
'1  name  it,   Tugcnd  (Taugend,  dfow-ing,  or  Doug/i-tmess), 

tge  and  the  Faculty  to  do.  This  basis  of  the  matter  Crom- 
well had  in  him. 
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One  understands  moreover  how,  though  he  could  not  speak  in 
Parliament,  he  might  preach,  rhapsodic  preaching;  above  all,  how 
he  might  be  great  in  extempore  prayer.  These  are  the  free  out- 
pouring utterances  of  what  is  in  the  heart:  method  is  not  re- 
quired in  them;  warmth,  depth,  sincerity  are  all  that  is  required. 
Cromwell's  habit  of  prayer  is  a  notable  feature  of  him.  All  his 
great  enterprises  were  commenced  with  prayer.  In  dark  inex- 
tricable-looking difficulties,  his  Officers  and  he  used  to  assemble, 
and  pray  alternately,  for  hours,  for  days,  till  some  definite  reso- 
lution rose  among  them,  some  <(door  of  hope,"  as  they  would 
name  it,  disclosed  itself.  Consider  that.  In  tears,  in  fervent 
prayers,  and  cries  to  the  great  God,  to  have  pity  on  them,  to 
make  His  light  shine  before  them.  They,  armed  Soldiers  of 
Christ,  as  they  felt  themselves  to  be;  a  little  band  of  Christian 
Brothers,  who  had  drawn  the  sword  against  a  great  black  de- 
vouring world  not  Christian,  but  Mammonish,  Devilish, —  they 
cried  to  God  in  their  straits,  in  their  extreme  need,  not  to  for- 
sake the  Cause  that  was  His.  The  light  which  now  rose  upon 
them, — how  could  a  human  soul,  by  any  means  at  all,  get  better 
light  ?  Was  not  the  purpose  so  formed  like  to  be  precisely  the 
best,  wisest,  the  one  to  be  followed  without  hesitation  any  more  ? 
To  them  it  was  as  the  shining  of  Heaven's  own  Splendor  in  the 
waste-howling  darkness;  the  Pillar  of  Fire  by  night,  that  was  to 
guide  them  on  their  desolate  perilous  way.  Was  it  not  such  ? 
Can  a  man's  soul,  to  this  hour,  get  guidance  by  any  other  method 
than  intrinsically  by  that  same, —  devout  prostration  of  the  earn- 
est struggling  soul  before  the  Highest,  the  Giver  of  all  Light; 
be  such  prayer  a  spoken,  articulate,  or  be  it  a  voiceless,  inarticu- 
late one?  There  is  no  other  method.  «  Hypocrisy  )}  ?  One  begins 
to  be  weary  of  all  that.  They  who  call  it  so,  have  no  right  to 
speak  on  such  matters.  They  never  formed  a  purpose,  what  one 
can  call  a  purpose.  They  went  about  balancing  expediencies, 
plausibilities;  gathering  votes,  advices;  they  never  were  alone 
with  the  truth  of  a  thing  at  all. — Cromwell's  prayers  were  likely 
to  be  (C  eloquent, }>  and  much  more  than  that.  His  was  the  heart 
of  a  man  who  could  pray. 

But  indeed  his  actual  Speeches,  I  apprehend,  were  not  nearly 
so  ineloquent,  incondite,  as  they  look.  We  find  he  was,  what  all 
speakers  aim  to  be,  an  impressive  speaker,  even  in  Parliament; 
one  who,  from  the  first,  had  weight.  With  that  rude  passionate 
voice  of  his,  he  was  always  understood  to  mean  something,  and 
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men  wished  to  know  what.  He  disregarded  eloquence,  nay  de- 
spised and  disliked  it;  spoke  always  without  premeditation  of  the 
words*  he  was  to  use.  The  Reporters,  too,  in  those  days  seem  to 
have  been  singularly  candid;  and  to  have  given  the  Printer  pre- 
cisely what  they  found  on  their  own  note-paper.  And  withal, 
what  a  strange  proof  is  it  of  Cromwell's  being  the  premeditative 
ever-calculating  hypocrite,  acting  a  play  before  the  world,  that 
to  the  last  he  took  no  more  charge  of  his  Speeches!  How  came 
he  not  to  study  his  words  a  little,  before  flinging  them  out  to 
the  public  ?  If  the  words  were  true  words,  they  could  be  left  to 
shift  for  themselves. 

But  with  regard  to  Cromwell's  "lying,"  we  will  make  one  re- 
mark. This,  I  suppose,  or  something  like  this,  to  have  been  the 
nature  of  it.  All  parties  found  themselves  deceived  in  him; 
each  party  understood  him  to  be  meaning  ////>,  heard  him  even 
say  so,  and  behold  he  turns-out  to  have  been  meaning  that! 
He  was,  cry  they,  the  chief  of  liars.  But  now,  intrinsically,  is 
not  all  this  the  inevitable  fortune,  not  of  a  false  man  in  such 
times,  but  simply  of  a  superior  man  ?  Such  a  man  must  have 
reticences  in  him.  If  he  walk  wearing  his  heart  upon  his  sleeve 
for  daws  to  peck  at,  his  journey  will  not  extend  far!  There  is 
no  use  for  any  man's  taking-up  his  abode  in  a  house  built  of 
glass.  A  man  always  is  to  be  himself  the  judge  how  much  of 
his  mind  he  will  show  to  other  men;  even  to  those  he  would 
have  work  along  with  him.  There  are  impertinent  inquiries 
made:  your  rule  is,  to  leave  the  inquirer  ////informed  on  that 
matter;  not,  if  you  can  help  it,  wz>informed,  but  precisely  as 
dark  as  he  was! 

This,  could  one  hit  the  right  phrase  of  response,  is  what  the 
wise  and  faithful  man  would  aim  to  answer  in  such  a  case. 

Cromwell,  no  doubt  of  it,  spoke  often  in  the  dialect  of  small 
subaltern  parties;  uttered  to  them  a  part  of  his  mind.  Each 
little  party  thought  him  all  its  own.  Hence  their  rage,  one  and 
all,  to  find  him  not  of  their  party,  but  of  his  own  party!  Was 
it  his  blame  ?  At  all  seasons  of  his  history  he  must  have  felt, 
among  such  people,  how  if  he  explained  to  them  the  deeper  in- 
sight he  had,  they  must  either  have  shuddered  aghast  at  it,  or 
believing  it,  their  own  little  compact  hypothesis  must  have  gone 
wholly  to  wreck.  They  could  not  have  worked  in  his  province 
any  more;  nay  perhaps  they  could  not  have  now  worked  in  their 
own  province.  It  is  the  inevitable  position  of  a  great  man 
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among  small  men.  Small  men,  most  active,  useful,  are  to  be 
seen  everywhere,  whose  whole  activity  depends  on  some  convic- 
tion which  to  you  is  palpably  a  limited  one;  imperfect,  what  we 
call  an  error.  But  would  it  be  a  kindness  always,  is  it  a  duty 
always  or  often,  to  disturb  them  in  that  ?  Many  a  man,  doing 
loud  work  in  the  world,  stands  only  on  some  thin  traditionality, 
conventionality  to  him  indubitable,  to  you  incredible:  break  that 
beneath  him,  he  sinks  to  endless  depths !  (<  I  might  have  my 
hand  full  of  truth, })  said  Fontenelle,  "and  open  only  my  little 
finger. }) 

And  if  this  be  the  fact  even  in  matters  of  doctrine,  how 
much  more  in  all  departments  of  practice!  He  that  cannot 
withal  keep  his  mind  to  himself  cannot  practice  any  considerable 
thing  whatever.  And  we  call  it  (<  dissimulation, })  all  this?  What 
would  you  think  of  calling  the  general  of  an  army  a  dissembler 
because  he  did  not  tell  every  corporal  and  private  soldier  who 
pleased  to  put  the  question,  what  his  thoughts  were  about  every- 
thing?—  Cromwell,  I  should  rather  say,  managed  all  this  in  a 
manner  we  must  admire  for  its  perfection.  An  endless  vortex 
of  such  questioning  (<  corporals >}  rolled  confusedly  round  him 
through  his  whole  course;  whom  he  did  answer.  It  must  have 
been  as  a  great  true-seeing  man  that  he  managed  this  too.  Not 
one  proved  falsehood,  as  I  said;  not  one!  Of  what  man  that 
ever  wound  himself  through  such  a  coil  of  things  will  you  say 

much  ? 

But  in  fact  there  are  two  errors,  widely  prevalent,  which  per- 
vert to  the  very  basis  our  judgments  formed  about  such  men  as 
Cromwell;  about  their  "ambition,"  "falsity,*  and  suchlike.  The 
first  is  what  I  might  call  substituting  the  goal  of  their  career  for 
the  course  and  starting-point  of  it.  The  vulgar  Historian  of  a 
Cromwell  fancies  that  he  had  determined  on  being  Protector  of 
England,  at  the  time  when  he  was  plowing  the  marsh  lands  of 
Cambridgeshire.  His  career  lay  all  mapped-out:  a  program  of 
e  whole  drama;  which  he  then  step  by  step  dramatically  un- 
blded  with  all  manner  of  cunning,  deceptive  dramaturgy,  as  he 
went  on, —  the  hollow  scheming  TTTOX^T^?,  or  Play-actor,  that  he 
was!  This  is  a  radical  perversion;  all  but  universal  in  such 
cases.  And  think  for  an  instant  how  different  the  fact  is!  How 
much  does  one  of  us  foresee  of  his  own  life  ?  Short  way  ahead 
of  us  it  is  all  dim;  an  unwound  skein  of  possibilities,  of  appre- 
hensions, atteniptabilities,  vague-looming  hopes.  This  Cromwell 
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had  not  his  life  lying  all  in  that  fashion  of  Program,  which 
he  needed  then,  with  that  unfathomable  cunning  of  his,  only  to 
enact  dramatically,  scene  after  scene!  Not  so.  We  see  it  so;  but 
to  him  it  was  in  no  measure  so.  What  absurdities  would  fall 
away  of  themselves,  were  this  one  undeniable  fact  kept  honestly 
in  view  by  History!  Historians  indeed  will  tell  you  that  they 
do  keep  it  in  view;  —  but  look  whether  such  is  practically  the 
fact !  Vulgar  History,  as  in  this  Cromwell's  case,  omits  it  alto- 
gether; even  the  best  kinds  of  History  only  remember  it  now 
and  then.  To  remember  it  duly  with  rigorous  perfection,  as  in 
the  fact  it  stood,  requires  indeed  a  rare  faculty;  rare,  nay  impos- 
sible. A  very  Shakespeare  for  faculty;  or  more  than  Shake- 
ire;  who  could  enact  a  brother  man's  biography,  see  with 
the  brother  man's  eyes  at  all  points  of  his  course  what  things 
he  saw;  in  short,  know  his  course  and  him,  as  few  "Historians" 
are  like  to  do.  Half  or  more  of  all  the  thick-plied  perver- 
sions which  distort  our  image  of  Cromwell,  will  disappear,  if 
we  honestly  so  much  as  try  to  represent  them  so;  in  sequence, 
as  they  were;  not  in  the  lump,  as  they  are  thrown  down  before 
us. 

But  a  second  error  which  I  think  the  generality  commit 
refers  to  this  same  (<  ambition }>  itself.  We  exaggerate  the  am- 
bition of  Great  Men;  we  mistake  what  the  nature  of  it  is.  Great 
Men  are "  not  ambitious  in  that  sense ;  he  is  a  small  poor  man 
that  is  ambitious  so.  Examine  the  man  who  lives  in  misery  be- 
cause he  does  not  shine  above  other  men;  who  goes  about  pro- 
ducing himself,  pruriently  anxious  about  his  gifts  and  claims; 
struggling  to  force  everybody,  as  it  were  begging  everybody  for 
God's  sake,  to  acknowledge  him  a  great  man,  and  set  him  over 
the  heads  of  men!  Such  a  creature  is  among  the  wretchedest 
sights  seen  under  this  sun,  A  great  man  ?  A  poor  morbid 
prurient  empty  man;  fitter  for  the  ward  of  a  hospital  than  for 
a  throne  among  men.  I  advise  you  to  keep  out  of  his  way.  He 
cannot  walk  on  quiet  paths;  unless  you  will  look  at  him,  wonder 
at  him,  write  paragraphs  about  him,  he  cannot  live.  It  is  the 
emptiness  of  the  man,  not  his  greatness.  Because  there  is  noth- 
in  himself,  he  hungers  and  thirsts  that  you  would  find  some- 
thing in  him.  In  good  truth,  I  believe  no  great  man,  not  so 
much  as  a  genuine  man  who  had  health  and  real  substance  in 
him  of  whatever  magnitude,  was  ever  much  tormented  iri  this 
way. 
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Your  Cromwell,  what  good  could  it  do  him  to  be  «  noticed })  by 
noisy  crowds  of  people  ?  God  his  Maker  already  noticed  him. 
He,  Cromwell,  was  already  there;  no  notice  would  make  him 
other  than  he  already  was.  Till  his  hair  was  grown  gray;  and 
Life  from  the  down-hill  slope  was  all  seen  to  be  limited,  not  infi- 
nite but  finite,  and  all  a  measurable  matter  how  it  went, — he  had 
been  content  to  plow  the  ground,  and  read  his  Bible.  He  in 
his  old  days  could  not  support  it  any  longer,  without  selling  him- 
self to  Falsehood,  that  he  might  ride  in  gilt  carriages  to  White- 
hall, and  have  clerks  with  bundles  of  papers  haunting  him, 
<(  Decide  this,  decide  that, }>  which  in  utmost  sorrow  of  heart  no 
man  can  perfectly  decide!  What  could  gilt  carriages  do  for  this 
man  ?  From  of  old  was  there  not  in  his  life  a  weight  of  meaning, 
a.  terror  and  a  splendor  as  of  Heaven  itself?  His  existence  there 
as  man  set  him  beyond  the  need  of  gilding.  Death,  Judgment, 
and  Eternity:  these  already  lay  as  the  background  of  whatsoever 
he  thought  or  did.  All  his  life  lay  begirt  as  in  a  sea  of  name- 
less Thoughts,  which  no  speech  of  a  mortal  could  name.  God's 
Word,  as  the  Puritan  prophets  of  that  time  had  read  it:  this  was 
great,  and  all  else  was  little  to  him.  To  call  such  a  man  (<  ambi- 
tious,)}  to  figure  him  as  the  prurient  wind-bag  described  above, 
seems  to  me  the  poorest  solecism.  Such  a  man  will  say :  <(  Keep 
your  gilt  carriages  and  huzzaing  mobs,  keep  your  red-tape  clerks, 
your  influentialities,  your  important  businesses.  Leave  me  alone, 
leave  me  alone ;  there  is  too  much  of  life  in  me  already ! })  Old 
Samuel  Johnson,  the  greatest  soul  in  England  in  his  day,  was 
not  ambitious.  (( Corsica  Bosw^ell }>  flaunted  at  public  shows  with 
printed  ribbons  round  his  hat;  but  the  great  old  Samuel  stayed 
at  home.  The  world-wide  soul,  wrapt-up  in  its  thoughts,  in  its 
sorrows; — what  could  paradings  and  ribbons  in  the  hat,  do 
for  it? 

Ah  yes,  I  will  say  again:  The  great  silent  men!  Looking 
round  on  the  noisy  inanity  of  the  world,  words  with  little  mean- 
ing, actions  with  little  worth,  one  loves  to  reflect  on  the  great 
Empire  of  Silence.  The  noble  silent  men,  scattered  here  and 
there,  each  in  his  own  department;  silently  thinking;  silently 
working;  whom  no  Morning  Newspaper  makes  mention  of!  They 
are  the  salt  of  the  Earth.  A  country  that  has  none  or  few  of 
these  is  in  a  bad  way.  Like  a  forest  which  had  no  roots;  which 
had  all  turned  into  leaves  and  boughs;  —  which  must  soon  wither 
and  be  no  forest.  Woe  for  us  if  we  had  nothing  but  what  we 
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can  show,  or  speak.  Silence,  the  great  Empire  of  Silence: 
higher  than  the  stars;  deeper  than  the  Kingdoms  of  Death!  It 
alone  is  great;  all  else  is  small. — I  hope  we  English  will  long 
maintain  our  grand  talent  pour  le  silence.  Let  others  that  cannot 
do  without  standing  on  barrel-heads,  to  spout,  and  be  seen  of  all 
the  market-place,  cultivate  speech  exclusively, — become  a  most 
green  forest  without  roots!  Solomon  says,  There  is  a  time  to 
Speak;  but  also  a  time  to  keep  silence  Of  some  great  silent 
Samuel,  not  urged  to  writing,  as  old  Samuel  Johnson  says  he 
was,  by  want  of  money  and  nothing  other,  one  might  ask,  <(  Win- 
do  not  you  too  get  up  and  speak;  promulgate  your  system,  found 
your  sect?"  "Truly,"  he  will  answer,  <(  I  am  continent  of  my 
thought  hitherto;  happily  I  have  yet  had  the  ability  to  keep  it  in 
me,  no  compulsion  strong  enough  to  speak  it.  My  c system >  is 
not  for  promulgation  first  of  all;  it  is  for  serving  myself  to  live 
by.  That  is  the  great  purpose  of  it  to  me.  And  then  the 
( honor >  ?  Alas,  yes ;  —  but  as  Cato  said  of  the  statue :  So  many 
statues  in  that  Forum  of  yours,  may  it  not  be  better  if  they  ask, 
Where  is  Cato's  statue  ?  * 

But  now,  by  way  of  counterpoise  to  this  of  Silence,  let  me 
say  that  there  are  two  kinds  of  ambition:  one  wholly  blamable, 
the  other  laudable  and  inevitable.  Nature  has  provided  that  the 
great  silent  Samuel  shall  not  be  silent  too  long.  The  selfish 
wish  to  shine  over  others,  let  it  be  accounted  altogether  poor  and 
miserable.  <(  Seekest  thou  great  things,  seek  them  not:*  this  is 
most  true.  And  yet,  I  say,  there  is  an  irrepressible  tendency  in 
every  man  to  develop  himself  according  to  the  magnitude  which 
Nature  has  made  him  of;  to  speak  out,  to  act  out,  what  Nature 
has  laid  in  him.  This  is  proper,  fit,  inevitable;  nay,  it  is  a  duty, 
and  even  the  summary  of  duties  for  a  man.  The  meaning  of 
life  here  on  earth  might  be  defined  as  consisting  in  this:  To 
unfold  your  self,  to  work  what  thing  you  have  the  faculty  for. 
It  is  a  necessity  for  the  human  being,  the  first  law  of  our  exist- 
ence. Coleridge  beautifully  remarks  that  the  infant  learns  to 
speak  by  this  necessity  it  feels. — We  will  say  therefore:  To  decide 
about  ambition,  whether  it  is  bad  or  not,  you  have  two  things  to 
take  into  view.  Not  the  coveting  of  the  place  alone,  but  the 
fitness  for  the  man  of  the  place  withal:  that  is  the  question. 
Perhaps  the  place  was  his,  perhaps  he  had  a  natural  right,  and 
even  obligation  to  seek  the  place!  Mirabeau's  ambition  to  be 
Prime  Minister,  how  shall  we  blame  it,  if  he  were  "the  only 
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man  in  France  that  could  have  done  any  good  there"?  Hope- 
fuler  perhaps  had  he  not  so  clearly  felt  how  much  good  he  could 
do!  But  a  poor  Necker,  who  could  do  no  good,  and  had  even 
felt  that  he  could  do  none,  yet  sitting  broken-hearted  because 
they  had  flung  him  out  and  he  was  now  quit  of  it,  well  might 
Gibbon  mourn  over  him.  —  Nature,  I  say,  has  provided  amply 
that  the  silent  great  man  shall  strive  to  speak  withal;  too  amply, 
rather ! 

Fancy,  for  example,  you  had  revealed  to  the  brave  old 
Samuel  Johnson,  in  his  shrouded-up  existence,  that  it  was  pos- 
sible for  him  to  do  priceless  divine  work  for  his  country  and  the 
whole  -world.  That  the  perfect  Heavenly  Law  might  be  made 
Law  on  this  Earth;  that  the  prayer  he  prayed  daily,  <(Thy  king- 
dom come,"  was  at  length  to  be  fulfilled!  If  you  had  convinced 
his  judgment  of  this;  that  it  was  possible,  practicable;  that  he 
the  mournful  silent  Samuel  was  called  to  take  a  part  in  it  I 
Would  not  the  whole  soul  of  the  man  have  flamed-up  into  a 
divine  clearness,  into  noble  utterance  and  determination  to  act; 
casting  all  sorrows  and  misgivings  under  his  feet,  counting  all 
affliction  and  contradiction  small, — the  whole  dark  element  of 
his  existence  blazing  into  articulate  radiance  of  light  and  light- 
ning? It  were  a  true  ambition  this!  And  think  now  how  it 
actually  was  with  Cromwell.  From  of  old,  the  sufferings  of 
God's  Church,  true  zealous  Preachers  of  the  truth  flung  into 
.ungeons,  whipt,  set  on  pillories,  their  ears  cropt-off,  God's 
Gospel-cause  trodden  under  foot  of  the  unworthy:  all  this  had 
lain  heavy  on  his  soul.  Long  years  he  had  looked  upon  it  in 
silence,  in  prayer;  seeing  no  remedy  on  Earth;  trusting  well  that 
a  remedy  in  Heaven's  goodness  would  come, —  that  such  a  course 
was  false,  unjust,  and  could  not  last  forever.  And  now  behold 
the  dawn  of  'it;  after  twelve  years'  silent  waiting,  all  England 
stirs  itself;  there  is  to  be  once  more  a  Parliament,  the  Right 
will  get  a  voice  for  itself:  inexpressible  well-grounded  hope  has 
me  again  into  the  Earth.  Was  not  such  a  Parliament  worth 
being  a  member  of  ?  Cromwell  threw  down  his  plow,  and 
hastened  thither. 

He  spoke  there, — rugged  bursts  of  earnestness,  of  a  self-seen 
truth,  where  we  get  a  glimpse  of  them.  He  worked  there;  he 
fought  and  strove,  like  a  strong  true  giant  of  a  man,  through 
cannon-tumult  and  all  else, —  on  and  on,  till  the  Cause  triumphed, 
its  once  so  formidable  enemies  all  swept  from  before  it,  and  the 
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dawn  of  hope  had  become  clear  light  of  victory  and  certainty. 
That  he  stood  there  as  the  strongest  soul  of  England,  the  undis- 
puted Hero  of  all  England, — what  of  this?  It  was  possible  that 
the  Law  of  Christ's  Gospel  could  now  establish  itself  in  the 
world!  The  Theocracy  which  John  Knox  in  his  pulpit  might 
dream  of  as  a  <(  devout  imagination, w  this  practical  man,  expe- 
rienced in  the  whole  chaos  of  most  rough  practice,  dared  to 
consider  as  capable  of  being  realized.  Those  that  were  highest 
in  Christ's  Church,  the  devoutest  wisest  men,  were  to  rule,  the 
land:  in  some  considerable  degree,  it  might  be  so  and  should  be 
so.  Was  it  not  true,  God's  truth  ?  And  if  tnu\  was  it  not  then 
the  very  thing  to  do  ?  The  strongest  practical  intellect  in 
England  dared  to  answer,  Yes!  This  I  call  a  noble  true  pur- 
pose; is  it  not,  in  its  own  dialect,  the  noblest  that  could  enter 
into  the  heart  of  Statesman  or  man  ?  For  a  Knox  to  take  it  up 
was  something;  but  for  a  Cromwell,  with  his  great  sound  se: 
and  experience  of  what  our  world  ivas,  —  History,  I  think,  shows 
it  only  this  once  in  such  a  degree.  I  account  it  the  culminating 
point  of  Protestantism;  the  most  heroic  phasis  that  "Faith  in  the 
Bible >}  was  appointed  to  exhibit  here  below.  Fancy  it :  that  it: 
were  made  manifest  to  one  of  us,  how  we  could  make  the  Right 
supremely  victorious  over  Wrong,  and  all  that  we  had  longed 
and  prayed  for,  as  the  highest  good  to  England  and  all  lands, 
an  attainable  fact! 

Well,  I  must  say,  the  vulpine  intellect,  with  its  knowingness. 
its  alertness  and  expertness  in  "detecting  hypocrites, w  seems  to 
me  a  rather  sorry  business.  We  have  had  but  one  such  States 
man  in  England;  one  man,  that  I  can  get  sight  of,  who  ever 
had  in  the  heart  of  him  any  such  purpose  at  all.  One  man,  in 
the  course  of  fifteen  hundred  years;  and  this  was  his  welcome. 
He  had  adherents  by  the  hundred  or  the  ten;  opponents  by  the 
million.  Had  England  rallied  all  round  him,  —  why,  then,  Eng- 
land might  have  been  a  Christian  land!  As  it  is,  vulpine  know- 
ingness sits  yet  at  its  hopeless  problem,  <(  Given  a  world  of 
Knaves,  to  educe  an  Honesty  from  their  united  action ; w  —  how 
cumbrous  a  problem,  you  may  see  in  Chancery  Law- Courts,  and 
some  other  places!  Till  at  length,  by  Heaven's  just  anger,  but 
also  by  Heaven's  great  grace,  the  matter  begins  to  stagnate;  and 
this  problem  is  becoming  to  all  men  a  palpably  hopeless  one. 
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THE   PROCESSION 
From   <The   French  Revolution* 

WE  DWELL  no  longer  on  the  mixed  shouting  Multitude,  for 
now,  behold,  the  Commons  Deputies  are  at  hand! 
Which  of  -these  Six  Hundred  individuals,  in  plain  white 
cravat,  that  have  come  up  to  regenerate  France,  might  one 
guess  would  become  their  king?  For  a  king  or  leader  they,  as 
all  bodies  of  men,  must  have,  be  their  work  what  it  may;  there 
is  one  man  there  who,  by  character,  faculty,  position,  is  fittest 
of  all  to  do  it;  that  man,  as  future,  not-yet-elected  king  walks 
there  among  the  rest.  He  with  the  thick  black  locks,  will  it 
be  ?  With  the  hure,  as  himself  calls  it,  or  black  boar's-head,  fit 
to  be  .(<  shaken )}  as  a  senatorial  portent  ?  Through  whose  shaggy 
beetle-brows  and  rough-hewn,  seamed,  carbuncled  face  there  look 
natural  ugliness,  small-pox,  incontinence,  bankruptcy, — and  burn- 
ing fire  of  genius,  like  comet-fire  glaring  fuliginous  through 
murkiest  confusions  ?  It  is  Gabriel  Honore  Riquetti  de  Mira- 
beau,  the  world-compeller;  man-ruling  Deputy  of  Aix!  According 
to  the  Baroness  de  Stael,  he  steps  proudly  along,  though  looked 
at  askance  here,  and  shakes  his  black  chevelure,  or  lion's  mane, 
as  if  prophetic  of  great  deeds. 

Yes,  Reader,  that  is  the  Type-Frenchman  of  this  epoch,  as 
Voltaire  was  of  the  last.  He  is  French  in  his  aspirations,  acqui- 
sitions, in  his  virtues,  in  his  vices;  perhaps  more  French  than 
any  other  man;  —  and  intrinsically  such  a  mass  of  manhood  too. 
Mark  him  well.  The  National  Assembly  were  all  different  with- 
out that  one;  nay,  he  might  say,  with  the  old  Despot:  —  (<The 
National  Assembly  ?  I  am  that. )} 

Of  a  southern  climate,  of  wild  southern  blood:  —  for  the 
Riquettis,  or  Arrighettis,  had  to  fly  from  Florence  and  the 
Guelfs,  long  centuries  ago,  and  settled  in  Provence,  where  from 
generation  to  generation  they  have  ever  approved  themselves  a 
peculiar  kindred,  irascible,  indomitable,  sharp-cutting,  true,  like 
the  steel  they  wore;  of  an  intensity  and  activity  that  sometimes 
verged  towards  madness,  yet  did  not  reach  it.  One  ancient  Ri- 
quetti, in  mad  fulfillment  of  a  mad  vow,  chains  two  Mountains 
together,  and  the  chain,  with  its  (<  iron  star  of  five  rays, >}  is  still 
to  be  seen.  May  not  a  modern  Riquetti  ^wchain  so  much,  and 
set  it  drifting  —  which  also  shall  be  seen  ? 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 

Destiny  has  work  for  that  swart,  burly-headed  Mirabeau;  Des- 
tiny has  watched  over  him,  prepared  him  from  afar.  Did  not 
his  Grandfather,  stout  Col-d'Argent  (Silver-Stock,  so  they  named 
him),  shattered  and  slashed  by  seven-and-twenty  wounds  in  one 
fell  day,  lie  sunk  together  on  the  Bridge  at  Casano,  while  Prince 
Eugene's  cavalry  galloped  and  regalloped  over  him  —  only  the 
flying  sergeant  had  thrown  a  camp-kettle  over  that  loved  head , 
and  Vendome,  dropping  his  spy-glass,  moaned  out,  (<  Mirabeau 
is  dead,  then ! a  Nevertheless  he  was  not  dead ;  he  awoke  to 
breath  and  miraculous  surgery  —  for  Gabriel  was  yet  to  be. 
With  his  silver  stock  he  kept  his  scarred  head  erect,  through 
long  years,  and  wedded,  and  produced  tough  Marquis  Victor,  the 
friend  of  men.  Whereby  at  last  in  the  appointed  year,  1749,  this 
long-expected,  rough -hewn  Gabriel  Honore*  did  likewise  see  the 
light;  roughest  lion's-whelp  ever  littered  of  that  rough  breed. 
How  the  old  lion  (for  our  old  Marquis,  too,  was  lion-like,  most 
unconquerable,  kingly-genial,  most  perverse)  gazed  wondering  on 
his  offspring,  and  determined  to  train  him  as  no  lion  had  yet 
been!  It  is  in  vain,  O  Marquis!  This  cub,  though  thou  slay 
him  and  flay  him,  will  not  learn  to  draw  in  dog-cart  of  Political 
Economy,  and  be  a  friend  of  men;  he  will  not  be  Thou,  but  must 
and  will  be  Himself,  another  than  Thou.  Divorce  law-suits, 
<(  whole  family  save  one  in  prison,  and  threescore  Icttrcs-dc- 
cachet*  for  thy  own  sole  use,  do  but  astonish  the  world. 

Our  luckless  Gabriel,  sinned  against  and  sinning,  has  been  in 
the  Isle  of  Rhe,  and  heard  the  Atlantic  from  his  tower;  in  the 
Castle  of  If,  and  heard  the  Mediterranean  at  Marseilles.  He  has 
been  in  the  Fortress  of  Joux;  and  forty-two  months,  with  hardly 
clothing  to  his  back,  in  the  Dungeon  of  Vincennes;  —  all  by  let '/ 're- 
de-cachet',  from  his  lion  father.  He  has  been  in  Pontarlier  Jails 
(self -constituted  prisoner);  was  noticed  fording  estuaries  of  the 
sea  (at  low  water),  in  flight  from  the  face  of  men.  He  has 
pleaded  before  Aix  Parlements  (to  get  back  his  wife),  the  public 
gathering  on.  roofs,  to  see,  since  they  could  not  hear:  <(  The 
clatter-teeth  (claque -dents) ! >}  snarls  singular  old  Mirabeau ;  dis- 
cerning in  such  admired  forensic  eloquence  nothing  but  two 
clattering  jaw-bones,  and  a  head  vacant,  sonorous,  of  the  drum 
species. 

But  as  for  Gabriel  Honore,  in  these  strange  wayfarings,  what 
has  he  not  seen  and  tried!  From  drill-sergeants  to  prime  min- 
isters, to  foreign  and  domestic  booksellers,  all  manner  of  men  he 
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has  seen.  All  manner  of  men  he  has  gained;  for  at  bottom  it 
is  a  social  loving  heart,  that  wild  unconquerable  one  —  more 
especially  all  manner  of  women.  From  the  Archer's  Daughter 
at  Saintes  to  that  fair  young  Sophie,  Madame  Monnier,  whom  he 
could  not  but  <(  steal >}  and  be  beheaded  for  —  in  effigy!  For 
indeed,  hardly  since  the  Arabian  Prophet  lay  dead,  to  Ali's 
admiration,  was  there  seen  such  a  Love-hero,  with  the  strength 
of  thirty  men.  In  War  again,  he  has  helped  to  conquer  Corsica; 
fought  duels,  irregular  brawls;  horsewhipped  calumnious  barons. 
In  Literature,  he  has  written  on  ( Despotism, y  on  ( Lettres-de- 
Cachet J;  Erotics  Sapphic-Werterean,  Obscenities,  Profanities; 
Books  on  the  (  Prussian  Monarchy,*  on  (  Cagliostro, y  on  'Calonne,' 
on  (The  Water-Companies  of  Parish  —  each  book  comparable,  we 
will  say,  to  a  bituminous  alarum-fire,  huge,  smoky,  sudden!  The 
fire-pan,  the  kindling,  the  bitumen,  were  his  own;  but  the  lum- 
ber, of  rags,  old  wood,  and  nameless  combustible  rubbish  (for  all 
is  fuel  to  him),  was  gathered  from  hucksters  and  ass-panniers 
of  every  description  under  heaven.  Whereby,  indeed,  hucksters 
enough  have  been  heard  to  exclaim:  Out  upon  it,  the  fire  is 
mine! 

Nay,  consider  It  more  generally,  seldom  had  man  such  a  talent 
for  borrowing.  The  idea,  the  faculty  of  another  man,  he  can 
make  his;  the  man  himself  he  can  make  his.  <(A11  reflex  and 
echo  (tout  de  reflet  et  de  re'verbere] !  w  snarls  old  Mirabeau,  who 
can  see,  but  will  not.  Crabbed  old  Friend  of  Men!  it  is  his  so- 
ciality, his  aggregative  nature;  and  will  .now  be  the  quality  of 
qualities  for  him.  In  that  forty  years'  (<  struggle  against  despot- 
ism,>}  he  has  gained  the  glorious  faculty  of  self-help,  and  yet  not 
lost  the  glorious  natural  gift  of  fellowship,  of  being  helped. 
Rare  union:  this  man  can  live  self-sufficing  —  yet  lives  also  in 
the  life  of  other  men;  can  make  men  love  him,  work  with  him; 
a  born  king  of  men! 

But  consider  further  how,  as  the  old  Marquis  still  snarls,  he 
has  <(made  away  with  (hume1,  swallowed,  snuffed-up)  all  Formu- 
las»;  a  fact  which,  if  we  meditate  it,  -will  in  these  days  mean 
much.  This  is  no  man  of  system,  then;  he  is  only  a  man  of 
instincts  and  insights.  A  man,  nevertheless,  who  will  glare 
fiercely  on  any  object,  and  see  through  it,  and  conquer  it:  for  he 
has  intellect,  he  has  will,  force  beyond  other  men.  A  man  not 
with  logic-spectacles,  but  with  an  eye!  Unhappily  without  Deca- 
logue, moral  Code  or  Theorem  of  any  fixed  sort;  yet  not  without 
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a  strong  living  Soul  in  him,  and  Sincerity  there;  a  Reality,  not 
an  artificiality,  not  a  Sham!  And  so  he,  having  struggled  "forty 
years  against  despotism,"  and  "made  away  with  all  formulas,0 
shall  now  become  the  spokesman  of  a  Nation  bent  to  do  the 
same.  For  is  it  not  precisely  the  struggle  of  France  also  to 
cast  off  despotism,  to  make  away  with  her  old  formulas, —  having 
found  them  naught,  worn  out,  far  from  the  reality  ?  She  will 
make  away  with  such  formulas; — and  even  go  bare,  if  need  be, 
till  she  have  found  new  ones. 

Towards  such  work,  in  such  manner,  marches  he,  this  singni- 
lar  Riquetti  Mirabeau.  In  fiery  rough  figure,  with  black  Samson- 
locks  under  the  slouch  hat,  he  steps  along  there.  A  fiery, 
fuliginous  mass,  which  could  not  be  choked  and  smothered,  but 
would  fill  all  France  with  smoke!  And  now  it  has  got  air;  it 
will  burn  its  whole  substance,  its  whole  smoke-atmosphere  too, 
and  fill  all  France  with  flame.  Strange  lot!  Forty  years  of  that 
smoldering,  with  foul  fire-damp  and  vapor  enough;  then  victory 
over  that,  and  like  a  burning  mountain  he  blazes  heaven-high; 
and  for  twenty-three  resplendent  months,  pours  out,  in  flame 
and  molten  fire-torrents,  all  that  is  in  him,  the  Pharos  and  Won- 
der-sign of  an  amazed  Europe;  —  and  then  lies  hollow,  cold  for- 
ever! Pass  on,  thou  questionable  Gabriel  Honore",  the  greatest 
of  them  all :  in  the  whole  National  Deputies,  in  the  whole  Nation, 
there  is  none  like  and  none  second  to  thee. 

But  now,  if  Mirabeau  is  the  greatest,  who  of  these  Six 
Hundred  may  be  the  meanest  ?  Shall  we  say  that  anxious, 
slight,  ineffectual-looking  man,  under  thirty,  in  spectacles;  his 
eyes  (were  the  glasses  off)  troubled,  careful;  with  upturned  face, 
snuffing  dimly  the  uncertain  future  time;  complexion  of  a 
multiplex  atrabiliar  color,  the  final  shade  of  which  may  be  the 
pale  sea-green.  That  greenish -colored  (verddtre)  individual  is 
an  Advocate  of  Arras;  his  name  is  Maximilien  Robespierre.  The 
son  of  an  Advocate;  his  father  founded  Mason-lodges  under 
Charles  Edward,  the  English  Prince  or  Pretender.  Maximilien, 
the  first-born,  was  thriftily  educated;  he  had  brisk  Camille 
Desmoulins  for  schoolmate  in  the  College  of  Louis  le  Grand,  at 
Paris.  But  he  begged  our  famed  Necklace-Cardinal,  Rohan,  the 
patron,  to  let  him  depart  thence,  and  resign  in  favor  of  a 
younger  brother.  The  strict-minded  Max  departed,  home  to 
paternal  Arras;  and  even  had  a  Law-case  there,  and  pleaded,  not 
unsuccessfully,  (<in  favor  of  the  first  Franklin  thunder-rod. )} 
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With  a  strict,  painful  mind,  an  understanding  small  but  clear 
and  ready,  he  grew  in  favor  with  official  persons,  who  could 
foresee  in  him  an  excellent  man  of  business,  happily  quite  free 
from  genius.  The  Bishop,  therefore,  taking  counsel,  appoints 
him  Judge  of  his  diocese,  and  he  faithfully  does  justice  to  the 
people:  till  behold,  one  day,  a  culprit  comes  whose  crime  mer- 
its hanging,  and  the  strict-minded  Max  must  abdicate,  for  his 
conscience  will  not  permit  the  dooming  of  any  son  of  Adam  to 
die.  A  strict-minded,  strait-laced  man!  A  man  unfit  for  Revolu- 
tions ?  whose  small  soul,  transparent  whole  some -looking  as  small- 
ale,  could  by  no  chance  ferment  into  virulent  alegar,  —  the 
mother  of  -  ever-new  alegar;  —  till  all  France  were  grown  acetous 
virulent  ?  We  shall  see. 

Between  which  two  extremes  of  grandest  and  meanest,  so 
many  grand  and  mean  roll  on,  towards  their  several  destinies,  in 
that  Procession!  There  is  Cazales,  the  learned  young  soldier, 
who  shall  become  the  eloquent  orator  of  Royalism,  and  earn  the 
shadow  of  a  name.  Experienced  Mounier,  experienced  Malouet, 
whose  Presidential  Parlementary  experience  the  stream  of  things 
shall  soon  leave  stranded.  A  Petion  has  left  his  gown  and  briefs 
at  Chartres  for  a  stormier  sort  of  pleading;  has  not  forgotten 
his  violin,  being  fond  of  music.  His  hair  is  grizzled,  though  he 
is  still  young;  convictions,  beliefs  placid-unalterable,  are  in  that 
man;  not  hindmost  of  them,  belief  in  himself.  A  Protestant- 
clerical  Rabaut-St.-Etienne,  a  slender  young  eloquent  and  ve- 
hement Barnave,  will  help  to  regenerate  France.  There  are  so 
many  of  them  young.  Till  thirty  the  Spartans  did  not  suffer 
a  man  to  marry:  but  how  many  men  here  under  thirty;  com- 
ing to  produce  not  one  sufficient  citizen,  but  a  nation  and  a 
world  of  such!  The  old  to  heal  up  rents,  the  young  to  remove 
rubbish:  —  which  latter  is  it  not,  indeed,  the  task  here?  » 

Dim,  formless  from  this  distance,  yet  authentically  there,  thotu 
noticest  the  Deputies  from  Nantes  ?  To  us  mere  clothes-screens, 

ith  slouch-hat  and  cloak,   but  bearing  in  their  pocket  a  Cahier 
doUances   with    this    singular   clause,  and  more   such,  in  it :  — • 

That  the  master  wigmakers  of  Nantes  be  not  troubled  with 
new  guild-brethren,  the  actually  existing  number  of  ninety-two 
being  more  than  sufficient ! })  The  Rennes  people  have  elected 
f aimer  Gerard,  <(  a  man  of  natural  sense  and  rectitude  without 
any  learning. })  He  walks  there  with  solid  step;  unique,  (<in  his 
rustic  farmer-clothes ;)}  which  he  will  wear  always,  careless  of 
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short-cloaks  and  costumes.  The  name  Gerard,  or  «  Pere  Gerard, 
Father  Gerard, »  as  they  please  to  call  him,  will  fly  far,  bcrne 
about  in  endless  banter,  in  Royalist  satires,  in  Republican  Didactic 
Almanacks.  As  for  the  man  Ge*rard,  being  asked  once  what  he 
did,  after  trial  of  it,  candidly  think  of  this  Parlementary  work,— 
<(I  think, w  answered  he,  <(that  there  are  a  good  many  scoundrels 
among  us.)}  So  walks  Father  Gerard,  solid  in  his  thick  shoes, 
whithersoever  bound. 

And  worthy  Doctor  Guillotin,  whom  we  hoped  to  behold  one 
other  time  ?  If  not  here,  the  Doctor  should  be  here,  and  we  see 
him  with  the  eye  of  prophecy;  for  indeed  the  Parisian  Deputies 
are  all  a  little  late.  Singular  Guillotin,  respectable  practitioner: 
doomed  by  a  satiric  destiny  to  the  strangest  immortal  glory  that 
ever  kept  obscure  mortal  from  his  resting-place,  the  bosom  of 
oblivion!  Guillotin  can  improve  the  ventilation  of  the  Hall;  in 
all  cases  of  medical  police  and  hygiene  be  a  present  aid:  but 
greater  far,  he  can  produce  his  ( Report  on  the  Penal  Code,*  and 
reveal  therein  a  cunningly  devised  Beheading  Machine,  which 
shall  become  famous  and  world-famous.  This  is  the  product  of 
Guillotin's  endeavors,  gained  not  without  meditation  and  reading; 
which  product  popular  gratitude  or  levity  christens  by  a  feminine 
derivative  name,  as  if  it  were  his  daughter:  La  Guillotine! 
<(With  my  machine,  Messieurs,  I  whisk  off  your  head  (vous  fais 
sauter  la  tete)  in  a  twinkling,  and  you  have  no  pain ;  w  —  whereat 
they  all  laugh.  Unfortunate  Doctor!  For  two-and-twenty  years 
he,  unguillotined,  shall  hear  nothing  but  guillotine,  see  nothing 
but  guillotine;  then  dying,  shall  through  long  centuries  wander, 
as  it  were,  a  disconsolate  ghost,  on  the  wrong  side  of  Styx  and 
Lethe;  his  name  like  to  outlive  Caesar's. 

See  Bailly,  likewise  of  Paris,  time-honored  Historian  of  Astron- 
omy Ancient  and  Modern.  Poor  Bailly,  how  thy  serenely  beauti- 
ful Philosophizing,  with  its  soft  moonshiny  clearness  and  thin- 
ness, ends  in  foul  thick  confusion  —  of  Presidency,  Mayorship, 
diplomatic  officiality,  rabid  Triviality,  and  the  throat  of  everlast- 
ing Darkness!  Far  was  it  to  descend  from  the  heavenly  Gal- 
axy  to  the  Drapeau  Rouge :  beside  that  fatal  dung-heap,  on  that 
last  hell-day,  thou  must  « tremble, w  though  only  with  cold  — 
(< de  froid*  Speculation  is  not  practice:  to  be  weak  is  not 
so  miserable,  but  to  be  weaker  than  our  task.  Woe  the  day 
when  they  mounted  thee,  a  peaceable  pedestrian,  on  that  wild 
Hippogriff  of  a  Democracy,  which,  spurning  the  firm  earth,  nay, 
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lashing   at   the   very   stars,    no   yet  known   Astolpho   could  have 
ridden ! 

In  the  Commons  Deputies  there  are  Merchants,  Artists,  Men  of 
Letters;  374  Lawyers,  and  at  least  one  Clergyman,  the  Abbe 
Sieves.  Him  also  Paris  sends,  among  its  twenty.  Behold  him, 
the  light,  thin  man;  cold,  but  elastic,  wiry;  instinct  with  the 
pride  of  Logic;  passionless,  or  with  but  one  passion,  that  of  self- 
conceit.  If  indeed  that  can  be  called  a  passion,  which  in  its 
independent  concentrated  greatness,  seems  to  have  soared  into 
transcendentalism;  and  to  sit  there  with  a  kind  of  godlike  indif- 
ference, and  look  down  on  passion!  He  is  the  man,  and  wisdom 
shall  die  with  him.  This  is  the  Sieves  who  shall  be  System- 
builder,  Constitution-builder  General,  and  build  Constitutions  (as 
many  as  wanted)  sky-high, — which  shall  all  unfortunately  fall 
before  he  get  the  scaffolding  away.  <(  La  Politique*  said  he  to 
Dumont,  (< polity  is  a  science  I  think  I  have  completed  (achevtfe)? 
What  things,  O  Sieves,  with  thy  clear  assiduous  eyes,  art  thou 
to  see!  But  were  it  not  curious  to  know  how  Sieves,  now  in 
these  days  (for  he  is  said  to  be  still  alive)  looks  out  on  all  that 
Constitution  masonry,  through  the  rheumy  soberness  of  extreme 
age  ?  Might  we  hope,  still  with  the  old  irrefragable  transcend- 
entalism ?  The  victorious  cause  pleased  the  gods,  the  vanquished 
one  pleased  Sieyes  (victa  Catoni}. 

Thus,  however,  amid  sky-rending  vivats,  and  blessings  from 
every  heart,  has  the  Procession  of  the  Commons  Deputies  rolled 
by. 

Next  follow  the  Noblesse,  and  next  the  Clergy;  concerning 
both  of  whom  it  might  be  asked  What  they  specially  have  come 
for.  Specially,  little  as  they  dream  of  it,  to  answer  this  ques- 
tion, put  in  a  voice  of  thunder :  What  are  you .  doing  in  God's 
fair  Earth  and  Task-garden;  where  whosoever  is  not  working  is 
begging  or  stealing?  Woe,  woe  to  themselves  and  to  all,  if  they 
can  only  answer;  Collecting  tithes,  Preserving  game!  Remark, 
meanwhile,  how  D'Orleans  affects  to  step  before  his  own  Order 
and  mingle  with  the  Commons.  For  him  are  vivats;  few  for  the 
•est,  though  all  wave  in  plumed  (<hats  of  a  feudal  cut,"  and 
have  sword  on  thigh;  though  among  them  is  D'Antraigues,  the 
young  Languedocian  gentleman, — and  indeed  many  a  peer  more 
or  less  noteworthy. 

There  are  Liancourt  and  La  Rochefoucault,  the  liberal  Anglo- 
maniac  Dukes.  There  is  a  filially  pious  Lally;  a  couple  of  liberal 
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Lameths.  Above  all,  there  is  a  Lafayette;  whose  name  shall  be 
Cromwell-Grandison,  and  fill  the  world.  Many  a  « formula  »  has 
vhis  Lafayette,  too,  made  away  with;  yet  not  all  formulas.  He 
sticks  by  the  Washington-formula;  and  by  that  he  will  stick;  — 
and  hang  by  it,  as  by  sure  bower-anchor  hangs  and  swings  the 
tight  war-ship,  which,  after  all  changes  of  wildest  weather  and 
water,  is  found  still  hanging.  Happy  for  him,  be  it  glorious  or 
not!  Alone  of  all  Frenchmen  he  has  a  theory  of  the  world,  and 
right  mind  to  conform  thereto ;  he  can  become  a  hero  and  perfect 
character,  were  it  but  the  hero  of  one  idea.  Note  further  our 
old  parlementary  friend,  Crispin-Catiline  d'Espre*me*nil.  He  is 
returned  from  the  Mediterranean  islands,  a  red-hot  royalist, 
repentant  to  the  finger-ends; — unsettled-looking;  whose  light, 
dusky-glowing  at  best,  now  flickers  foul  in  the  socket ;  whom  the 
National  Assembly  will  by  and  by,  to  save  time,  (<  regard  as  in  a 
state  of  distraction. })  Note  lastly  that  globular  Younger  Mira- 
beau,  indignant  that  his  elder  Brother  is  among  the  Commons;  it 
is  Viscomte  Mirabeau;  named  oftener  Mirabeau  Tonncau  (Barrel 
Mirabeau),  on  account  of  his  rotundity,  and  the  quantities  of 
strong  liquor  he  contains. 

There,  then,  walks  our  French  noblesse.  All  in  the  old  pomp 
of  chivalry;  and  yet,  alas,  how  changed  from  the  old  position; 
drifted  far  down  from  their  native  latitude,  like  Arctic  icebergs 
got  into  the  Equatorial  sea,  and  fast  thawing  there!  Once  these 
Chivalry  Duces  (Dukes,  as  they  are  still  named)  did  actually 
lead  the  world, — wrere  it  only  toward  battle-spoil,  where  lay 
the  world's  best  wages  then;  moreover,  being  the  ablest  leaders 
going,  they. had  their  lion's  share,  these  Duccs,  which  none  could 
grudge  them.  But  now,  when  so  many  Looms,  improved  Plow- 
shares, Steam-Engines,  and  Bills  of  Exchange  have  been  invented; 
and  for  battle-brawling  itself,  men  hire  Drill- Sergeants  at  eigh- 
teen pence  a  day, — what  mean  these  gold-mantled  Chivalry  Fig- 
ures, walking  there  in  (<  black-velvet  cloaks, }>  in  high-plumed  <(hats 
of  a  feudal  cut "  ?  Reeds  shaken  in  the  wind ! 

The  clergy  have  got  up;  with  Cahiers  for  abolishing  pluralities, 
enforcing  residence  of  bishops,  better  payment  of  tithes.  The 
Dignitaries,  we  can  observe,  walk  stately,  apart  from  the  numer- 
ous Undignified, —  who,  indeed,  are  properly  little  other  than 
Commons  disguised  in  Curate -frocks.  Here,  however,  though  by 
strange  ways,  shall  the  Precept  be  fulfilled,  and  they  that  are 
greatest  (much  to  their  astonishment)  become  least.  For  one 
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example  out  of  many,  mark  that  plausible  Gregoire:  one  day 
Cure  Gregoire  shall  be  a  Bishop,  when  the  now  stately  are  wan- 
dering distracted,  as  Bishops  in  partibus.  With  other  thought, 
mark  also  the  Abbe  Maury;  his  broad  bold  face,  mouth  accu- 
rately primmed,  full  eyes,  that  ray  out  intelligence,  falsehood, — 
the  sort  of  sophistry  which  is  astonished  you  should  find  it 
sophistical.  Skillfulest  vamper-up  of  old  rotten  leather,  to  make 
it  look  like  new;  always  a  rising  man;  he  used  to.  tell  Mercier, 
c<  You  will  see ;  I  shall  be  in  the  Academy  before  you. >}  Likely 
indeed,  thou  skillfulest  Maury;  nay  thou  shalt  have  a  Cardinal's 
hat,  and  plush  and  glory;  but  alas,  also,  in  the  long  run  —  mere 
oblivion,  like  the  rest  of  us,  and  six  feet  of  earth!  What  boots 
it,  vamping  rotten  leather  on  these  terms  ?  Glorious  in  compari- 
son is  the  livelihood  thy  good  old  Father  earns  by  making  shoes, 
—  one  may  hope,  in  a  sufficient  manner.  Maury  does  not  want 
for  audacity.  He  shall  wear  pistols  by-and-by;  and  at  death- 
cries  of  <(  La  lanterne,  The  Lamp-iron ! >}  answer  coolly,  ((  Friends, 
will  you  see  better  there  ? w 

But  yonder,  halting  lamely  along,  thou  noticest  next  Bishop 
Talleyrand-Perigord,  his  Reverence  of  Autun.  A  sardonic  grim- 
ness  lies  in  that  irreverend  Reverence  of  Autun.  He  will  do  and 
suffer  strange  things;  and  will  become  surely  one  of  the  strangest 
things  ever  seen,  or  like  to  be  seen.  A  man  living  in  false- 
hood and  on  falsehood;  yet  not  what  you  can  call  a  false  man: 
there  is  the  specialty!  It  will  be  an  enigma  for  future  ages,  one 
may  hope;  hitherto  such  a  product  of  Nature  and  Art  was  pos- 
sible only  for  this  age  of  ours  —  Age  of  Paper,  and  of  the  Burn- 
:ing  of  Paper.  Consider  Bishop  Talleyrand  and  Marquis  Lafayette 
as  the  topmost  of  their  two  kinds;  and  say  once  more,  looking  at 
what  they  did  and  what  they  were,  O  tempus  ferax  rerum! 

On  the  whole,  however,  has  not  this  unfortunate  clergy  also 
drifted  in  the  Time-stream,  far  from  its  native  latitude?  An 
anomalous  mass  of  men;  of  whom  the  whole  world  has  already  a 
dim  understanding  that  it  can  understand  nothing.  They  were 
once  a  Priesthood,  interpreters  of  Wisdom,  revealers  of  the  Holy 
that  is  in  Man;  a  true  Clerus  (or  Inheritance  of  God  on  Earth): 
but  now  ?  —  They  pass  silently,  with  such  Cahiers  as  they  have 
been  able  to  redact;  and  none  cries,  God  bless  them. 

King  Louis  with  his  Court  brings  up  the  rear:  he  cheerful,  in 
this  day  of  hope,  is  saluted  with  plaudits:  still  more  Necker  his 
Minister.  Not  so  the  Queen,  on  whom  hope  shines  not  steadily 
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any  more.  Ill-fated  Queen !  Her  hair  is  already  gray  with  many 
cares  and  crosses;  her  first-born  son  is  dying  in  these  weeks: 
black  falsehood  has  ineffaceably  soiled  her  name — ineffaceably 
while  this  generation  lasts.  Instead  of  Vive  la  rune,  voices 
insult  her  with  Vive  d' Orleans.  Of  her  queenly  beauty  little 
remains  except  its  stateliness;  not  now  gracious,  but  haughty, 
rigid,  silently  enduring.  With  a  most  mixed  feeling,  wherein 
joy  has  no  part,  she  resigns  herself  to  a  day  she  hoped  never  to 
have  seen.  Poor  Marie  Antoinette;  with  thy  quick,  noble  in- 
stincts, vehement  glancings,  vision  ail-too  fitful  narrow  for  the 
work  thou  hast  to  do!  O  there  are  tears  in  store  for  thee, 
bitterest  wailings,  soft  womanly  meltings,  though  thou  hast  the 
heart  of  an  imperial  Theresa's  Daughter.  Thou  doomed  one, 
shut  thy  eyes  on  the  future! 

And  so  in  stately  Procession,  have  passed  the  Elected  of 
France.  Some  toward  honor  and  quix:k  fire-consummation ;  most 
toward  dishonor;  not  a  few  toward  massacre,  confusion,  emigra- 
tion, desperation:  all  toward  Eternity!  —  So  many  heterogeneities 
cast  together  into  the  f ermenting-vat ;  there,  with  incalculable 
action,  counteraction,  elective  affinities,  explosive  developments, 
to  work  out  healing  for  a  sick,  Moribund  System  of  Society! 
Probably  the  strangest  Body  of  Men,  if  we  consider  well,  that 
ever  met  together  on  our  Planet  on  such  an  errand.  So  thou- 
sand-fold complex  a  Society,  ready  to  burst  up  from  its  infinite 
depths;  and  these  men,  its  rulers  and  healers,  without  life-rule 
for  themselves, — other  life-rule  than  a  Gospel  according  to  Jean 
Jacques!  To  the  wisest  of  them,  what  we  must  call  the  wisest, 
man  is  properly  an  Accident  under  the  sky.  Man  is  without  Duty 
round  him ;  except  it  be  <(  to  make  the  Constitution. w  He  is  with- 
out Heaven  above  him,  or  Hell  beneath  him;  he  has  no  God  in 
the  world. 

What  further  or  better  belief  can  be  said  to  exist  in  these 
Twelve  Hundred?  Belief  in  high-plumed  hats  of  a  feudal  cut;  in 
heraldic  scutcheons;  in  the  divine  right  of  Kings,  in  the  divine 
right  of  Game-Destroyers.  Belief,  or  what  is  still  worse,  canting 
half -belief;  or  worst  of  all,  mere  Machiavellic  pretense-of -belief, — • 
in  consecrated  dough-wafers,  and  the  godhood  of  a  poor  old 
Italian  Man!  Nevertheless,  in  that  immeasurable  Confusion  and 
Corruption,  which  struggles  there  so  blindly  to  become  less  con- 
fused and  corrupt,  there  is,  as  we  said,  this  one  salient  point  of 
a  New  Life  discernible  —  the  deep  fixed  Determination  to  have 
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done  with  Shams.  A  determination  which,  consciously  or  uncon- 
sciously, is  fixed;  which  waxes  ever  more  fixed,  into  very  mad- 
ness and  fixed-idea;  which,  in  such  embodiment  as  lies  provided 
there,  shall  now  unfold  itself  rapidly:  monstrous,  stupendous, 
unspeakable;  new  for  long  thousands  of  years!  —  How  has  the 
heaven's  light,  oftentimes  in  this  Earth,  to  clothe  itself  in  thunder 
and  electric  murkiness,  and  descenc1  as  molten  lightning,  blasting, 
if  purifying!  Nay,  is  it  not  rather  the  very  murkiness,  and 
atmospheric  suffocation,  that  brings  the  lightning  and  the  light  ? 
The  new  Evangel,  as  the  old  had  been,  was  it  to  be  born  in  the 
Destruction  of  a  World? 


THE  SIEGE   OF  THE   BASTILLE 
From  (The  French  Revolution  > 

BUT,  to  the  living  and  the  struggling,  a  new,  Fourteenth  morn- 
ing dawns.  Under  all  roofs  of  this  distracted  City  is  the 
nodus  of  a  Drama,  not  untragical,  crowding  toward  solu- 
tion. The  bustlings  and  prepafings,  the  tremors  and  menaces; 
the  tears  that  fell  from  old  eyes!  This  day,  my  sons,  ye  shall 
quit  you  like  men.  By  the  memory  of  your  fathers'  wrongs;  by 
the  hope  of  your  children's  rights!  Tyranny  impends  in  red 
wrath:  help  for  you  is  none,  if  not  in  your  own  right  hands. 
This  day  ye  must  do  or  die. 

From  earliest  light,  a  sleepless  Permanent  Committee  has 
heard  the  old  cry,  now  waxing  almost  frantic,  mutinous:  Arms. 
Arms!  Provost  Flesselles,  or  what  traitors  there  are  among  you, 
may  think  of  those  Charleville  Boxes.  A  hundred-and-fifty 
thousand  of  us,  and  .but  the  third  man  furnished  with  so  much 
as  a  pike!  Arms  are  the  one  thing  needful:  with  arms  we  are 
an  unconquerable  man-defying  National  Guard;  without  arms,  a 
rabble  to  be  whiffed  with  grape-shot. 

Happily  the  word  has  arisen,  for  no  secret  can  be  kept,— -  that 
there  lie  muskets  at  the  Hotel  des  Invalides.  Thither  will  we: 
King's  Procureur  M.  Ethys  de  Corny,  and  whatsoever  of  author- 
ity a  Permanent  Committee  can  lend,  shall  go  with  us.  Besen- 
val's  Camp  is  there;  perhaps  he  will  not  fire  on  us;  if  he  kill  us, 
we  shall  but  die. 

Alas!  poor  Besenval,  with  his  troops  melting  away  in  that 
manner,  has  not  the  smallest  humor  to  fire!  At  five  o'clock  this 
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morning,  as  he  lay  dreaming,  oblivious  in  the  Ecole  Militaire,  a 
« figure »  stood  suddenly  at  his  bedside;  "with  face  rather  hand- 
some,  eyes  inflamed,  speech  rapid  and  curt,  air  audacious : »  such 
a  figure  drew  Priam's  curtains!  The  message  and  monition  of 
the  figure  was  that  resistance  would  be  hopeless;  that  if  blood 
flowed,  woe  to  him  who  shed  it.  Thus  spoke  the  figure:  and 
vanished.  (<  Withal  there  was  a  kind  of  eloquence  that  struck 
one."  Besenval  admits  that  he  should  have  arrested  him,  but 
did  not.  Who  this  figure  with  inflamed  eyes,  with  speech  rapid 
and  curt,  might  be  ?  Besenval  knows,  but  mentions  not.  Camille 
Desmoulins  ?  Pythagorean  Marquis  Valadi,  inflamed  with  <(  vio- 
lent motions  all  night  at  the  Palais  Royal w  ?  Fame  names  him 
<(  Young  M.  Meillar";  then  shuts  her  lips  about  him  forever. 

In  any  case,  behold,  about  nine  in  the  morning,  our  National 
Volunteers,  rolling  in  long  wide  flood  south-westward  to  the 
Hotel  des  Invalides,  in  search  of  the  one  thing  needful.  Kind's 
Procureur  M.  Ethys  de  Corny  and  officials  are  there;  the  Cure* 
of  Saint- Etienne  •  du  Mont  marches  un pacific  at  the  head  of 
his  militant  Parish ;  the  Clerks  of  the  Basoche  in  red  coats  we  see 
marching,  now  Volunteers  of  the  "Palais  Royal;  —  National  Volun- 
teers, numerable  by  tens  of  thousands;  of  one  heart  and  mind. 
The  King's  Muskets  are  the  Nation's;  think,  old  M.  de  Sombreuil, 
how,  in  this  extremity,  thou  wilt  refuse  them!  Old  M.  de  Som- 
breuil would  fain  hold  parley,  send  couriers,  but  it  skills  not: 
the  walls  are  scaled,  no  Invalide  firing  a  shot;  the  gates  must  be 
flung  open.  Patriotism  rushes  in  tumultuous,  from  grunsel  up 
to  ridge-tile,  through  all  rooms  and- passages;  rummaging  dis- 
tractedly for  arms.  What  cellar  or  what  cranny  can  escape  it  ? 
The  arms  are  found;  all  safe  there,  lying  packed  in  straw, — 
apparently  with  a  view  to  being  burnt!  More  ravenous  than 
famishing  lions  over  dead  prey,  the  multitude,  with  clangor  and 
vociferation,  pounces  on  them;  struggling,  dashing,  clutching, —  to 
the  jamming-up,  to  the  pressure,  fracture,  and  probable  extinc- 
tion of  the  weaker  Patriot.  And  so,  with  such  protracted  crash 
of  deafening,  most  discordant  Orchestra-music,  the  Scene  is 
changed;  and  eight-and-twenty  thousand  sufficient  firelocks  are 
on  the  shoulders  of  as  many  National  Guards,  lifted  thereby  out 
of  darkness  into  fiery  light. 

Let  Besenval  look  at  the  glitter  of  these  muskets  as  they 
flash  by!  Gardes  Frangaises,  it  is  said,  have  cannon  leveled  on 
him;  ready  to  open,  if  need  were,  from  the  other  side  of  the 
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river.  Motionless  sits  he ;  <(  astonished, )}  one  may  flatter  one's 
self,  <(at  the  proud  bearing  (fiere  contenance)  of  the  Parisians. w 
And  now  to  the  Bastille,  ye  intrepid  Parisians!  There  grape- 
shot  still  threatens;  thither  all  men's  thoughts  and  steps  are  now 
tending. 

Old  De  Launay,  as  we  hinted,  withdrew  (( into  his  interior w 
soon  after  midnight  of  Sunday.  He  remains  there  ever  since, 
hampered,  as  all  military  gentlemen  now  are,  in  the  saddest  con- 
flict of  uncertainties.  The  H6tel-de-Ville  (( invites  w  him  to  admit 
National  Soldiers,  which  is  a  soft  name  for  surrendering.  -On  the 
other  hand,  his  Majesty's  orders  were  precise.  His  garrison  is 
but  eighty-two  old  Invalides,  reinforced  by  thirty-two  young 
Swiss;  his  walls,  indeed,  are  nine  feet  thick;  he  has  cannon  and 
powder,  but  alas!  only  one  '  day's  provision  of  victuals.  The 
city,  too,  is  French,  the  poor  garrison  mostly  French.  Rigorous 
old  De  Launay,  think  what  thou  wilt  do! 

All  morning,  since  nine,  there  has  been  a  cry  everywhere: 
To  the  Bastille !  Repeated  (<  deputations  of  citizens w  have  been 
here,  passionate  for  arms,  whom  De  Launay  has  got  dismissed 
by  soft  speeches  through  port-holes.  Towards  noon,  Elector 
Thuriot  de  la  Rosiere  gains  admittance,  finds  De  Launay  indis- 
posed for  surrender,  nay,  disposed  for  blowing  up  the  place, 
rather.  Thuriot  mounts  with  him  to  the  battlements;  heaps  of 
paving-stones,  old  iron,  and  missiles  lie  piled ;  cannon  all  duly  lev- 
eled; in  every  embrasure  a  cannon, — only  drawn  back  a  little! 
But  outwards,  behold,  O  Thuriot,  how  the  multitude  flows  on, 
welling  through  every  street,  tocsin  furiously  pealing,  all  drums 
beating  the  gtnerale ;  the  suburb  Saint- Antoine  rolling  hither- 
ward  wholly  as  one  man !  Such  vision  (spectral,  yet  real)  thou, 
O  Thuriot,  as  from  thy  Mount  of  Vision,  beholdest  in  this  mo- 
ment: prophetic  of  what  other  Phantasmagories  and  loud-gibber- 
ing Spectral  Realities  which  thou  yet  beholdest  not,  but  shalt! 
(<  Que  voulez-vous  ? })  said  De  Launay,  turning  pale  at  the  sight, 
with  an  air  of  reproach,  almost  of  menace.  <(  Monsieur, *  said 
Thuriot,  rising  into  the  moral-sublime,  <(  what  mean  you  ?  Con- 
sider if  I  could  not  precipitate  both  of  us  from  this  height, }>  — 
say  only  a  hundred  feet,  exclusive  of  the  walled  ditch!  Where- 
upon De  Launay  fell  silent.  Thuriot  shows  himself  from  some 
pinnacle  to  comfort  the  multitude  becoming  suspicious,  fremes- 
cent,  then  descends,  departs  with  protest,  with  warning  addressed 
also  to  the  Invalides,  on  whom  however  it  produces  but  a  mixed. 
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indistinct   impression.      The   old  heads  are  none  of  the  clearest  ; 
l^esides,  it   is   said,   De    Launay   has    been    profuse   of   bevt 
(prodigue  des   buissons).      They   think  they  will  not    fire  — if  not 
fired  on  —  if  they  can  help  it;  but  must,  on  the  whole,  be  ruled 
considerably  by  circumstances. 

Wo  to  thee,  De  Launay,  in  such  an  hour,  if  thou  canst  not, 
taking  some  one  firm  decision,  rule  circumstances!  Soft  speeches 
will  not  serve,  hard  grape-shot  is  questionable,  but  hovering 
between  the  two  is  ^/questionable.  Ever  wilder  swells  the  tide 
of  men-;  their  infinite  hum  waxing  ever  louder,  into  imprecations, 
perhaps  into  crackle  of  stray  musketry, —  which  latter,  on  walls 
nine  feet  thick,  cannot  do  execution.  The  Outer  Drawbridge  has 
been  lowered  for  Thuriot;  new  deputation  of  citizens  (it  is  the 
third  and  noisiest  of  all)  penetrates  that  way  into  the  Outer 
Court;  soft  speeches  producing  no  clearance  of  these,  De  Launay 
gives  fire;  pulls  up  his  drawbridge.  A  slight  sputter,  which  has 
kindled  the  too  combustible  chaos,  made  it  a  roaring  fire-chaos! 
Bursts  forth  Insurrection,  at  sight  of  its  own  blood  (for  there 
were  deaths  by  that  sputter  of  fire),  into  endless,  rolling  explos- 
ion of  musketry,  distraction,  execration; — and  over  head,  from 
the  fortress,  let  one  great  gun,  with  its  grape-shot,  go  booming, 
to  show  what  we  could  do.  The  Bastille  is  besieged! 

On,  then,  all  Frenchmen  that  have  hearts  in  your  bodies! 
Roar  with  all  your  throats  of  cartilage  and  metal,  ye  Sons  of 
Liberty;  stir  spasmodically  whatsoever  of  utmost  faculty  is  in 
you,  soul,  body,  or  spirit;  for  it  is  the  hour!  Smite  thou,  Louis 
Tournay,  cartwright  of  the  Marais,  old-soldier  of  the  Regiment 
Dauphine*;  smite  at  that  Outer  Drawbridge  chain,  though  the 
fiery  hail  whistles  round  thee!  Never,  over  nave  or  felloe,  did 
thy  axe  strike  such  a  stroke.  Down  with  it,  man;  down  with  it 
to  Orcus:  let  the  whole  accursed  edifice  sink  thither,  and  tyr- 
anny be  swallowed  up  forever!  Mounted,  some  say,  on  the  roof 
of  the  guard-room,  some  (<  on  bayonets  stuck  into  joints  of  the 
wall,"  Louis  Tournay  smites,  brave  Aubin  Bonnemere  (also  an 
old  soldier)  seconding  him;  the  chain  yields,  breaks;  the  huge 
Drawbridge  slams  down,  thundering  (avec  fracas).  Glorious!  and 
yet,  alas!  it  is  still  but  the  outworks.  The  Eight  Grim  Towers, 
with  their  Invalide  musketry,  their  paving-stones  and  cannon- 
mouths,  still  soar  aloft  intact;  —  Ditch  yawning  impassable,  stone- 
faced;  the  inner  Drawbridge  with  its  back  toward  us;  the  Bastille 
is  still  tp  take! 
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To  describe  this  Siege  of  the  Bastille  (thought  to  be  one  of 
the  most  important  in  History)  perhaps  transcends  the  talent 
of  mortals.  Could  one  but,  after  infinite  reading,  get  to  under- 
stand so  much  as  the  plan  of  the  building!  But  there  is  open 
Esplanade  at  the  end  of  the  Rue  Saint-Antoine ;  there  are  such 
Forecourts  (Cour  Avance),  Cour  de  I'Orme,  arched  gateway  (where 
Louis  Tournay  now  fights) ;  then  new  drawbridges,  dormant- 
bridges,  rampart-bastions,  and  the  grim  Eight  Towers:  a  laby- 
rinthic  Mass,  high-frowning  there,  of  all  ages  from*  twenty  years 
to  four  hundred  and  twenty; — beleaguered,  in  this  its  last  hour,  as 
we  said,  by  mere  Chaos  come  again !  Ordnance  of  all  calibres ; 
throats  of  all  capacities;  men  of  all  plans,  every  man  his  own 
engineer;  seldom  since  the  war  of  Pygmies  and  Cranes  was  there 
seen  so  anomalous  a  thing.  Half-pay  Elie  is  home  for  a  suit  of 
regimentals;  no  one  would  heed  him  in  colored  clothes;  half-pay 
Hulin  is  haranguing  Gardes  Franchises  in  the  Place  de  Greve. 
Frantic  patriots  pick  up  the  grape-shots;  bear  them,  still  hot  (or 
seemingly  so),  to  the  H6tel-de-Ville :  —  Paris,  you  perceive,  is  to 
be  burnt!  Flesselles  is  <(pale  to  the  very  lips,*  for  the  roar  of 
the  multitude  grows  deep.  Paris  wholly  has  got  to  the  acme 
of  its  frenzy;  whirled,  all  ways,  by  panic  madness.  At  every 
street-barricade,  there  whirls  .  simmering  a  minor  whirlpool,— 
strengthening  the  barricade,  since  God  knows  what  is  coming; 
and  all  minor  whirlpools  play  distractedly  into  that  grand  Fire- 
Maelstrom  which  is  lashing  round  the  Bastille. 

And  so  it  lashes  and  it  roars.  Cholat  the  wine-merchant 
has  become  an  impromptu  cannoneer.  See  Georget  of  the 
marine  service,  fresh  from  Brest,  ply  the  King  of  Siam's  can- 
non. Singular  (if  we  were  not  used  to  the  like).  Georget  lay, 
last  night,  taking  his  ease  at  his  inn;  the  King  of  Siam's  can- 
non also  lay,  knowing  nothing  of  him,  for  a  hundred  years; 
yet  now,  at  the  right  instant,  they  have  got  together,  and  dis- 
course eloquent  music.  For  hearing  what  was  toward,  Georget 
sprang  from  the  Brest  Diligence,  and  ran.  Gardes  Franchises, 
also,  will  be  here,  with  real  artillery:  were  not  the  walls  so 
thick!  —  Upward  from  the  Esplanade,  horizontally  from  all  neigh- 
boring roofs  and  windows,  flashes  one  irregular  deluge  of 
musketry,  without  effect.  The  Invalides  lie  flat,  firing  com- 
paratively at  their  ease  from  behind  stone;  hardly  through 
port-holes  show  the  tip  of  a  nose.  We  fall,  shot;  and  make 
no  impression! 
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Let  conflagration  rage;  of  whatsoever  is  combustible!  Guard- 
rooms are  burnt,  Invalides  mess-rooms.  A  distracted  a  Peruke- 
maker  with  two  fiery  torches w  is  for  burning  <(the  saltpetn 
the  Arsenal, w  had  not  a  woman  run  screaming;  had  not  a  Patriot, 
with  some  tincture  of  Natural  Philosophy,  instantly  struck  the 
wind  out  of  him  (butt  of  musket  on  pit  of  stomach),  overturned 
barrels,  and  stayed  the  devouring  element.  A  young  beautiful 
lady,  seized,  escaping,  in  these  Outer  Courts,  and  thought 
falsely  to  be  -De  Launay's  daughter,  shall  be  burnt  in  De  Lau- 
nay's  sight;  she  lies,  swooned,  on  a  paillasse;  but  again  a 
Patriot  —  it  is  brave  Aubin  Bonnemere,  the  old  soldier  —  dashes 
in,  and  rescues  her.  Straw  is  burnt;  three  cartloads  of  it, 
hauled  hither,  go  up  in  white  smoke;  almost  to  the  choking 
of  Patriotism  itself;  so  that  Elie  had,  with  singed  brows,  to 
drag  back  one  cart,  and  Re"ole  the  <(  gigantic  haberdasher w 
another.  Smoke  as  of  Tophet;  confusion  as  of  Babel;  noise  as 
of  the  Crack  of  Doom! 

Blood  flows;  the  ailment  of  new  madness.  The  wounded  are 
carried  into  houses  of  the  Rue  Cerisaie;  the  dying  leave  their 
last  mandate  not  to  yield  till  the  accursed  Stronghold  fall.  And 
yet,  alas !  how  fall  ?  The  walls  are  so  thick !  Deputations,  three 
in  number,  arrive  from  the  H6tel-de-Ville;  Abbe*  Fauchet  (who 
was  of  one)  can  say  with  what  almost  superhuman  courage  of 
benevolence.  These  wave  their  Town-flag  in  the  arched  Gateway, 
and  stand,  rolling  their  drum,  but  to  no  purpose.  In  such  Crack 
of  Doom,  De  Launay  cannot  hear  them,  dare  not  believe  them; 
they  return,  with  justified  rage,  the  whew  of  lead  still  singing 
in  their  ears.  What  to  do  ?  The  Firemen  are  here,  squirting 
with  their  fire-pumps  on  the  Invalides  cannon,  to  wet  the  touch- 
holes;  they  unfortunately  cannot  squirt  so  high;  but  produce 
only  clouds  of  spray.  Individuals  of  classical  knowledge  pro- 
pose catapults.  Santerre,  the  sonorous  Brewer  of  the  Suburb 
Saint-Antoine,  advises  rather  that  the  place  be  fired  by  a  (<  mix- 
ture of  phosphorus  and  oil  of  turpentine  spouted  up  through 
forcing-pumps. »  O  Spinola-Santerre,  hast  thou  the  mixture 
ready?  Every  man  his  own  engineer!  And  still  the  fire- 
deluge  abates  not;  even  women  are  firing,  and  Turks;  at  least 
one  woman  (with  her  sweetheart),  and  one  Turk.  Gardes  Fran- 
gaises  have  come;  real  cannon,  real  cannoneers.  Usher  Maillard 
is  busy;  half -pay  Elie,  half -pay  Hiilin,  rage  in  the  midst  of 
thousands. 
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How  the  great  Bastille  clock  ticks  (inaudible)  in  its  Inner 
Court,  there,  at  its  ease,  hour  after  hour;  as  if  nothing  special, 
for  it  or  the  world,  were  passing!  It  tolled  One  when  the  firing 
began,  and  is  now  pointing  toward  Five,  and  still  the  firing 
slakes  not. —  Far  down,  in  their  vaults,  the  seven  Prisoners  hear 
muffled  din  as  of  earthquakes;  their  Turnkeys  answer  vaguely. 

Woe  to  thee,  De  Launay,  with  thy  poor  hundred  Invalides! 
Broglie  is  distant,  and  his  ears  heavy;  Besenval  hears,  but  can 
send  no  help.  One  poor  troop  of  Hussars  has  crept,  reconnoi- 
tring, cautiously  along  the  Quais,  as  far  as  the  Pont  Neuf .  (<  We 
are-  come  to  join  you,"  said  the  Captain;  for  the  crowd  seems 
shoreless.  A  large -headed  dwarfish  individual,  of  smoke -bleared 
aspect,  shambles  forward,  opening  his  blue  lips,  for  there  is  sense 
in  him;  and  croaks,  <( Alight  then,  and  give  up  your  arms!"  The 
Hussar-Captain  is  too  happy  to  be  escorted  to  the  barriers  and 
dismissed  on  parole.  Who  the  squat  individual  was  ?  Men 
answer,  It  is  M.  Marat,  author  of  the  excellent  pacific  (Avis  au 
Peuple } !  Great,  truly,  O  thou  remarkable  Dogleech,  is  this  thy 
day  of  emergence  and  new-birth;  and  yet  this  same  day  come 
four  years!  —  But  let  the  curtains  of  the  Future  hang. 

What  shall  De  Launay  do  ?  One  thing  only  De  Launay  could 
have  done:  what  he  said  he  would  do.  Fancy  him  sitting,  from 
the  first,  with  lighted  taper,  within  arm's-length  of  the  Powder- 
Magazine;  motionless,  like  old  Roman  Senator,  or  Bronze  Lamp- 
holder;  coldly  apprising  Thuriot,  and  all  men,  by  a  slight  motiotn 
of  his  eye,  what  his  resolution  was:  —  Harmless  he  sat  there, 
while  unharmed;  but  the  King's  Fortress,  meanwhile,  could,  might, 
would,  or  should  in  nowise  be  surrendered  save  to  the  King's 
Messenger;  one  old  man's  life  is  worthless,  so  it  be  lost  with 
honor;  but  think,  ye  brawling  canaille,  how. will  it  be  when  a 
whole  Bastille  springs  skyward  ?  In  such  statuesque,  taper-holding 
attitude,  one  fancies  De  Launay  might  have  left  Thuriot,  the  red 
clerks  of  the  Basoche,  Cure*  of  Saint-Stephen,  and  all  the  tagrag 
and  bobtail  of  the  world,  to  work  their  will. 

And,  yet,  withal,  he  could  not  do  it.  Hast  thou  considered 
how  each  man's  heart  is  so  tremulously  responsive  to  the  hearts 
of  all  men?  Hast  thou.  noted  how  omnipotent  is  the  very  sound 
of  many  men  ?  How  their  shriek  of  indignation  palsies  the 
strong  soul ;  their  howl  of  contumely  withers  with  unfelt  pangs  ? 
The  Ritter  Gluck  confessed  that  the  ground-tone  of  -the  noblest 
passage  in  one  of  his  noblest  Operas  was  the  voice  of  the 
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populace  he  had  heard  at  Vienna,  crying  to  their  Kaiser,  I) 
Bread!  Great  is  the  combined  voice  of  men,  the  uttcran 
their  instincts,  which  are  truer  than  their  thoughts ;  it  is  the 
greatest  a  man  encounters,  among  the  sounds  and  shadows  which 
make  up  this  World  of  Time.  He  who  can  resist  that,  has  his 
footing  somewhere  beyond  Time.  De  Launay  could  not  do  it. 
Distracted,  he  hovers  between  two;  hopes  in  the  middle  of 
despair;  surrenders  not  his  Fortress;  declares  that  he  will  blow  it 
up,  seizes  torches  to  blow  it  up,  and  does  not  blow  it.  Unhappy 
old  De  Launay,  it  is  the  death-agony  of  thy  Bastille  and  thee! 
Jail,  Jailoring,  and  Jailor,  all  three,  such  as  they  may  have  been, 
must  finish. 

For  four  hours  now  has  the  World-Bedlam  roared;  call  it  the 
World-Chimaera,  blowing  fire!  The  poor  Invalides  have  sunk  under 
tr.eir  battlements,  or  rise  only  with  reversed  muskets;  they  have 
made  a  white  flag  of  napkins;  go  beating  the  chamadc,  or  seem- 
ing to  beat,  for  one  can  hear  nothing.  The  very  Swiss  at  the 
Portcullis  look  weary  of  firing;  disheartened  in  the  fire-deluge;  a 
port-hole  at  the  drawbridge  is  opened,  as  by  one  that  would  speak. 
See  Huissier  Maillard,  the  shifty  man!  On  his  plank  swinging 
over  the  abyss  of  that  stone  Ditch;  plank  resting  on  parapet, 
balanced  by  weight  of  Patriots,  he  hovers  perilous;  such  a  Dove 
toward  such  an  Ark!  Deftly,  thou  shifty  Usher;  one  man  already 
fell;  and  lies  smashed,  far  down  there,  against  the  masonry! 
Usher  Maillard  falls  not;  deftly,  unerring,  he  walks,  with  out- 
spread palm.  The  Swiss  holds  a  paper  through  his  port-hole; 
the  shifty  Usher  snatches  it  and  returns.  Terms  of  surrender, 
Pardon,  immunity  to  all!  Are  they  accepted?  * Foi  d'officier, 
On  the  word  of  an  officer,"  answers  half  -pay  Hulin,  or  half -pay 
Elie  —  for  men  do  not  agree  on  it — "they  are!"  Sinks  the 
drawbridge, — Usher  Maillard  bolting  it  when  down;  rushes  in 
the  living  deluge;  the  Bastille  is  fallen!  Victoirc !  La  Bastille 
est  prise  / 

Why  dwell  on  what  follows?  Hulin's  foi  d'officier  should  have 
been  kept,  but  could  not.  The  Swiss  stand  drawn  up,  disguised 
in  white  canvas  smocks;  the  Invalides  without  disguise,  their 
arms  all  piled  against  the  wall.  The  first  rush  of  victors,  in 
ecstasy  that  the  death  peril  is  passed,  <(  leaps  joyfully  on  their 
necks";  but  new  victors  rush,  and  ever  new,  also  in  ecstasy  not 
wholly  of  joy.  As  we  said,  it  was  a  living  deluge,  plunging 
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headlong;  had  not  the  Gardes  Frangaises,  in  their  cool  military 
way,  vv  wheeled  round  with  arms  leveled, »  it  would  have  plunged 
suicidally,  by  the  hundred  or  the  thousand,  into  the  Bastille-ditch. 
And  so  it  goes  plunging  through  court  and  corridor;  billowing 
uncontrollable,  firing  from  windows  — on  itself;  in  hot  frenzy  of 
triumph,  of  grief  and  vengeance  for  its  slain.  The  poor  Invalides 
will  fare  ill;  one  Swiss,  running  off  in  his  white  smock,  is  driven 
back,  with  a  death-thrust.  Let  all  prisoners  be  marched  to  the 
Town-hall  to  be  judged!  Alas,  already  one  poor  Invalide  has  his 
right  hand  slashed  off  him;  his  maimed  body  dragged  to  the 
Place  de  Greve,  and  hanged  there.  This  same  right  hand,  it  is 
said,  turned  back  De  Launay  from  the  Powder- Magazine,  and 
saved  Paris. 

De  Launay,  c<  discovered  in  gray  frock  with  poppy-colored  rib- 
and, "  is  for  killing  himself  with  the  sword  of  his  cane.  He 
shall  to  the  H6tel-de-Ville;  Hulin,  Maillard,  and  others  escorting 
him,  Elie  marching  foremost,  (<  with  the  capitulation-paper  on 
his  sword's  point. "  Through  roarings  and  cursings;  through 
hustlings,  clutchings,  and  at  last  through  strokes!  Your  escort 
is  hustled  aside,  fell  down;  Hulin  sinks  exhausted  on  a  heap  of 
stones.  Miserable  De  Launay!  He  shall  never  enter  the  Hotel- 
de-Ville;  only  his  (<  bloody  hair-queue,  held  up  in  a  bloody 
hand";  that  shall  enter,  for  a  sign.  The  bleeding  trunk  lies  on 
the  steps  there;  the  head  is  off  through  the  streets,  ghastly, 
aloft  on  a  pike. 

Rigorous  De  Launay  has  died ;  crying  out,  (<  O  friends,  kill 
me  fast ! w  Merciful  De  Losme  must  die ;  though  Gratitude  em- 
braces him,  in  this  fearful  hour,  and  will  die  for  him,  it  avails 
not.*  Brothers,  your  wrath  is  cruel!  Your  Place  de  Greve  is 
become  a  Throat  of  the  Tiger,  full  of  mere  fierce  bellowings,  and 
thirst  of  blood.  One  other  officer  is  massacred;  one  other  Inva- 
lide is  hanged  on  the  Lamp-iron;  with  difficulty,  with  generous 
perseverance,  the  Gardes  Franchises  will  save  the  rest.  Provost 
Flesselles,  stricken  long  since  with  the  paleness  of  death,  must 
descend  from  his  seat,  (<  to  be  judged  at  the  Palais  Royal J> ; 
alas,  to  be  shot  dead  by  an  unknown  hand  at  the  turning  of  the 
first  street! 

O  evening  sun  of  July,  how,  at  this  hour,  thy  beams  fall 
slant  on  reapers  amid  peaceful  woody  fields;  on  old  women  spin- 
ning in  cottages;  on  ships  far  out  on  the  silent  main;  on  Balls 
at  the  Orangerie  of  Versailles,  where  high-rouged  Dames  of  the 
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Palace  are  even  now  dancing  with  double- jacketed  Hussar- 
Officers; —  and  also  on  this  roaring  Hell-porch  of  a  Hutcl-dc-Ville! 
Babel  Tower,  with  the  confusion  of  tongues,  were  not  Bedlam 
added  with  the  conflagration  of  thoughts,  was  no  type  of  it.  ( )ne 
forest  of  distracted  steel  bristles,  endless,  in  front  of  an  Electoral 
Committee;  points  itself,  in  horrid  radii,  against  this  and  the 
other  accused  breast.  It  was  the  Titans  warring  with  Olym- 
pus; and  they,  scarcely  crediting  it,  have  conquered ;  prodigy  <>f 
prodigies;  delirious,  —  as  it  could  not  but  be.  Denunciation, 
vengeance;  blaze  of  triumph  on  a  dark  ground  of  terror;  all 
outward,  all  inward  things  fallen  into  one  general  wreck  of 
madness ! 


CHARLOTTE  CORDAY 
From  <The  French  Revolution  > 

IN  THE  leafy  months  of  June  and  July,  several  French  Depart 
ments  germinate  a  set  of  rebellious  /Vz/Vr-leaves,  named  Pro* 

clamations,  Resolutions,  Journals,  or  Diurnals,  c<  of  the  Union 
for  Resistance  to  Oppression. )}  In  particular,  the  Town  of  Caen, 
in  Calvados,  sees  its  paper-leaf  of  Bulletin  de  Caen  suddenly  bud, 
suddenly  establish  itself  as  Newspaper  there;  under  the  Editor, 
ship  of  Girondin  National  Representatives! 

For  among  the  proscribed  Girondins  are  certain  of  a  more 
desperate  humor.  Some,  as  Vergniaud,  Valaze",  Gensonne",  <(  ar. 
rested  in  their  own  houses, w  will  await  with  stoical  resignation 
what  the  issue  may  be.  Some,  as  Brissot,  Rabaut,  will  take  to 
flight,  to  concealment;  which,  as  the  Paris  Barriers  are  opened 
again  in  a  day  or  two,  is  "not  yet  difficult.  But  others  there  are 
who  will  rush,  with  Buzot,  to  Calvados;  or  far  over  France,  to 
Lyons,  Toulon,  Nantes  and  elsewhither,  and  then  rendezvous  at 
Caen:,  to  awaken  as  with  war-trumpet  the  respectable  Depart- 
ments; and  strike  down  an  anarchic  Mountain  Faction;  at  least 
not  yield  without  a  stroke  at  it.  Of  this  latter  temper  we  count 
some  score  or  more,  of  the  Arrested,  and  of  the  Not-yet-arrested: 
a  Buzot,  a  Barbaroux,  Louvet,  Guadet,  Petion,  who  have  escaped 
from  Arrestment  in  their  own  homes;  a  Salles,  a  Pythagorean 
Valady,  a  Duchatel,  the  Duchatel  that  came  in  blanket  and 
night-cap  to  vote  for  the  life  of  Louis,  who  have  escaped  from 
danger  and  likelihood  of  Arrestment.  These,  to  the  number  at 
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one  time  of  Twenty-seven,  do  accordingly  lodge  here,  in  the 
<(  Intendance,"  or  Departmental  Mansion,  of  the  town  of  Caen 
in  Calvados;  welcomed  by  Persons  in  Authority;  welcomed  and 
defrayed,  having  no  money  of  their  own.  And  the  Bulletin  de 
Caen  comes  forth,  with  the  most  animating  paragraphs:  How  the 
Bordeaux  Department,  the  Lyons  Department,  this  Department 
after  the  other  is  declaring  itself;  sixty,  or  say  sixty-nine,  or 
seventy-two  respectable  Departments  either  declaring,  or  ready  to 
declare.  Nay,  Marseilles,  it  seems,  will  march  on  Paris  by  itself, 
if  need  be.  So  has  Marseilles  Town  said  that  she  will  march. 
But  on  the  other  hand,  that  Montelimart  Town  has  said,  No 
thoroughfare ;  and  means  even  to  (<  bury  herself )}  under  her  own 
stone  and  mortar  first, —  of  this  be  no  mention  in  Bulletin  de 
Caen. 

Such  animating  paragraphs  we  read  in  this  new  Newspaper; 
and  fervors  and  eloquent  sarcasm:  tirades  against  the  Mountain, 
from  the  pen  of  Deputy  Salles;  which  resemble,  say  friends, 
Pascal's  <(  Provincials. >J  What  is  more  to  the  purpose,  thes4 
Girondins  have  got  a  General  in  chief,  one  Wimpfen,  formerly 
under  Dumouriez;  also  a  secondary  questionable  General  Puisaye, 
and  others;  and  are  doing  their  best  to  raise  a  force  for  war. 
National  Volunteers;  whosoever  is  of  right  heart:  gather  in,  ye 
National  Volunteers,  friends  of  Liberty;  from  our  Calvados 
Townships,  from  the  Eure,  from  Brittany,  from  far  and  near: 
forward  to  Paris,  and  extinguish  Anarchy!  Thus  at  Caen,  in  the 
early  July  days,  there  is  a  drumming  and  parading,  a  perorating 
and  consulting:  Staff  and  Army;  Council;  Club  of  Carabots, 
Anti- jacobin  friends  of  Freedom,  to  denounce  atrocious  Marat. 
With  all  which,  and  the  editing  of  Bulletins,  a  National  Repre- 
sentative has  his  hands  full. 

At  Caen  it  is  most  animated;  and,  as  one  hopes,  more  or  less 
animated  in  the  <(  Seventy-two  Departments  that  adhere  to  us.  * 
And  in  a  France  begirt  with  Cimmerian  invading  Coalitions,  and 
torn  with  an  internal  La  Vendee,  this  is  the  conclusion  we  have 
arrived  at:  To  put  down  Anarchy  by  Civil  War!  Durum  et 
durum,  the  Proverb  says,  non  faciunt  murum.  La  Vendee  burns; 
Santerre  can  do  nothing  there;  he  may  return  home  and  brew 
beer.  Cimmerian  bombshells  fly  all  along  the  North.  That  Siege 
of  Mentz  is  become  famed ;  —  lovers  of  the  Picturesque  (as  Goethe 
will  testify),  washed  country-people  of  both  sexes,  stroll  thither 
on  Sundays,  to  see  the  artillery  work  and  counter- work ;  (<you 
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only  duck  a  little  while  the  shot  whizzes  past."  Conde'  is  capitu- 
lating to  the  Austrians;  Royal  Highness  of  York,  these  se 
weeks,  fiercely  batters  Valenciennes.  For,  alas,  our  fortified  Camp 
of  Famars  was  stormed;  General  Dampierre  was  killed:  General 
Custine  was  blamed, — and  indeed  is  now  come  to  Paris  to  give 
<(  explanations. " 

Against  all  which  the  Mountain  and  atrocious  Marat  must 
even  make  head  as  they  can.  They,  anarchic  Convention  as  they 
are,  publish  Decrees,  expostulatory,  explanatory,  yet  not  without 
severity:  they  ray-forth  Commissioners,  singly  or  in  pairs,  the 
olive-branch  in  one  hand,  yet  the  sword  in  the  other.  Commis- 
sioners come  even  to  Caen;  but  without  effect.  Mathematical 
Romme,  and  Prieur  named  of  the  Cote  d'Or,  venturing  thither, 
with  their  olive  and  sword,  are  packed  into  prison:  there  may 
Romme  lie,  under  lock  and  key,  tt  for  fifty  days";  and  meditate 
his  New  Calendar,  if  he  please.  Cimmeria,  La  Vendee,  and  Civil 
War!  Never  was  Republic  One  and  Indivisible  at  a  lower 
(*bb. 

Amid  which  dim  ferment  of  Caen  and  the  World,  History 
specially  notices  one  thing:  in  the  lobby  of  the  Mansion  de 
1'Intendance,  where  busy  Deputies  are  coming  and  going,  a  young 
Lady  with  an  aged  valet,  taking  grave  graceful  leave  of  Deputy 
Barbaroux.  She  is  of  stately  Norman  figure:  in  her  twenty-fifth 
year;  of  beautiful  still  countenance:  her  name  is  Charlotte  Cor- 
day,  heretofore  styled  D' Annans,  while  Nobility  still  was.  Bar- 
baroux has  given  her  a  Note  to  Deputy  Duperret, —  him  who 
once  drew  his  sword  in  the  effervescence.  Apparently  she  will 
to  Paris  on  some  errand  ?  (<  She  was  a  Republican  before  the 
Revolution,  and  never  wanted  energy."  A  completeness,  a  decis- 
ion is  in  this  fair  female  Figure:  <(  By  energy  she  means  the 
spirit  that  will  prompt  one  to  sacrifice  himself  for  his  country." 
What  if  she,  this  fair  young  Charlotte,  had  emerged  from  her 
secluded  stillness,  suddenly  like  a  Star;  cruel-lovely,  with  half- 
angelic,  half-demonic  splendor;  to  gleam  for  a  moment,  and  in  a 
moment  be  extinguished :  to  be  held  in  memory,  so  bright  com- 
plete was  she,  through  lon'g  centuries!  —  Quitting  Cimmerian 
Coalitions  without,  and  the  dim-simmering  twenty-five  million 
within,  History  will  look  fixedly  at  this  one  fair  Apparition  of 
a  Charlotte  £orday;  wju  note  whither  Charlotte  moves,  how  the 
little  Life  burns  forth  so  radiant,  then  vanishes  swallowed  of  the 
Night. 
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With  Barbaroux's  Note  of  Introduction,  and  slight  stock  of 
luggage,  we  see  Charlotte  on  Tuesday  the  9th  of  July  seated  in 
the  Caen  Diligence,  with  a  place  for  Paris.  None  takes  farewell 
of  her,  wishes  her  Good-journey:  her  Father  will  find  a  line  left, 
signifying  that  she  is  gone  to  England,  that  he  must  pardon  her, 
and  forget  her.  The  drowsy  Diligence  lumbers  along;  amid 
drowsy  talk  of  Politics,  and  praise  of  the  Mountain;  in  which 
she  mingles  not:  all  night,  all  day,  and  again  all  night.  On 
Thursday,  not  long  before  noon,  we  are  at  the  bridge  of  Neuilly; 
here  is  Paris  with  her  thousand  black  'domes,  the  goal  and 
purpose  of  thy  journey!  Arrived  at  the  Inn  de  la  Providence  in 
the  Rue  des  Vieux  Augustins,  Charlotte  demands  a  room: 
hastens  to  bed;  sleeps  all  afternoon  and  night,  till  the  morrow 
morning. 

On  the  morrow  morning,  she  delivers  her  Note  to  Duperret. 
It  relates  to  certain  Family  Papers  which  are  in  the  Minister  of 
the  Interior's  hands;  which  a  Nun  at  Caen,  an  old  Convent 
friend  of  Charlotte's,  has  need  of;  which  Duperret  shall  assist 
her  in  getting:  this  then  was  Charlotte's  errand  to  Paris?  She 
has  finished  this,  in  the  course  of  Friday:  —  yet  says  nothing  of 
returning.  She  has  seen  and  silently  investigated  several  things. 
The  Convention,  in  bodily  reality,  she  has  seen;  what  the  Mount- 
ain is  like.  The  living  physiognomy  of  Marat  she  could  not  see; 
he  is  sick  at  present,  and  confined  to  home. 

About  eight  on  the  Saturday  morning,  she  purchases  a  large 
sheath-knife  in  the  Palais  Royal;  then  straightway,  in  the  Place 
des  Victoires,  takes  a  hackney-coach:  ((To  the  Rue  de  1'Ecole  de 
Medecine,  No.  44. })  It  is  the  residence  of  the  Citoyen  Marat!  — 
The  Citoyen  Marat  is  ill,  and  cannot  be  seen;  which  seems  to 
disappoint  her  much.  Her  business  is  with  Marat,  then  ?  Hap- 
less beautiful  Oharlotte;  hapless  squalid  Marat!  From  Caen  in 
the  utmost  West,  from  Neuchatel  in  the  utmost  East,  they  two 
are  drawing  nigh  each  other;  they  two  have,  very  strangely, 
business  together. —  Charlotte,  returning  to  her  Inn,  dispatches  a 
short  Note  to  Marat;  signifying  that  she  is  from  Caen,  the  seat 
of  rebellion;  that  she  desires  earnestly  to  see  him,  and  <(will  put 
it  in  his  power  to  do  France  a  great  service.  *  No  answer. 
Charlotte  writes  another  Note,  still  more  pressing;  sets  out  with 
it  by  coach,  about  seven  in  the  evening,  herself.  Tired  day- 
laborers  have  again  finished  their  Week;  huge  Paris  is  circling 
and  simmering,  manifold  according  to  its  vague  wont;  this  one 
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fair   Figure   has   decision   in   it;    drives   straight,— toward  a  pur- 

pose. 

It  is  yellow  July  evening,  we  say,  the  isth  of  the  month; 
of  the  Bastille  day,— when  « M.  Marat, »  four  years  ago,  in  the 
crowd  of  the  Pont  Neuf,  shrewdly  required  of  that  Besenval 
Hussar-party,  which  had  such  friendly  dispositions,  (<to  dismount, 
and  give  up  their  arms,  then";  and  became  notable  among 
Patriot  men.  Four  years:  what  a  road  he  has  traveled:  —  and 
sits  now,  about  half-past  seven  of  the  clock,  stewing  in  slipper- 
bath;  sore  afflicted;  ill  of  Revolution  Fever, —  of  what  other 
malady  this  History  had  rather  not  name.  Excessively  sick  and 
worn,  poor  man:  with  precisely  eleven-pence-half-penny  of 
ready-money,  in  paper;  with  slipper-bath;  strong  three-footed 
Btool  for  writing  on,  the  while;  and  a  squalid  —  Washer-woman, 
one  may  call  her:  that  is  his  civic  establishment  in  Medical- 
School  Street;  thither  and  not  elsewhither  has  his  road  led  him. 
Not  to  the  reign  of  Brotherhood  and  Perfect  Felicity:  yet  surely 
on  the  way  toward  that? — Hark,  a  rap  again!  A  musical 
woman's  voice,  refusing  to  be  rejected:  it  is  the  Citoyenne  who 
would  do  France  a  service.  Marat,  recognizing  from  within, 
cries,  Admit  her.  Charlotte  Corday  is  admitted. 

Citoyen  Marat,  I  am  from  Caen  the  seat  of  rebellion,  and 
wished  to  speak  with  you. —  Be  seated,  won  enfant.  Now  what 
are  the  Traitors  doing  at  Caen  ?  What  Deputies  are  at  Caen  ?  — 
Charlotte  names  some  Deputies.  <(  Their  heads  shall  fall  within 
a  fortnight, })  croaks  the  eager  People's-friend,  clutching  his 
tablets  to  write:  Barbaroux,  Petion,  writes  he  with  bare  shrunk 
sirm,  turning  aside  in  the  bath:  Pe*tion,  and  Louvet,  and  —  Char- 
lotte has  drawn  her  knife  from  the  sheath;  plunges  it  with  one 
sure  stroke,  into  the  writer's  heart.  "A  moi,  chere  amie  (Help, 
dear) ! >}  no  more  could  the  Death-choked  say  or  shriek.  The, 
helpful  Washer- woman  running  in  —  there  is  no  Friend  of  the 
People,  or  Friend  of  the  Washer-woman,  left;  but  his  life  with  a 
groan  gushes  out,  indignant,  to  the  shades  below! 

And  so  Marat,  People's-friend,  is  ended;  the  lone  Stylites  has 
got  hurled  down  suddenly  from  his  pillar  —  whitherward  He  that 
made  him  knows.  Patriot  Paris  may  sound  triple  and  tenfold,  in 
dole  and  wail;  re-echoed  by  patriot  France;  and  the  Convention, 
<(Chabot  pale  with  terror,  declaring  that  they  are  to  be  all  assas- 
sinated,})  may  decree  him  Pantheon  Honors,  Public  Funeral, 
Mirabeau's  dust  making  way  for  him;  and  Jacobin  Societies,  in 
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lamentable  oratory,  summing  up  his  character,  parallel  him  to 
One,  whom  they  think  it  honor  to  call  <(the  good  Sans-culotte," — 
whom  we  name  not  here;  also  a  Chapel  may  be  made,  for  the 
urn  that  holds  his  Heart,  in  the  Place  du  Carrousel;  and  new- 
born children  be  named  Marat;  and  Lago-di-Como  Hawkers  bake 
mountains  of  stucco  into  unbeautiful  Busts;  and  David  paint  his 
Picture,  or  Death -Scene;  and  such  other  Apotheosis  take  place 
as  the  human  genius,  in  these  circumstances,  can  devise:  but 
Marat  returns  no  more  to  the  light  of  this  Sun.  One  sole  cir- 
cumstance we  have  read  with  clear  sympathy,  in  the  old  Moni- 
teur  Newspaper:  how  Marat's  Brother  comes  from  Neuchatel  to 
ask  of  the  Convention,  <(that  the  deceased  Jean-Paul  Marat's 
musket  be  given  to  him.v  For  Marat  too  had  a  brother  and 
natural  affections;  and  was  wrapped  once  in  swaddling-clothes, 
and  slept  safe  in  a  cradle  like  the  rest  of  us.  Ye  children  of 
men!  —  A  sister  of  his,  they  say,  lives  still  to  this  day  in  Paris 

As  for  Charlotte  Corday,  her  work  is  accomplished;  the 
recompense  of  it  is  near  and  sure.  The  chere  amie^  and  the 
neighbors  of  the  house,  flying  at  her,  she  c<  overturns  some 
movables, >}  intrenches  herself  till  the  gendarmes  arrive;  then 
quietly  surrenders;  goes  quietly  to  the  Abbaye  Prison:  she  alone 
quiet,  all  Paris  sounding,  in  wonder,  in  rage  or  admiration, 
round  her.  Duperret  is  put  in  arrest,  on  account  of  her;  his 
Papers  sealed, — which  may  lead  to  consequences.  Fauchet,  in 
like  manner;  though  Fauchet  had  not  so  much  as  heard  of  her. 
Charlotte,  confronted  with  these  two  Deputies,  praises  the  grave 
/irmness  of  Duperret,  censures  the  dejection  of  Fauchet. 

On  Wednesday  morning  the  thronged  Palais  de  Justice  and 
Revolutionary  Tribunal  can  see  her  face;  beautiful  and  calm: 
she  dates  it  « fourth  day  of  the  Preparation  of  Peace. »  A  strange 
murmur  ran  through  the  Hall,  at  sight  of  her;  you  could  not 
say  of  what  character.  Tinville  has  his  indictments  and  tape- 
papers:  the  cutler  of  the  Palais  Royal  will  testify  that  he  sold 
her  the  sheath-knife;  <(A11  these  details  are  needless, »  interrupted 
Charlotte;  (<it  is  I  that  killed  Marat. »  By  whose  instigation? — 
«By  no  one's. »  "What  tempted  you,  then  ? »  "His  crimes.  I 
killed  one  man,"  added  she,  raising  her  voice  extremely  (ex- 
trfanemenf),  as  they  went  on  with  their  questions,  <(  I  killed  one 
man  to  save  a  hundred  thousand;  a  villain  to  save  innocents;  a 
savage  wild-beast  to  give  repose  to  my  country.  I  was  a  Repub- 
lican before  the  Revolution;  I  never  wanted  energy. *  There  is 
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therefore  nothing  to  be  said.  The  public  gazes  astonished:  the 
hasty  limners  sketch  her  features,  Charlotte  not  disapproving-, 
the  men  of  law  proceed  with  their  formalities.  The  doom  is 
Death  as  a  murderess.  To  her  Advocate  she  gives  thanks;  in 
gentle  phrase,  in  high-flown  classical  spirit.  To  the  Priest  they 
send  her  she  gives  thanks;  but  needs  not  any  shriving,  any 
ghostly  or  other  aid  from  him. 

On  this  same  evening,  therefore,  about  half-past  seven  o'clock, 
from  the  gate  of  the  Conciergerie,  to  a  City  all  on  tip-toe,  the 
fatal  Cart  issues;  seated  on  it  a  fair  young  creature,  sheeted  in 
red  smock  of  Murderess;  so  beautiful,  serene,  so  full  of  life; 
journeying  toward  death, —  alone  amid  the  World.  Many  take 
off  their  hats,  saluting  reverently;  for  what  heart  but  must  be 
touched  ?  Others  growl  and  howl.  Adam  Lux,  of  Mentz,  de- 
clares that  she  is  greater  than  Brutus;  that  it  were  beautiful  to 
die  with  her;  the  head  of  this  young  man  seems  turned.  At  the 
Place  de  la  Revolution,  the  countenance  of  Charlotte  wears  the 
same  still  smile.  The  executioners  proceed  to  bind  her  feet;  she 
resists,  thinking  it  meant  as  an  insult;  on  a  word  of  explanation, 
she  submits  with  cheerful  apology.  As  the  last  act,  all  being 
now  ready,  they  take  the  neckerchief  from  her  neck,  a  blush  of 
maidenly  shame  overspreads  her  fair  face  and  neck;  the  cheek? 
were  still  tinged  with  it  when  the  executioner  lifted  the  severed 
head,  to  show  it  to  the  people.  <(  It  is  most  true,"  says  Forster, 
<(that  he  struck  the  cheek  insultingly;  for  I  saw  it  with  my  eyes; 
the  Police  imprisoned  him  for  it.}> 

In  this  manner  have  the  Beautifulest  and  the  Squalidest  come 
in  collision,  and  extinguished  one  another.  Jean-Paul  Marat  and 
Marie-Anne  Charlotte  Corday  both,  suddenly,  are  no  more.  (<Day 
of  the  Preparation  of  Peace  }>  ?  Alas,  how  were  peace  possible  or 
preparable,  while  for  example,  the  hearts  of  lovely  Maidens,  in 
their  convent-stillness,  are  dreaming  not  of  Love-paradises  and  the 
light  of  Life,  but  of  Codrus's-sacrifices  and  Death  well-earned? 
That  twenty-five  million  hearts  have  got  to  such  temper,  this  is 
the  Anarchy;  the  soul  of  it  lies  in  this,  whereof  not  peace  can  be 
the  embodiment!  The  death  of  Marat,  whetting  old  animosities 
tenfold,  will  be  worse  than  any  life.  O  ye  hapless  Two,  mutually 
extinctive,  the  Beautiful  and  the  .Squalid,  sleep  ye  well, —  in  the 
Mother's  bosom  that  bore  you  both! 

This  is  the  History  of  Charlotte  Corday;  most  definite,  most 
complete:  angelic-demonic:  like  a  Star  I 
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THE   SCAPEGOAT 
From  the  ( French  Revolution  > 

o  THIS  conclusion,  then,  hast  thou  come,  O  hapless  Louis! 
The  Son  of  Sixty  Kings  is  to  die  on  the  Scaffold  by  form 
of  Law.  Under  Sixty  Kings  this  same  form  of  Law,  form 
of  Society,  has  been  fashioning  itself  together  these  thousand 
years;  and  has  become,  one  way  and  other,  a  most  strange 
Machine.  Surely,  if  needful,  it  is  also  frightful,  this  Machine; 
dead,  blind;  not  what  it  should  be;  which,  with  swift  stroke,  or 
by  cold  slow  torture,  has  wasted  the  lives  and  souls  of  innumer- 
able men.  And  behold  now  a  King  himself,  or  say  rather  King- 
hood  in  his  person,  is  to  expire  here  in  cruel  tortures, — like  a 
Phalaris  shut  in  the  belly  of  his  own  red-heated  Brazen  Bull!  It 
is  ever  so;  and  thou  shouldst  know  it,  O  haughty  tyrannous  man; 
injustice  breeds  injustice;  curses  and  falsehoods  do  verily  return 
<(  always  home, w  wide  as  they  may  wander.  Innocent  Louis  -bears 
the  sins  of  many  generations:  he  too  experiences  that  man's  tri- 
bunal is  not  in  this  Earth;  that  if  he  had  no  Higher  one,  it  were 
not  well  with  him. 

A  King  dying  by  such  violence  appeals  impressively  to  the 
imagination;  as  the  like  must  do,  and  ought  to  do.  And  yet  at 
bottom  it  is  not  the  King  dying,  but  the  man!  Kingship  is  a 
coat:  the  grand  loss  is  of  the  skin.  The  man  from  whom  you 
take  his  Life,  to  him  can  the  whole  combined  world  do  more? 
Lally  went  on  his  hurdle;  his  mouth  filled  with  a  gag.  Miser- 
ablest  mortals,  doomed  for  picking  pockets,  have  a  whole  five-act 
Tragedy  in  them,  in  that  dumb  pain,  as  they  go  to  the  gallows, 
unregarded;  they  consume  the  cup  of  trembling  down  to  the 
lees.  For  Kings  and  for  Beggars,  for  the  justly  doomed  and 
the  unjustly,  it  is  a  hard  thing  to  die.  Pity  them  all:  thy  ut- 
most pity,  with  all  aids  and  appliances  and  throne-and-scaffold 
contrasts,  how  far  short  is  it  of  the  thing  pitied! 

A  Confessor  has  come;  Abbe  Edgeworth,  of  Irish  extraction, 
whom  the  King  knew  by  good  report,  has  come  promptly  on  this 
solemn  mission.  Leave  the  Earth  alone,  then,  thou  hapless  King; 
it  with  its  malice  will  go  its  way,  thou  also  canst  go  thine.  A 
hard  scene  yet  remains:  the  parting  with  our  loved  ones.  Kind 
hearts,  environed  in  the  same  grim  peril  with  us;  to  be  left  here! 
Let  the  Reader  look  with  the  eyes  of  Valet  Clery  through  these 
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glass-doors,    where    also   the    Municipality   watches;   and   see    the 
cruelest  of  scenes:  — 

«At  half-past  eight,  the  door  of  the  ante-room  opened:  the 
Queen  appeared  first,  leading  her  Son  by  the  hand;  then  Madame 
Royale  and  Madame  Elizabeth:  they  all  flung  themselves  into  the 
arms  of  the  King.  Silence  reigned  for  some  minutes;  interrupted 
only  by  sobs.  The  Queen  made  a  movement  to  lead  his  Majesty 
towards  the  inner  room,  where  M.  Edgeworth  was  waiting  un- 
known to  them:  <No,)  said  the  King,  (let  us  go  into  the  dining- 
room;  it  is  there  only  that  I  can  see  you.*  They  entered  there; 
I  shut  the  door  of  it,  which  was  of  glass.  The  King  sat  down, 
the  Queen  on  his  left  hand,  Madame  Elizabeth  on  his  right, 
Madame  Royale  almost  in  front;  the  young  Prince  remained  stand- 
ing between  his  Father's  legs.  They  all  leaned  toward  him,  and 
often  held  him  embraced.  This  scene  of  woe  lasted  an  hour  and 
three-quarters;  during  which  we  could  hear  nothing;  we  coir 
only  that  always  when  the  King  spoke,  the  sobbing  of  the  Prin- 
cesses redoubled,  continued  for  some  minutes;  and  that  then  the 
King  began  again  to  speak. }>  And  so  our  meetings  and  our  part- 
ings do  now  end!  The  sorrows  we  gave  each  other;  the  poor 
joys  we  faithfully  shared,  and  all  our  lovings  and  our  sufferings, 
and  confused  toilings  under  the  earthly  Sun,  are  over.  Thou 
good  soul,  I  shall  never,  never  through  all  ages  of  Time,  see 
thee  any  more!  —  NEVER!  O  Reader,  knowest  thou  that  hard 
word  ? 

For  nearly  two  hours  this  agony  lasts;  then  they  tear  them- 
selves asunder.  (<  Promise  that  you  will  see  us  on  the  morrow. w 
He  promises:  —  Ah  yes,  yes;  yet  once;  and  go  now,  ye  loved 
ones;  cry  to  God  for  yourselves  and  me!— It  was  a  hard  scene, 
but  it  is  over.  He  will  not  see  them  on  the  morrow.  The 
Queen,  in  passing  through  the  ante-room,  glanced  at  the  Cerberus 
Municipals;  and  with  woman's  vehemence,  said  through  her  tears, 
<(  Vous  etes  tons  des  setter ats. }> 

King  Louis  slept  sound,  till  five  in  the  morning,  when  Clery, 
as  he  had  been  ordered,  awoke  him.  Cle*ry  dressed  his  hair- 
while  this  went  forward,  Louis  took  a  ring  from  his  watch,  and 
kept  trying  it  on  his  finger;  it  was  his  wedding-ring,  which  he  is 
now  to  return  to  the  Queen  as  a  mute  farewell.  At  half-past 
six,  he  took  the  Sacrament;  and  continued  in  devotion,  and  con- 
ference with  Abb6  Edgeworth.  He  will  not  see  his  Family:  it 
were  too  hard  to  bear. 
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At  eight,  the  Municipals  enter:  the  King  gives  them  his  Will, 
and  messages  and  effects;  which  they  at  first  brutally  refuse  to 
take  charge  of:  he  gives  them  a  roll  of  gold  pieces,  125  louis; 
these  are  to  be  returned  to  Malesherbes,  who  had  lent  them.  At 
nine,  Santerre  says  the  hour  is  come.  The  King  begs  yet  to 
retire  for  three  minutes.  At  the  end  of  three  minutes,  Santerre 
again  says  the  hour  is  come.  (<  Stamping  on  the  ground  with  his 
right  foot,  Louis  answers:  ^  Par  tons  ^  (Let  us  go)."  —  How  the 
rolling  of  those  drums  comes  in,  through  the  Temple  bastions 
and  bulwarks,  on  the  heart  of  a  queenly  wife;  soon  to  be  a 
widow!  He  is  gone,  then,  and  has  not  seen  us?  A  Queen 
weeps  bitterly;  a  King's  Sister  and  Children.  Over  all  these 
Four  does  Death  also  hover:  all  shall  perish  miserably  save  one; 
she,  as  Duchesse  d'Angouleme,  will  live, — not  happily. 

At  the  Temple  gate  were  some  faint  cries,  perhaps  from 
voices  of  pitiful  women :  (<  Grace  /  Grdce ! }>  Through  the  rest  of 
the  streets  there  is  silence  as  of  the  grave.  No  man  not  armed 
is  allowed  to  be  there:  the  armed,  did  any  even  pity,  dare  not 
express  it,  each  man  overawed  by  all  his  neighbors.  All  win- 
dows are  down,  none  seen  looking  through  them.  All  shops  are 
shut.  No  wheel-carriage  rolls,  this  morning,  in  these  streets,  but 
one  only.  Eighty  thousand  armed  men  stand  ranked,  like  armed 
statues  of  men;  cannons  bristle,  cannoneers  with  match  burning, 
but  no  word  or  movement:  it  is  as  a  city  enchanted  into  silence 
and  stone:  one  carriage  with  its  escort,  slowly  rumbling,  is  the 
only  sound.  Louis  reads,  in  his  Book  of  Devotion,  the  Prayers 
of  the  Dying:  clatter  of  this  death-march  falls  sharp  on  the  ear 
in  the  great  silence;  but  the  thought  would  fain  struggle  heaven- 
ward, and  forget  the  Earth. 

As  the  clocks  strike  ten,  behold  the  Place  de  la  Revolution, 
once  Place  de  Louis  Quinze:  the  Guillotine,  mounted  near  the 
old  Pedestal  where  once  stood  the  Statue  of  that  Louis!  Far 
round,  all  bristles  with  cannons  and  armed  men:  spectators 
crowding  in  the  rear;  D 'Orleans  Egalite  there  in  cabriolet. 
Swift  messengers,  hoquetons,  speed  to  the  Town-hall,  every 
three  minutes:  near  by  is  the  Convention  sitting, — vengeful,  for 
Lepelletier.  Heedless  of  all,  Louis  re,ads  his  Prayers  of  the 
Dying;  not  till  five  minutes  yet  has  he  finished;  then  the  Car- 
riage opens.  What  temper  he  is  in  ?  Ten  different  witnesses 
will  give  ten  different  accounts  of  it.  He  is  in  the  collision  of 
all  tempers;  arrived  now  at  the  black  Maelstrom  and  descent  of 
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Death:  in  sorrow,  in  indignation,  in  resignation  struggling  to  be 
resigned.  «  Take  care  of  M.  Edgeworth,"  ne  straitly  charges  the 
Lieutenant  who  is  sitting  with  them:  then  they  two  descend. 

The  drums  are  beating:  ((  Taisez-vous  (Silence) !  »  he  cries  (<in 
a  terrible  voice  (d'une  voix  terrible}*  He  mounts  the  scaffold, 
not  without  delay;  he  is  in  puce  coat,  breeches  of  gray,  white 
stockings.  He  strips  off  the  coat ;  stands  disclosed  in  a  sleeve- 
waistcoat  of  white  flannel.  The  Executioners  approach  to  bind 
him:  he  spurns,  resists;  Abbe"  Edgeworth  has  to  remind  him 
how  the  Savior,  in  whom  men  trust,  submitted  to  be  bound. 
His  hands  are  tied,  his  head  bare;  the  fatal  moment  is  come. 
He  advances  to  the  edge  of  the  Scaffold,  <(his  face  very  red/ 
and  says:  <(  Frenchmen,  I  die  innocent:  it  is  from  the  Scaffold 
and  near  appearing  before  God  that  I  tell  you  so.  I  pardon 
my  enemies;  I  desire  that  France — w  A  General  on  horseback, 
Santerre  or  another,  prances  out,  with  uplifted  hand:  <(  Tam- 
bours ! )}  The  drums  drown  the  voice.  <(  Executioners,  do  your 
duty!"  The  Executioners,  desperate  lest  themselves  be  mur- 
dered (for  Santerre  and  his  Armed  Ranks  will  strike,  if  they  do 
not),  seize  the  hapless  Louis:  six  of  them  desperate,  him  singly 
desperate,  struggling  there;  and  bind  him  to  their  plank.  Abbe" 
Edgeworth,  stooping,  bespeaks  him :  <(  Son  of  Saint  Louis,  ascend 
to  Heaven. w  The  Axe  clanks  down;  a  King's  Life  is  shorn  away. 
It  is  Monday,  the  2ist  of  January,  1793.  He  was  aged  Thirty- 
eight  years  four  months  and  twenty-eight  days. 

Executioner  Samson  shows  the  Head:  fierce  shout  of  Vive  la 
Rtpublique  rises,  and  swells;  caps  raised'  on  bayonets,  hats 
waving:  students  of  the  College  of  Four  Nations  take  it  up,  on 
the  far  Quais;  fling  it  over  Paris.  D 'Orleans  drives  off  in  his 
cabriolet :  the  Town-hall  Councillors  rub  their  hands,  saying,  <(  It 
is  done,  It  is  done. w  There  is  dipping  of  handkerchiefs,  of  pike- 
points  in  the  blood.  Headsman  Samson,  though  he  afterward 
denied  it,  sells  locks  of  the  hair:  fractions  of  the  puce  coat  are 
long  after  worn  in  rings.  And  so,  in  some  half -hour  it  is  done; 
and  the  multitude  has  all  departed.  Pastry-cooks,  coffee-sellers., 
milkmen  sing  out  their  trivial  quotidian  cries,-  the  world  wags 
on,  as  if  this  were  a  common  day.  In  the  coffee-houses  that 
evening,  says  Prudhomme,  Patriot  shook  hands  with  Patriot  in 
a  more  cordial  manner  than  usual.  Not  till  some  days  after, 
according  to  Mercier,  did  public  men  see  what  a  grave  thing 
it  was. 
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A  grave  thing  it  indisputably  is;  and  will  have  consequences. 
On  the  morrow  morning,  Roland,  so  long  steeped  to  the  lips  in 
disgust  and  chagrin,  sends  in  his  demission.  His  accounts  lie  all 
ready,  correct  in  black-on-white  to  the  utmost  farthing:  these  he 
wants  but  to  have  audited,  that  he  might  retire  to  remote  ob- 
scurity, to  the  country  and  his  books.  They  will  never  be 
audited,  those  accounts;  he  will  never  get  retired  thither. 

It  was  on  Tuesday  that  Roland  demitted.  On  Thursday 
comes  Lepelletier  St.-Fargeau's  Funeral,  and  passage  to  the  Pan- 
theon of  Great  Men.  Notable  as  the  wild  pageant  of  a  winter 
day.  The  Body  is  borne  aloft,  half-bare;  the  winding-sheet 
disclosing  the  death-wound;  sabre  and  bloody  clothes  parade 
themselves ;  a  (<  lugubrious  music })  wailing  harsh  naeniae.  Oak- 
crowns  shower  down  from  windows;  President . Vergniaud  walks 
there,  with  Convention,  with  Jacobin  Society,  and  all  Patriots  of 
every  color,  all  mourning  brother-like. 

Notable  also  for  another  thing  this  Burial  of  Lepelletier;  it 
was  the  last  act  these  men  ever  did  with  concert!  All  parties 
and  figures  of  Opinion,  that  agitate  this  distracted  France  and 
its  Convention,  now  stand,  as  it  were,  face  to  face,  and  dagger 
to  dagger;  the  King's  Life,  round  which  they  all  struck  and 
battled,,  being  hurled  down.  Dumouriez,  conquering  Holland, 
growls  ominous  discontent,  at  the  head  of  Armies.  Men  say 
Dumouriez  will  have  a  King;  that  young  D'Orleans  Egalite  shall 
be  his  King.  Deputy  Fauchet,  in  the  Journal  des  Amis,  curses 
his  day  more  bitterly  than  Job  did;  invokes  the  poniards  of 
Regicides,  of  (<  Arras  Vipers )}  or  Robespierres,  of  Pluto  Dantons, 
of  horrid  Butchers  Legeiidre  and  Simulacra  d'Herbois,  to  send 
him  swiftly  to  another  world  than  theirs.  This  is  Te-Deum 
Fauchet,  of  the  Bastille  Victory,  of  the  Cercle  Social.  Sharp 
was  the  death-hail  rattling  round  one's  Flag-of-truce,  on  that 
Bastille  day:  but  it  was  soft  to  such  wreckage  of  high  Hope  as 
this;  one's  New  Golden  Era  going  down  in  leaden  dross,  and 
sulphurous  black  of  the  Everlasting  Darkness! 
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(1861-) 
BY   CHARLES   G.   D.   ROBERTS 

ILISS  CARMAN  was  born  at  Fredericton,  New  Brunswick,  on 
April  isth,  1861.  On  both  sides  of  the  house  he  belongs 
to  that  United  Empire  Loyalist  stock  which  at  the  time  of 
the  American  Revolution  sacrificed  wealth  and  ease  to  a  principle, 
and  angrily  withdrew  from  the  young  republic  to  carve  out  new 
commonwealths  in  the  wilds  of  Canada.  His  father  was  William 
Carman,  Clerk  of  the  Pleas,  a  man  of  influence  and  distinction  in  his 
Province.  His  mother  was  one  of  the  Blisses  of  Fredericton,  the 
Loyalist  branch  of  that  Connecticut  family  to  which  Emerson's 
mother  belonged.  Mr.  Carman  was  educated  at  the  Collegiate 
School  and  the  University  of  New  Brunswick,  both  at  Fredericton. 
He  distinguished  himself  in  classics  and  mathematics,  took  his 
B.A.  in  1881,  his  M.A.  in  1884,  and  afterwards  took  partial 
courses  at  Edinburgh  and  Harvard.  He  has  been  connected  editori- 
ally with  several  American  periodicals,  the  Independent  and  the 
Chap-Book  among  them,  but  now  devotes  himself  exclusively  to 
literature. 

Mr.  Carman  issued  his  first  volume  of  poems  in  1893,  when  he 
had  already  won  reputation  as  a  contributor  to  the  magazines.  The 
volume  was  called  (Low  Tide  on  Grand  Pre:  a  Book  of  Lyrics.)  It 
was  published  in  New  York  and  London,  and  ran  quickly  into  a  second 
edition.  Equally  successful  was  the  volume  called  (Songs  from  Vaga- 
bondia,)  published  in  1894  and  followed  by  (More  Songs  from  Vaga- 
bondia)  (1896)  and  (Last  Songs  of  Vagabondia)  (1900).  Many  of 
the  poems  in  these  volumes  are  by  Richard  Hovey,  whose  name  ap- 
pears on  the  title-page  with  that  of  Mr.  Carman.  Among  Mr.  Car- 
man's later  volumes  are:  (Behind  the  Arras)  (1895);  (Ballads  of  Lost 
Haven)  (1897);  (The  Vengeance  of  Noel  Brassard)  (1899);  (Pipes  of 
Pan)  (1902-5);  (Collected  Poems)  (2  vols.,  1905);  (The  Making  of 
Personality)  (1907);  <The  Rough  Rider)  (1909);  (A  Painter's  Holiday) 
(1911);  (Echoes  from  Vagabondia)  (1912);  (Daughters  of  Dawn) 
(with  Mary  Perry  King,  1913),  and  (Earth'  Deities)  (with  the  same, 
1914). 

In  that  outburst  of  intellectual  energy  which  has  of  late  won  for 
Canada  a  measure  of  recognition  in  the  world  of  letters,  Mr.  Car- 
man's work  has  played  a  large  part.  The  characteristics  of  the 
Canadian  school  may  perhaps  be  defined  as  a  certain  semi-Sufiistric 
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worship  of  nature,  combined  with  freshness  of  vision  and  keenness 
to  interpret  the  significance  of  the  external  world.  These  charac- 
teristics find  intense  expression  in  Mr.  Carman's  poems.  And  they 
find  expression  in  an  utterance  so  new  and  so  distinctive  that  its 
influence  is  already  active  in  the  verse  of  his  contemporaries. 

There  are  two  terms  which  apply  pre-eminently  to  Mr.  Carman. 
These  are  Lyrist  and  Symbolist.  His  note  is  always  the  lyric  note. 
The  (<  lyric  cry"  thrills  all  his  cadences.  If  it  be  true  that  poetry  is 
the  rhythmical  expression  in  words  of  thought  fused  in  emotion,  then 
in  his  work  we  are  impressed  by  the  completeness  of  the  fusion. 
Every  phrase  is  filled  with  lyric  passion.  At  its  best,  the  result  is 
a  poem  which  not  only  haunts  the  ear  witn  its  harmonies  but  at  the 
same  time  makes  appeal  to  the  heart  and  intellect.  When  the  result 
is  less  successful  it  seems  sometimes  as  if  the  thought  were  too 
much  diluted  with  words,  —  as  if,  in  fact,  verbal  music  and  verbal 
coloring  were  allowed  to  take  the  place  of  the  legitimate  thought- 
process.  Even  in  such  cases,  the  verse,  however  nebulous  in  mean- 
ing, is  rarely  without  some  subtlety  of  technique,  some  charm  of 
diction,  to  justify  its  existence.  But  there  are  poems  of  Mr.  Car- 
man's, wherein  what  seems  at  first  to  be  the  obscurity  of  an  over- 
attenuated  thought  is  really  an  attempt  to  express  thought  in  terms 
of  pure  music  or  pure  color.  In  a  curious  and  beautiful  poem  called 
( Beyond  the  Gamut J  he  elaborates  a  theory  of  the  oneness  and  inter- 
changeability  of  form,  sound,  and  color. 

In  the  matter  of  conception  and  interpretation  Mr.  Carman  is  a 
symbolist.  This  word  is  not  used  here  in  any  restricted  sense,  and 
must  be  divorced  from  all  association  with  the  shibboleths  of  warring 
schools.  The  true  symbolist — and  all  the  supreme  artists  of  the 
world  have  been  in  this  sense  symbolists — recognizes  that  there  are 
truths  too  vast  and  too  subtle  to  endure  definition  in  scientific 
phrase.  They  elude  set  words;  as  a  faint  star,  at  the  coming  on  of 
evening,  eludes  the  eye"  which  seeks  for  it  directly,  while  unveiling 
itself  to  a  side  glance.  Mr.  Carman  conveys  to  us,  by  the  suggestion 
of  thrilling  color  or  inimitable  phrase,  perceptions  and  emotions 
which  a  more  strictly  defined  method  could  never  capture. 

In  subject-matter  Mr.  Carman  is  simple  and  elemental.  He  looks 
at  his  themes  curiously,  often  whimsically;  but  the  themes  are  those 
of  universal  and  eternal  import, — life,  love,  and  death,  the  broad 
aspects  of  the  outer  world,  the  "deep  heart  of  man,"  and  the  spirit 
that  informs  them  all.  His  song  is  sometimes  in  a  minor  key,  plan- 
gent and  piercing;  sometimes  in  a  large  and  virile  major, — as  for 
instance  when  he  sings  the  <  War-song  of  Gamelba.*  To  his  gifts  of 
imagination,  insight,  and  lyric  passion  he  adds  a  fine  humor,  the  out- 
flowing of  a  broad  and  tolerant  humanity.  This  is  well  exemplified 
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in  <  Resignation  >  and  (A  More  Ancient  Mariner.*  His  chief  defects, 
besides  the  occasional  obscurity  already  referred  to,  are  a  tendency 
to  looseness  of  structure  in  his  longer  poems,  and  once  in  a  while,  as 
in  parts  of  (The  Silent  Lodger/  a  Browningesque  lapse  into  hardness 
and  baldness  when  the  effect  aimed  at  is  colloquial  simplicity. 
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HACK  AND  HEW 

ACK  and  Hew  were  the  sons  of  God 
In  the  earlier  earth  than  now; 

One  at  his  right  hand,  one  at  his  left, 
To  obey  as  he  taught  them  how. 


And  Hack  was  blind  and  Hew  was  dumb, 

But  both  had  the  wild,  wild  heart; 
And  God's  calm  will  was  their  burning  will, 

And  the  gist  of  their  toil  was  art. 

They  made  the  moon  and  the  belted  stars, 

They  set  the  sun  to  ride; 
They  loosed  the  girdle  and  veil  of  the  sea, 

The  wind  and  the  purple  tide. 

Both  flower  and  beast  beneath  their  hands 

To  beauty  and  speed  outgrew, — 
The  furious  fumbling  hand  of  Hack, 

And  the  glorying  hand  of  Hew. 

Then,  fire  and  clay,  they  fashioned  a  man, 

And  painted  him  rosy  brown; 
And  God  himself  blew  hard  in  his  eyes: 

<(  Let  them  burn  till  they  smolder  down ! » 

And  «  There !»  said  Hack,  and  « There !»  thought  Hew: 

(<  We'll  rest,   for  our  toil  is  done." 
But  «Nay,»  the  Master  Workman  said, 

«For  your  toil  is  just  begun. 

« And  ye  who  served  me  of  old  as  God 

Shall  serve  me  anew  as  man, 
Till  I  compass  the  dream  that  is  in  my  heart 

And  perfect  the  vaster  plan.* 
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And  still  the  craftsman  over  his  craft, 
In  the  vague  white  light  of  dawn, 

With  God's  calm  will  for  his  burning  will, 
While  the  mounting  day  comes  on, 

Yearning,  wind-swift,  indolent,  wild, 

Toils  with  those  shadowy  two, — 
The  faltering  restless  hand  of  Hack, 

And  the  tireless  hand  of  Hew. 
From  <  Behind  the  Arras  >:  copyrighted  1895,  by  Lamson,  Wolffe  and  Company 

AT  THE  GRANITE  GATE 

THERE  paused  to  shut  the  door 
A  fellow  called  the  Wind. 
With  mystery  before, 
And  reticence  behind, 

A  portal  waits  me  too 

In  the  glad  house  of  spring; 
One  day  I  shall  pass  through 

And  leave  you  wondering. 

It  lies  beyond  the  marge 

Of  evening  or  of  prime, 
Silent  and  dim  and  large, 

The  gateway  of  all  time. 

There  troop  by  night  and  day 

My  brothers  of  the  field; 
And  I  shall  know  the  way 

Their  wood-songs  have  revealed. 

The  dusk  will  hold  some  trace 

Of  all  my  radiant  crew 
Who  vanished  to  that  place, 

Ephemeral  as  dew. 

Into  the  twilight  dun, 

Blue  moth  and  dragon-fly 
Adventuring  alone, — 

Shall  be  more  brave  than  I  ? 

There  innocents  shall  bloom, 

And  the  white  cherry  tree, 
With  birch  and  willow  plume 

To  strew  the  road  for  me. 
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The  wilding  orioles  then 

Shall  make  the  golden  air 
Heavy  with  joy  again, 

And  the  dark  heart  shall  dare 

Resume  the  old  desire,— 

The  exigence  of  spring 
To  be  the  orange  fire 

That  tips  the  world's  gray  wing. 

And  the  lone  wood-bird  —  Hark! 

The  whippoorwill,  night-long, 
Threshing  the  summer  dark 

With  his  dim  flail  of  song!  — 

Shall  be  the  lyric  lift, 

When  all  my  senses  creep, 
To  bear  me  through  the  rift 

In  the  blue  range  of  sleep. 

And  so  I  pass  beyond 

The  solace  of  your  hand. 
But  ah,  so  brave  and  fond! 

Within  that  morrow-land, 

Where  deed  and  daring  fail, 

But  joy  fore  verm  ore 
Shall  tremble  and  prevail 

Against  the  narrow  door, 

Where  sorrow  knocks  too  late, 

And  grief  is  overdue, 
Beyond  the  granite  gate 

There  will  be  thoughts  of  you. 
From  <  Behind  the  Arras  >:  copyrighted  1895,  by  Lamson,  Wolffe  and  Company 
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A  SEA  CHILD 

HE  lover  of  child  Marjory 

Had  one  white  hour  of  life  brim  full; 
Now  the  old  nurse,  the  rocking  sea, 
Hath  him  to  lull. 


The  daughter  of  child  Marjory 

Hath  in  her  veins,  to  beat  and  run, 
The  glad  indomitable  sea, 

The  strong  white  sun. 

Copyrighted  by  Bliss  Carman. 
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(i844-) 

BY  DOROTHY  BREWSTER 

EDWARD  CARPENTER  was  born  at  Brighton,  England*  in  1844. 
His  grandfather  was  an  admiral  in  the  navy,  his  father,  a 
lawyer  and  magistrate.  Up  to  the  age  of  twenty,  Carpenter 
lived  •  at  Brighton,  embedded  in  a  would-be  fashionable  world 
which  he  hated,  unhappy  in  spite  of  the  ease  and  comfort  of 
his  home. 

«At  the  age  of  sixteen,))  he  writes  on  his]seventieth  birthday,  «I  found  myself — 
and  without  knowing  where  I  was  —  in  the  middle  of  that  strange  period  of  human 
evolution,  the  Victorian  Age,  which  in  some  respects,  one  now  thinks,  marked  the 
lowest  ebb  of  modern  civilized  society:  a  period  in  which  not  only  commercialism 
in  public  life,  but  cant  in  religion,  pure  materialism  in  science,  futility  in  social 
conventions,  the  worship  of  stocks  and  shares,  the  starving  of  the  human  heart, 
the  denial  of  the  human  body  and  its  needs,  the  huddling  concealment  of  the  body 
in  clothes,  the  (impure  hush)  on  matters  of  sex,  class-division,  contempt  of  manual 
labor,  ancf  the  cruel  barring  of  women  from  every  natural  and  useful  expression  of 
their  lives,  were  carried  to  an  extremity  of  folly  difficult  for  us  now  to  realize.)) 

There  could  be  no  better  summing-up  than  this  of  all  the  conditions 
he  later  revolted  against.  The  sea  and  the  downs  were  his  consola- 
tion and  his  escape  from  ((the  pent  life  of  custom  and  brick  perspec- 
tive.)) Nature  was  more  to  him  than  any  human  attachment.  His 
poetry,  later,  is  rich  in  simple,  direct,  truthful  rendering  of.  Nature; 
in  pictures  of  the  sea;  of  ((the  winter  woods,  every  bough  laden  with 
snow,  the  faint  purple  waters  rushing  on  in  the  hollows,  with  steam  on 
the  soft  still  air»;  of  the  ploughed  fields  on  an  October  morning,  when 
«the  flanks  of  the  clods  are  creeping  with  thin  vapor,  and  the  little 
copse  alongside  the  field  is  full  of  white  trailing  veils  of  it));  of  the  ((old 
earth  breathing  deep  and  rhythmically,  night  and  day,  summer  and 
winter,  giving  and  concealing  herself.)) 

After  Brighton  came  ten  years  at  Cambridge,  first  as  student, 
then  as  Fellow,  at  Trinity  Hall.  He  took  orders  and  for  several  years 
held  the  position  of  curate  to  Frederic  Denison  Maurice.  But  gradu- 
ally he  began  to  feel  a  sense  of  ((falsity  and  dislocation))  in  all  his 
professional  work.  The  atmosphere  of  the  university  also  grew  uncon- 
genial, and  he  tired  of  the  ((intellectual  discussions,  where  every  subject 
in  Heaven  and  Earth  was  discussed,  with  the  university  man's  perfect 
freedom  of  thought  and  utterance,  but  also  with  his  perfect  absence 
of  practical  knowledge  or  of  intention  to  apply  his  theories  to  any 
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practical  issue.))  Walt  Whitman  had  begun  to  influence  him  about 
1868,  so  profoundly  that  he  says  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine 
what  his  life  would  have  been  without  (Leaves  of  Grass.)  This  in- 
fluence was  strengthened  by  two  visits  to  Whitman  in  the  United 
States  (in  1877  and  1884);  Mr.  Carpenter  has  recorded  his  impres- 
sions of  the  poet  in  his  (Days  with  Walt  Whitman)  (1906). 

In  1874,  abandoning  his  orders  and  his  fellowship,  he  began  to 
lecture  on  natural  science,  in  connection  with  University  Extension 
work.  «It  had  come  on  me  with  great  force  that  I  would  go  and  throw 
in  my  lot  with  the  mass-people^  and  the  manual  workers.))  But  these 
lectures  made  him  acquainted  rather  with  the  commercial  classes  in 
the  great  manufacturing  centres  of  the  north.  During  these  years- 
years  ((inwardly  full  of  tension  and  suffering))  —  the  idea  persisted  of 
writing  some  sort  of  book  that  would  address  itself  very  personally 
and  closely  to  anyone  who  cared  to  read  it. 

«At  last  early  in  1881,  no  doubt  as  the  culmination  and  result  of  struggles  and 
experiences  that  had  been  going  on,  I  became  conscious  that  a  mass  of  material 
was  forming  within  me,  imperatively  demanding  expression  ...  I  became  for 
the  time  overwhelmingly  conscious  of  the  disclosure  within  of  a  region  transcend- 
ing in  some  sense  the  ordinary  bounds  of  personality,  in  the  light  of  which  region 
my  own  idiosyncracies  of  character  .  .  .  appeared  of  no  importance  whatever  — 
an  absolute  freedom  from  mortality,  accompanied  by  an  indescribable*calm  and 
joy.  I  also  immediately  saw,  or  rather  felt,  that  this  region  of  Self  existing  in  me 
existed  equally  (though  not  always  equally  consciously)  in  others.  In  regard  to 
it,  the  mere  diversities  of  temperament  which  ordinarily  distinguish  and  divide 
people  dropped  away  and  became  indifferent,  and  a  field  was  opened  in  which  all 
might  meet,  in  which  all  were  truly  equal.  Thus  I  found  the  common  ground  which 
I  wanted.)) 

He  threw  up  his  lecturing,  built  a  little  shelter  in  the  garden  of  the 
cottage  on  a  farm  where  he  had  been  doing  farm-work  at  intervals, 
and  there,  or  in  the  fields,  in  sunlight  and  rain,  he  wrote  the  first  long 
poem  in  (Towards  Democracy).  Thus  he  wrote,  like  a  true  disciple  of 
Whitman,  in  the  open:  ((I  think  heroic  deeds  were  all  conceived  in 
the  open  air,  and  all  free  poems  also.))  The  poem  was  published  in 
1883.  From  time  to  time  it  was  republished  with  many  additions; 
and  did  not  take  its  definite  and  permanent  form  in  print  until  1905. 

As  to  the  Whitmanesque  free  verse  of  the  poems,  Carpenter  re- 
cords that  he  fought  against  the  ((drift  out  of  the  more  classic  forms  of 
verse  into  a  looser  and  freer  rhythm))  for  seven  years,  and  that  he  did 
not  adopt  it  because  it  was  an  approximation  to  the  form  of  (Leaves 
of  Grass.)  Whatever  resemblance  there  is  in  rhythm,  style,  and 
thoughts,  he  believes  due  to  similarity  of  emotional  atmosphere  and 
intention.  He  rightly  characterizes  his  own  poetry  as  less  masculine, 
less  massive,  more  tender  and  meditative,  than  Whitman's.  He  re- 
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sembles  Whitman  in  love  of  freedom,  impatience  of  conventional 
restraint,  intense  sympathy  with  all  forms  of  life.  At  its  best,  his 
style,  like  Whitman's,  possesses  the  power  ((which  marshals  and  holds 
in  leash  whole  battalions  of  phrases,  to  hurl  them  finally  on  the  reader 
with  irresistible  effect.))  Like  Whitman,  Carpenter  enumerates  sights 
and  sounds  of  the  whole  world  —  ((lists  and  processions  of  earth  dwell- 
ers)) —  and  piles  up  his  appeals  to  ((you,  whoever  you  are,))  in  strange 
surging  and  swelling  reiteration.  At  times,  his  diction  is  that  of  the 
scientist,  not  the  poet;  and  at  times  his  catalogues  of  earth-dwellers 
may  seem  a  queer  jumble,  instead  of  a  thrilling  roll-call  of  humanity. 
But  in  spite  of  defects,  in  spite  of  the  fragmentary  nature  of  some  of 
the  poems,  the  book  does  achieve  an  effect  of  spiritual  and  emotional 
unity.  It  is  his  most  original  and  inspired  work;  and  though  it  has 
made  its  way  very  slowly,  it  has  won  for  itself  an  audience  both  in 
England  and  abroad. 

Carpenter  continued  to  feel  the  need  of  physical  labor  and  an 
open-air  life.  He  experimented  in  market-gardening,  on  land  at  Mill- 
thorpe,  near  Sheffield.  But  he  did  not  (as  he  says  in  answer  to  an 
address  from  his  friends  on  his  seventieth  birthday)  take  to  a  ((rather- 
plain  and  Bohemian  kind  of  life,  of  associating  with  manual  workers, 
of  speaking  at  street  corners,  of  growing  fruit,  making  sandals,))  with 
any  artificial  purpose  of  reforming  the  world.  He  did  it  for  the  joy  of 
doing  it,  of  expressing  his  own  real  and  deeply  rooted  feelings.  And 
that  there  was  joy  in  it  all  no  reader  of  his  interesting  autobiography, 
(My  Days  and  Dreams^  (1916)  can  doubt.  He  became  associated 
with  the  growing  Socialist  movement  of  the  8o's.  Though  he  has 
never  looked  on  the  Socialist  program  or  doctrines  as  final,  he  sym- 
pathizes with  its  challenge  to  the  old  order,  and  its  belief  in  a  new  ideal 
of  fraternity,  ((which,  however  crude  and  inexperienced  it  may  at 
times  appear,  is  surely  destined  to  conquer  and  rule  the  world  at  last.)) 

The  pamphlets  and  essays  that  Carpenter  has  published  all'  deal 
with 

((theories  or  views  which  flow  .  .  .  perfectly  logically  from  the  central  idea  of  J To- 
wards Democracy)  .  .  .  (Towards  Democracy)  came  first,  as  a  Vision,  so  to  speak, 
and  a  revelation  —  as  a  great  body  of  feeling  and  intuition  which  I  had  to  put  into 
words  as  best  I  could.  It  carried  with  it  ...  all  sorts  of  assumptions  and  con- 
clusions. Afterwards  —  for  my  own  satisfaction  as  much  as  for  the  sake  of  others 
—  I  had  to  examine  and  define  these  assumptions  and  conclusions.)) 

And  so  he  wrote  (England's  Ideal,)  (Civilization,  Its  Cause  and  Cure,) 
(The  Art  of  Creation,)  (Love's  Coming-of-Age,)  (Angels'  Wings,) 
(The  Intermediate  Sex,)  (The  Drama  of  Love  and  Death,)  (The 
Healing  of  Nations,)  and  other  less  important  works;  they  are  either 
vigorous  statements  of  social  problems  —  problems  of  sex,  of  war,  of 
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industry,  —  or  suggestive  speculations  as  to  the  ultimate  meaning  of  life. 

After  the  (Bhagavat  Gita)  fell  into  his  hands,  he  became  intensely 
interested  in  the  thought  of  the  East,  and  in  1890  he  visited  Ceylon 
and  India,  coming  into  direct  touch  with  Hindu  teaching.  His  own 
experience  had  prepared  him  to  understand  the  Eastern  quest  for 
the  universal  consciousness.  The  existence  of  this  universal  con- 
sciousness, the  possibility  of  sharing  it,  form  the  basic  assumption  of 
(Towards  Democracy.)  There  are  (according  to  the  analysis  in  (The 
Art  of  Creation))  three  stages  or  degrees  of  consciousness.  There  is 
the  stage  of  simple  consciousness,  —  that  of  the  animal  or  of  primi- 
tive man  —  in  which  the  knower,  the  knowledge,  and  the  thing  known 
are  still  undifferentiated.  The  second  stage  is  that  in  which  human- 
ity at  present  is  —  the  self-consciousness  of  the  civilized  or  intellec- 
tual man.  It  is  marked  by  the  increasing  sense  of  individuality, 
which  springs  from  mental  progress.  The  sense  of  community  with 
Nature  fades  away.  The  subject  and  the  object  of  knowledge  drift 
further  apart;  the  importance  of  the  self  increases;  self-consciousness 
is  almost  a  disease.  When  the  illusion  of  separation  is  complete  and 
the  depths  of  pain  and  grief  have  been  sounded,  comes  the  third  stage 
—  mass  or  cosmic  consciousness.  The  object  is  suddenly  seen  and 
felt  to  be  one  with  the  self  —  «I  am  the  hounded  slave))  —  or  at  least 
the  subject  and  object  are  felt  to  be  parts  of  the  same  being.  Re- 
integration  takes  place.  The  often  puzzling  «I»  then,  in  (Towards 
Democracy,)  means,  says  Carpenter,  myself;  but  ((what  that  Self  is 
and  what  its  limits  may  be,  I  cannot  tell.  ...  If  I  have  said  (I, 
Nature,)  it  was  because  I  felt  (I,  Nature);  if  I  have  said  (I  am  equal 
with  the  lowest,)  it  was  because  I  could  not  express  what  I  felt  more 
directly  than  by  those  words.))  Sometimes  the  «I»  is  the  same  as 
Nature  — «I  am  the  ground));  sometimes  it  is  the  world-soul  —  Democ- 
racy —  becoming  articulate. 

And  what  is  ((Democracy))?  Not,  of  course,  a  definite  form  of 
social  organization.  ((Democracy  is  conceived  after  the  fashion  of  one 
of  the  Platonic  Ideas,))  as  one  of  Carpenter's  critics,  Mr.  Edward  Lewis, 
explains  it,  ((and  the  word  is  used  chiefly  in  a  mystical,  idealistic,  re- 
ligious sense.  It  is  the  mood  of  the  world-soul  which,  in  the  eternal 
process  of  self-utterance  and  self-realization,  creates,  fulfils,  and  de- 
stroys organized  forms,  and  remains  identical  and  equal  with  the  forms 
it  creates.))  It  is  the  body  within  the  body;  the  imago  (or  perfect 
insect)  that  is  being  formed  within  the  larva.  The  protective  sac  bursts 
in  time,  the  insect  is  liberated.  Something  of  this  sort  is  happening 
in  the  structure  of  our  society.  Carpenter  sees  the  wrong  and  evil, 
the  disease  and  suffering,  the  greed  and  selfishness,  —  the  larval 
covering.  But  underneath  he  sees,  «in  dim  prefigurement,  the  draft 
and  outline  of  a  new  creature,  the  forming  of  the  wings  of  man  be- 
neath the  outer  husk.)) 
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((Inevitable  in  time  for  man  and  all  creation  is  the  realization:  the 
husks  one  behind  another  keep  shelling  and  peeling  off.)) 

Carpenter  does  not  underrate  the  difficulty  of  breaking  through 
the  crust  of  the  old  order.  He  has  the  most  vivid  perception  of  the  ob- 
stacles: the  self-deceit  of  organized  society,  the  respectability,  the 
cowardice,  the  mutual  distrust,  the  alienation  from  nature,  and  all 
those  spiritually  stifling  ideas  of  ((exclusiveness,  and  of  being  in  the 
swim;  of  the  drivel  of  aristocratic  connections;  of  drawing  rooms 
and  levees  and  the  theory  of  animated  clothes  pegs  generally;  of  be- 
longing to  clubs  and  of  giving  pence  to  crossing-sweepers  without 
apparently  seeing  them;  ...  of  being  intellectual;  of  prancing  about 
and  talking  glibly  on  all  subjects  on  the  theory  of  setting  things  right 
—  and  leaving  others  to  do  the  dirty  work  of  the  world.))  Yet  in 
spite  of  it  all,  he  dreams  ((the  dream  of  the  soul's  slow  disentangle- 
ment.)) The  travail  of  the  soul  of  man  is  from  bondage  to  freedom. 
The  emphasis  is  on  inward  growth:  ((When  a  new  desire  has  declared 
itself  within  the  human  heart,  when  a  fresh  plexus  is  forming  among 
the  nerves,  then  the  revolutions  of  nations  are  already  decided.))  He 
is  inspired  by  a  fine  optimism  that  blinks  none  of  the  ugly  facts.  He 
can  see  all  the  hideousness  of  a  factory  city,  with  its  ((wriggling  poverty)); 
and  yet  in  a  little  ragged  boy's  begrimed,  wistful  face,  disengaging 
itself  from  the  background  of  dirt,  he  can  perceive  dormant  forces 
powerful  enough  to  shrivel  up  the  falsehood  of  a  gorged  and  satiated 
society. 

Mr.  Carpenter  is  not  constructive  —  he  does  not  point  out  de- 
finite remedies,  although  he  has  done  much  in  support  of  practical 
social  reforms.  Rather  is  he  the  prophet,  the  one  who,  seeing  the  vision 
himself,  opens  the  door  to  others.  Both  in  his  life  and  his  writings 
he  is  among  those  who  are  working  hardest  to  break  through  the  crust 
of  the  old  order,  to  make  the  dream  of  the  soul's  slow  disentanglement 
come  true.  • 
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EXCEPT  THE  LORD  BUILD  THE  HOUSE 

This  and  the  following  selections   are   from    (Towards  Democracy) 
in  the  United  States  by  Mitchell  Kennerley,  by  whose  permission  it  is  hen 

EXCEPT  the  Lord  build  the  house,  they  labor  in  vain  who  build  it. 
In  vain  millions   of  yards   of  calico  and  miles  of  lace-work 
turned  out  per  annum; 

In  vain  a  people  well  clad  in  machine-made  cloth  and  hosiery ; 
In  vain  a  flourishing  foreign  trade  and  loose  cash  enough  for  a  small 

war; 

In    vain    universal    congratulations    and    lectures    on    Political 

Economy; 

In  vain  the  steady  whirr  of  wheels  all  over  the  land,  and  men  and 
women  serving  stunted  and  pale  before  them,  as  natural  as  possible; 

Except  Love  build  the  house,  they  labor  in  vain  who  build  it. 

O  rich  and  powerful  of  the  earth! 

Behold,  your  riches  are  all  in  vain — you  are  poorer  than  the  poorest 
of  these  children ! 

Against  one  such  whom  you  have  wronged  your  armies,  your  police, 
and  all  the  laws  that  you  can  frame  shall  not  prevail. 

Your  palaces  of  splendor  are  reared  from  the  beginning  upon  a 
foundation  of  lies,  and  the  graves  that  you  have  dug  for  others  shall  be 
for  your  own  burial. 

The  word  is  gone  forth ! 

The  wealth,  the  power  that  you  have  coveted  crumble  from  your 
grasp  as  in  a  dream. 

You  have  thought  to  drive  armies  of  starving  slaves  to  win  idleness 
and  luxury  for  you, 

But  it  shall  be  as  a  dream:  they  shall  surely  elude  you. 

Behold,  your  armies  shall  vanish  away  —  even  while  the  word  is  on 
your  lips,  while  your  hand  of  command  is  lifted, 

Your  armies  shall  vanish  away  like  smoke,  they  shall  surely  elude 
you. 

In  Death  shall  they  vanish  away, 

(0  fragrance  wafted  through  the  still  night-air!) 

In  Death  shall  they  breathe  through  your  bonds  and  become  as  the 
impalpable  winds. 

Like  deserters  at  night  stealing  away  in  thousands  out  of  a  camp, 
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They  shall  pass  a  ghostly  army  to  the  other  side : 
Broken  and  worn  and  sick  —  a  ghostly  army  shall  they  pass  and 
vanish ; 

And  ye  shall  dream  that  they  are  gone. 

But  they  are  not  gone. 

For  with  the  morning  —  out  of  the  ground  — 

Out  of  their  mother  Earth  —  star-thick  —  and  ye  cannot  bind 
them  more  than  ye  can  bind  the  stars  — 

Out  of  the  heart  of  their  mother,  and  out  of  the  hearts  of  the 
asters  and  star-shaped  chrysanthemums, 

Arising  — 

Through  the  hollow  air  and  down  the  rustling  flowing  rivers, 

Over  the  meadows  with  the  feet  of  the  wind  whitening  the  grass, 

From  the  mystic  chambers  of  their  innumerable  homes  —  out  of 
the  mystic  doors  — 

Out  of  the  doors  of  Death  and  Birth  —  in  thousands  —  out  of  the 
doors  of  preparation, 

Full-equipped  hastening,  from  all  sides  swiftly  gathering, 

A  radiant  army  into  your  great  towns  pouring, 

Down  your  long  streets  striding,  they  shall  return, 

Spirits  of  awful  knowledge, 

(Clad  anew  with  fleshly  hands  and  feet,  through  sunlit  eyes  still 
glancing,) 

And  of  deep-gathered  silent  agelong  experience; 

Spirits  of  the  suffering  brotherhood  —  spirits  of  awful  authority  — 

Before  whom  materials  shrivel  and  the  accumulations  of  Custom 
are  blown  on  the  wind  like  chaff  — 

A  self-appointed  army  they  shall  return: 

Out  of  whom  the  word  of  transformation  — 

Whispered  on  many  a  half-awakened  winter  day  to  the  silent  earth 
alone  — 

Shall  be  spoken  aloud  as  with  a  trumpet  over  the  world  —  and  the 
world  shall  be  changed. 
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BRIEF  IS  PAIN 

SLOWLY,  out  of  all  life  unfolded,  the  supreme  joy; 
Over   all  storms,  above  the  clouds,  beyond   Night  and  the 
shadow  of  the  Earth, 

The  Sun  in  the  blue  aether  changeless  shining. 
Grief  passes,  sorrow  endures  for  a  moment; 

To  a  certain  stage  belonging  it  dogs  the  footsteps  of  the  individual ; 
Then  fading  and  passing  it  leaves  him  free,  a  new  creature,  trans- 
figured to  more  than  mortal. 

The  myriad  spindles  of  the  grass  reflecting  the  light,  the  long  and 
level  meadows  waving  to  the  breeze, 

The  faint  haze  of  summer,  blue  in  deep  shadows  of  the  foliage, 

The  toilers  toiling  in  the  fields,  the  bathers  to  the  water  descending 
or  standing  on  the  banks  in  the  sunlight, 

The  secret  that  lies  wrapt  in  the  summer  noon  and  the  slow  evolu- 
tion of  races, 

The  which  what  voice  can  utter,  what  words  avail  to  frame  it  ? 

Not  pleasure  alone  is  good,  but  pain  also;  not  joy  alone  but  sorrow; 

Freed  must  the  psyche  be  from  the  pupa,  and  pain  is  there  to  free  it. 

Throes  and  struggles  and  clenchings  of  teeth  —  but  pain  is  there  to 
free  it. 

Lo!  the  prison  walls  must  fall  —  even  though  the  prisoner  tremble. 

Long  the  strain,  sometimes  seeming  past  endurance  —  then  the 
dead  shell  gives  way,  and  a  new  landscape  discloses. 

Curtain  behind  curtain,  wall  behind  wall,  life  behind  life; 

Dying  here,  to  be  born  there,  passing  and  passing  and  passing, 

At  last  a  new  creature  behold,  transfigured  to  more  than  mortal! 

For  brief  after  all  is  pain,  but  joy,  ah !  joy  is  eternal, 
And  thin  the  veil  that  divides,  the  subtle  film  of  illusion, 
The  prison-wall  so  slight,  at  a  touch  it  parts  and  crumbles, 
And  opens  at  length  on  the  sunlit  world  and  the  winds  of  heaven. 
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'HAT  the  author  of  the  best  nonsense-writing  in  the  language 
should  have  been  a  professional  mathematician  and  logician,  is 
not  a  paradox  but  a  sequence.  A  gymnast  cannot  divert  us  by 
pretending  to  lose  his  balance  unless  perfectly  able  to  keep  his 
balance.  Actors  who  counterfeit  insanity  must  be  acutely  sane. 
Only  a  competent  classical  scholar  can  write  good  macaronics;  only 
a  good  poet  can  write  clever  doggerel.  The  only  ones  who  can  use 
slang  effectively  are  those  who  do  not  need  to  use  it  at  all.  Nor  is 
the  tone  and  temper  of  mind  evinced  by  these  dry  and  severe  studies 
out  of  keeping  with  the  airiest  play  of  fancy  or  the  maddest  fun. 
The  one  is  indeed  a  frequent  relief  from  the  other,  and  no  intellect- 
ual bent  is  related  in  the  least  to  any  special  temperament.  Extrava- 
gant drollery  can  be  mated  to  an  aptitude  for  geometry  or  a 
passion  for  analysis  as  well  as  to  a  love  of  pictures  or  of  horses. 

But  the  parentage  of  ( Alice  in  Wonderland >  and  its  fellows  is 
closer  to  their  creator's  intellectual  being  even  than  this.  A  very 
slight  glance  at  their  matter  and  mechanism  shows  that  they  are  the 
work  of  one  trained  to  use  words  with  the  finest  precision,  to  teach 
others  to  use  them  so,  to  criticize  keenly  any  inconsistency  or 
slovenliness  in  their  use,  and  to  mock  mercilessly  any  vagueness  or 
incoherence  in  thought  or  diction.  The  fantastic  framework  and 
inconsequent  scenes  of  these  wonder-stories  mask  from  the  popular 
view  the  qualities  which  give  them  their  superlative  rank  and  endur- 
ing charm. 

The  mere  machinery,  ingenious  and  amusing  as  it  is,  would  not 
entertain  beyond  a  single  reading;  it  can  be  and  has  often  been 
imitated,  along  with  the  incarnated  nursery  rhymes  and  old  saws. 
Yet  these  grotesque  chimeras,  under  Lewis  Carroll's  touch,  are  as 
living  to  us  as  any  characters  in  Dickens  or  the  <Ingoldsby  Legends,* 
and  even  more  so  to  the  elders  than  the  children.  Who  does  not 
know  and  delight  in  the  King  and  Queen  and  Knave  of  Hearts,  the 
elegant  White  Rabbit  and  the  conceited  and  monosyllabic  Caterpillar, 
the  Cheshire  Cat  and  the'  Mock-Turtle,  the  March  Hare  and  the 
Hatter  and  the  Dormouse;  or  the  chess  White  King  and  the  Queens 
and  the  White  Knight,  the  Walrus  and  the  Carpenter,  of  Looking- 
Glass  Land? 
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The  very  genesis  of  many  of  these  is  the  logical  analysis  of  a 
popular  comparison  into  sober  fact,  as  « grinning  like  a  Cheshire  cat,» 
«mad  as  a  hatter »  or  « March  hare,"  "sleeping  like  a  dormouse," 
etc. ;  and  a  large  part  of  their  wit  and  fun  consists  in  plays  on 
ambiguous  terms  in  current  use,  like  the  classic  "jam  every  other 
day,"  « French,  music,  and  washing,"  "The  name  of  the  song  is 

called "   or   in    parodies    on    familiar    verses    (or    on    the    spirit    of 

ballads  rather  than  the  wording,  as  in  <  Jabberwocky  > ),  or  in  heaps 
of  versified  non-sequiturs,  like  the  exquisite  "poem"  read  at  the  trial 
of  the  Knave  of  Hearts.  The  analyst  and  the  logician  is  as  patent 
in  'Alice*  as  in  the  class  lectures  the  author  gave  or  the  technical 
works  he  has  issued;  only  turning  his  criticism  and  his  reJuctiones 
ad  absurdum  into  bases  for  witty  fooling  instead  of  serious  lesso 
didactic  works.  Hence,  while  his  wonder-books  are  nominally  fin- 
children,  and  please  the  children  through  their  cheaper  and  com- 
moner qualities,  their  real  audience  is  the  most  cultivated  and  keen- 
minded  part  of  the  mature  world;  to  whom  indeed  he  speaks  almost 
exclusively  in  such  passages  as  the  Rabelaisian  satire  of  the  jury 
trial  in  <  Alice  in  Wonderland, J  or  the  mob  in  'Sylvie  and  Bruno } 
yelling  "Less  bread!  More  taxes!"  before  the  Lord  Chancellor's 
house,  or  the  infinitely  touching  pathos  of  the  Outlandish  Watch. 

( Alice  in  Wonderland )  appeared  in  1865;  it  received  universal 
admiration  at  once,  and  was  translated  into  many  languages.  By 
the  rarest  of  good  fortune,  it  was  illustrated  by  an  artist  (John  Ten- 
niel)  who  entered  into  its  spirit  so  thoroughly  that  the  characters 
in  popular  memory  are  as  much  identified  with  his  pictures  as  with 
Lewis  Carroll's  text,  and  no  other  representation  of  them  would  be 
endured.  ( Through  the  Looking-Glass }  followed  in  1871;  its  prose 
matter  was  almost  equal  to  that  of  its  predecessor,  —  the  chapter  of 
the  White  Knight  is  fully  equal  to  the  best  of  the  other,  —  and  its 
verse  is  superior.  Part  of  the  first  book  was  based  on  the  game  of 
cards;  the  whole  setting  of  the  second  is  based  on  chess  moves,  and 
Alice's  progress  to  queenship  along  the  board.  He  later  published 
several  books  of  humorous  prose  and  verse  ;  some  of  the  verse 
equal  to  the  best  of  his  two  best  books,  but  the  prose  generally 
spoiled  by  conscious  didacticism,  as  in  < Sylvie  and  Bruno,  *  which 
however  contains  some  of  his  happiest  nonsense  verse.  <  The  Hunt- 
ing of  the  Snark)  is  a  nonsense  tale  in  verse,  but  oddly  the  best 
things  in  it  are  his  prose  tags.  < Rhyme  and  Reason*  is  a  collection 
of  verse,  some  of  it  of  high  merit  in  its  kind :  <  The  Three  Voices  >  is 
spun  out  and  ill-ended,  but  has  some  passages  which  deserve  to  be 
classic. 

Lewis  Carroll  was  in  fact  the  Rev.  Charles  Lutwidge  Dodgson,  who 
'disliking   publicity)  lived    in    retirement    at    Oxford,   and    the    world 
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knew  little  of  him.  He  was  born  in  1833  an(^  received  his  degree 
in  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  with  high  honors  in  mathematics.  In 
1 86 1  he  took  orders  in  the  Church  of  England.  From  1855  to  1881 
he  was  mathematical  lecturer  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford.  He  pub- 
lished several  works  on  mathematics,  including  ( Euclid  and  His 
Modern  Rivals,  >  and  (Mathematica  Curiosa,*  a  very  valuable  work. 
<A  Tangled  Tale,*  ( Pillow  Problems,*  and  a  'Game  of  Logic  >  are 
scientific  and  humorous,  but  are  only  appreciated  by  experts  in 
mathematics  and  logic.  Delighted  with  <  Alice  in  Wonderland*  on 
its  appearance,  Queen  Victoria  asked  Mr.  Dodgson  for  his  other 
works ;  and  in  response  <(  Lewis  Carroll })  sent  her  his  ( Elementary 
Treatise  on  Determinants }  and  other  mathematical  works. 

His  death  occurred  in  Guilford,  Surrey,  January  17,  1898.  His  love 
for  children  was  a  marked  feature  of  his  character,  and  it  was  to  amuse 
the  children  of  Dean  Liddell  that  he  began  the  tale  which  developed 
into  the  delightful  child's  book  which  brought  him  fame. 


ALICE,    THE   PIG-BABY,    AND   THE    CHESHIRE    CAT 
From  ( Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland J 

<(  T  T  ERE  !  you  may  nurse  it  a  bit,  if  you  like ! w  said  the  Duchess 

11     to  Alice,  flinging  the  baby  at  her  as  she  spoke.     (<  I  must 

go  and  get   ready  to  play  croquet  with  the   Queen, )}  and 

she  hurried  out  of  the  room.     The  cook  threw  a  frying-pan  after 

her  as  she  went,  but  it  just  missed  her. 

Alice  caught  the  baby  with  some  difficulty,  as  it  was  a  queer- 
shaped  little  creature,  and  held  out  its  arms  and  legs  in  all 
directions, —  <(just  like  a  star-fish, }>  thought  Alice.  The  poor  little 
thing  was  snorting  like  a  steam-engine  when  she  caught  it,  and 
kept  doubling  itself  up  and  straightening  itself  out  again;  so 
that  altogether,  for  the  first  minute  or  two,  it  was  as  much  as 
she  could  do  to  hold  it. 

As  soon  as  she  had  made  out  the  proper  way  of  nursing  it, 
.(which  was  to  twist  it  up  into  a  sort  of  knot,  and  then  keep 
tight  hold  of  its  right  ear  and  left  foot,  so  as  to  prevent  its 
undoing  itself),  she  carried  it  out  into  the  open  air.  (<  If  I  don't 
take  this  child  away  with  me,"  thought  Alice,  <( they're  sure  to 
kill  it  in  a  day  or  two:  wouldn't  it  be  murder  to  leave  it 
behind  ?»  She  said  the  last  words  out  loud,  and  the  little  thing 
•grunted  in  reply  (it  had  left  off  sneezing  by  this  time).  <(  Don't 
grunt, w  said  Alice:  (< that's  not  at  all  the  proper  way  of  express- 
ing yourself. >J 
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The  baby  grunted  again,  and  Alice  looked  very  anxiously  into 
its  face  to  see  what  was  the  matter  with  it.  There  could  be  no 
doubt  that  it  had  a  very  turn-up  nose,  much  more  like  a  snout 
than  a  real  nose;  also  its  eyes  were  getting  extremely  small,  for 
a  baby:  altogether,  Alice  did  not  like  the  look  of  the  thing  at 
all^ — «but  perhaps  it  was  only  sobbing, "  she  thought,  and  looked 
into  its  eyes  again,  to  see  if  there  were  any  tears. 

No,  there  were  no  tears.  « If  you're  going  to  turn  into  a  pig, 
my  dear,"  said  Alice,  seriously,  « I'll  have  nothing  more  to  do 
with  you.  Mind  now!"  The  poor  little  thing  sobbed  again  (or 
grunted,  it  was  impossible  to  say  which),  and  they  went  on  for 
some  while  in  silence. 

Alice  was  just  beginning  to  think  to  herself,  "Now,  what  am 
I  to  do  with  this  creature  when  I  get  it  home  ?  "  when  it  grunted 
again,  so  violently  that  she  looked  down  into  its  face  in  some 
alarm.  This  time  there  could  be  no  mistake  about  it:  it  was 
neither  more  nor  less  than  a  pig,  and  she  felt  that  it  would  be 
quite  absurd  for  her  to  carry  it  any  further. 

So  she  set  the  little  creature  down,  and  felt  quite  relieved  to 
see  it  trot  away  quietly  into  the  wood.  (<  If  it  had  grown  up,  * 
she  said  to  herself,  <(it  would  have  been  a  dreadfully  ugly  child: 
but  it  makes  rather  a  handsome  pig,  I  think."  And  she  began 
thinking  over  other  children  she  knew,  who  might  do  very  well 
as  pigs,  and  was  just  saying  to  herself,  <(If  one  only  knew  the 
right  way  to  change  them  — "  when  she  was  a  little  startled  by 
seeing  the  Cheshire  Cat  sitting  on  a  bough  of  a  tree  a  few  yards 
off. 

The  Cat  only  grinned  when  it  saw  Alice.  It  looked  good- 
natured,  she  thought:  still  it  had  very  long  claws  and  a  great 
many  teeth,  so  she  felt  it  ought  to  be  treated  with  respect. 

(< Cheshire  Puss,"  she  began, —  rather  timidly,  as  she  did  not  at 
all  know  whether  it  would  like  the  name:  however,  it  only 
grinned  a  little  wider.  "Come,  it's  pleased  so  far,"  thought 
Alice,  and  she  went  on:  « Would  you  tell  me,  please,  which  way 
I  ought  to  walk  from  here  ? " 

(<  That  depends  a  good  deal  on  where  you  want  to  get  to,  " 
said  the  Cat. 

<(  I  don't  much  care  where  —  "  said  Alice. 

"Then  it  doesn't  matter  which  way  you  walk,"  said  the  Cat.' 
—  so  long  as  I  get  somewhere, "  Alice  added  as  an  explana- 
tion. 
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"Oh,  you're  sure  to  do  that,"  said  the  Cat,  (<  if  you  only  walk 
long-  enough. " 

Alice  felt  that  this  could  not  be  denied,  so  she  tried  another 
question.  <(  What  sort  of  people  live  about  here  ? " 

<(  In  that  direction, "  the  Cat  said,  waving  its  right  paw  round, 
"lives  a  Hatter;  and  in  that  direction,"  waving  the  other  paw, 
"lives  a  March  Hare.  Visit  either  you  like:  they're  both  mad." 

(<But  I  don't  want  to  go  among  mad  people,"  Alice  remarked. 

"Oh,  you  can't  help  that,"  said  the  Cat:  "we  are  all  mad 
here.  I'm  mad.  You're  mad." 

"  How  do  you  know  I'm  mad  ? "  said  Alice. 

"You  must  be,"  said  the  Cat,  ((or  you  wouldn't  have  come 
here. " 

Alice  didn't  think  that  proved  it  at  all;  however,  she  went  on, 
(<  And  how  do  you  know  that  you're  mad  ? " 

<(  To  begin  with,"  said  the  Cat,  "a  dog's  not  mad.  You  grant 
that  ? " 

"I  suppose  so,"  said  Alice. 

"  Well  then, "  the  Cat  went  on,  (<  you  see  a  dog  growls  when 
it's  angry,  and  wags  its  tail  when  it's  pleased.  Now  /  growl 
when  I'm  pleased,  and  wag  my  tail  when  I'm  angry.  Therefore 
I'm  mad." 

<(  /  call  it  purring,  not  growling,"  said  Alice. 

(<  Call  it  what  you  like,"  said  the  Cat.  <(  Do  you  play  croquet 
with  the  Queen  to-day  ?  " 

(<  I  should  like  it  very  much, "  said  Alice,  "  but  I  haven't  been 
invited  yet." 

"You'll  see  me  there,"  said  the  Cat,  and  vanished. 

Alice  was  not  much  surprised  at  this,  she  was  getting  so  well 
used  to  queer  things  happening.  While  she  was  still  looking  at 
the  place  where  it  had  been,  it  suddenly  appeared  again. 

<(  By-the-by,  what  became  of  the  baby?"  said  the  Cat.  "I'd 
nearly  forgotten  to  ask." 

(<  It  turned  into  a  pig, "  Alice  answered  very  quietly,  just  as  if 
the  Cat  had  come  back  in  a  natural  way. 

"  I  thought  it  would, "  said  the  Cat,   and  vanished  again. 

Alice  waited  a  little,  half  expecting  to  see  it  again,  but  it  did 
not  appear,  and  after  a  minute  or  two  she  walked  on  in  the 
direction  in  which  the  March  Hare  was -said  to  live.  "I've  seen 
hatters  before,"  she  said  to  herself:  "the  March  Hare  will  be 
much  the  most  interesting,  and  perhaps  as  this  is  May  it  won't 
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be  raving  mad  —  at  least  not  so  mad  as  it  was  in  March."  As 
she  said  this,  she  looked  up,  and  there  was  the  Cat  again,  sitting 
on  a  branch  of  a  tree. 

<(  Did  you  say  pig,  or  fig  ? "  said  the  Cat. 

<(  I    said   pig,"  replied  Alice;  (<  and    I  wish   you  wouldn't    ' 
appearing  and  vanishing  so  suddenly:  you  make  one  quite  gi> 

<(A11  right, "  said  the  Cat;  and  this  time  it  vanished  quite 
slowly,  beginning  with  the  end  of  the  tail  and  ending  with  the 
grin,  which  remained  some  time  after  the  rest  of  it  had  g< 

(<  Well !   I've  often  seen  a  cat  without  a  grin, "  thought  Alice ; 
(<but  a  grin  without   a   cat!  —  it's  the  most  curious  thing  I 
saw  in  all  my  life ! " 
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THE  MOCK-TURTLE'S   EDUCATION 
From  <  Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland  > 

HEN   we    were    little,  "   the   Mock-Turtle    went   on    at    •. 
more    calmly,    though    still    sobbing    a    little     now 
then,   «we  went  to  school  in  the  sea.     The  masu-: 
an  old  Turtle  —  we  used  to  call  him  Tortoise  —  " 

<(Why  did  you  call  him  Tortoise,  if  he  wasn't  one?"  Alice 
asked. 

(<We  called  him  Tortoise  because  he  taught  us,"  said  the 
Mock-Turtle  angrily  ;  «  really  you  are  very  dull  !  M 

<(You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  for  asking  such  a  sim- 
ple question,"  added  the  Gryphon;  and  then  they  both  sat  silent 
and  looked  at  poor  Alice,  who  felt  ready  to  sink  into  the  earth. 
At  last  the  Gryphon  said  to  the  Mock-Turtle,  «  Drive  on,  old  fel- 
low! Don't  be  all  day  about  it!"  and  he  went  on  in  these 
words  :  — 

«Yes,  we  went  to  school  in  the  sea,  though  you  mayn't 
believe  it  —  " 

(<I  never  said  I  didn't!  "  interrupted  Alice. 

«You  did,"  said  the  Mock-Turtle. 

«  Hold  your  tongue  !  "  added  the  Gryphon,  before  Alice  could 
speak  again.  The  Mock-Turtle  went  on. 

«We  had  the  best  of  educations  —  in  fact,  we  went  to  school 
every  day  —  " 

«  I've  been  to  a  day-school  too,"  said  Alice;  «you  needn't  be 
so  proud  as  all  that." 
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« With  extras  ? "  asked  the  Mock-Turtle  a  little  anxiously. 

<(  Yes, "  said  Alice,   ((  we  learned  French  and  music. " 

<(  And  washing  ? "  said  the  Mock-Turtle. 

(<  Certainly  not ! "  said  Alice  indignantly. 

(<Ah!  then  yours  wasn't  a  really  good  school,"  said  the  Mock- 
Turtle  in  a  tone  of  great  relief.  <(  Now  at  ours  they  had  at  the 
end  of  the  bill,  (  French,  music,  and  washing — extra. ))> 

(<You  couldn't  have  wanted  it  much,"  said  Alice;  <( living  at 
the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

« I  couldn't  afford  to  learn  it, "  said  the  Mock-Turtle  with  a 
sigh.  <(  I  only  took  the  regular  course. " 

«  What  was  that  ?  "  inquired  Alice. 

(<  Reeling  and  Writhing,  of  course,  to  begin  with, "  the  Mock- 
Turtle  replied;  <(and  then  the  different  branches  of  Arithmetic  — 
Ambition,  Distraction,  Uglification,  and  Derision." 

<(  I  never  heard  of  ( Uglification^  "  Alice  ventured  to  say. 
«  What  is  it  ?  » 

The  Gryphon  lifted  up  both  its  paws  in  surprise.  <(  Never 
heard  of  uglifying ! "  it  exclaimed.  (<  You  know  what  to  beautify 
is,  I  suppose  ? " 

"Yes,"  said  Alice,  doubtfully;  (( it  means  —  to  —  make  —  any- 
thing—  prettier." 

"Well  then,"  the  Gryphon  went  on,  <(  if  you  don't  know  what 
to  uglify  is,  you  are  a  simpleton." 

Alice  did  not  feel  encouraged  to  ask  any  more  questions  about 
it,  so  she  turned  to  the  Mock-Turtle  and  said,  <(What  else  had 
you  to  learn  ? " 

(( Well,  there  was  Mystery,"  the  Mock-Turtle  replied,  counting 
off  the  subjects  on  his  flappers, — (<  Mystery,  ancient  and  modern, 
with  Seaography;  then  Drawling  —  the  Drawling-master  was  an 
old  conger-eel,  that  used  to  come  once  a  week:  he  taught  us 
Drawling,  Stretching,  and  Fainting  in  Coils." 

«  What  was  that  like  ? "  said  Alice. 

"Well,  I  can't  show  it  you,  myself,"  the  Mock-Turtle  said: 
(<  I'm  too  stiff.  And  the  Gryphon  never  learnt  it." 

« Hadn't  time,"  said  the  Gryphon:  «  I  went  to  the  Classical 
master,  though.  He  was  an  old  crab,  he  was." 

<(  I  never  went  to  him,"  the  Mock-Turtle  said  with  a  sigh: 
"he  taught  Laughing  and  Grief,  they  used  to  say." 

"So  he  did,  so  he  did,"  said  the  Gryphon,  sighing  in  his 
turn,  and  both  creatures  hid  their  faces  in  their  paws. 
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<(  And  how  many  hours  a  day  did  you  do  lessons  ? "  said 
Alice,  in  a  hurry  to  change  the  subject. 

<(  Ten  hours  the  first  day,"  said  the  Mock-Turtle:  "nine  the 
next,  and  so  on." 

(<What  a  curious  plan!"  exclaimed  Alice. 

<( That's  the  reason  they're  called  lessons,"  the  Gryphon  re- 
marked :  <(  because  they  lessen  from  day  to  day. " 

This  was  quite  a  new  idea  to  Alice,  and  she  thought  it  over 
a  little  before  she  made  her  next  remark.  (<Then  the  eleventh 
day  must  have  been  a  holiday  ? " 

<(Of  course  it  was,"  said  the  Mock-Turtle. 

<(  And  how  did  you  manage  on  the  twelfth  ? "  Alice  went  on 
eagerly. 

«  That's  enough  about  lessons,"  the  Gryphon  interrupted  in  a 
very  decided  tone. 


T 


A  CLEAR  STATEMENT 
From  <  Alice  in  Wonderland  > 

HEY  told  me  you  had  been  to  her, 
And  mentioned  me  to  him: 

She  gave  me  a  good  character, 
But  said  I  could  not  swim. 


He  sent  them  word  I  had  not  gone 
(We  know  it  to  be  true); 

If  she  should  push  the  matter  on, 
What  would  become  of  you  ? 

I  gave  her  one,  they  gave  him  two, 
You  gave  us  three  or  more; 

They  all  returned  from  him  to  you, 
Though  they  were  mine  before. 

If  I  or  she  should  chance  to  be 

Involved  in  this  affair, 
He  trusts  to  you  to  set  them  free, 

Exactly  as  we  were. 

My  notion  was  that  you  had  been 

(Before  she  had  this  fit) 
An  obstacle  that  came  between 

Him,  and  ourselves,  and  it. 
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Don't  let  him  know  she  liked  them  best, 

For  this  must  ever  be 
A  secret,  kept  from  all  the  rest, 

Between  yourself  and  me. 


THE  WALRUS   AND   THE   CARPENTER 
From  <  Through  the  Looking-Glass  > 

THE  sun  was  shining  on  the  sea, 
Shining  with  all  his  might: 
He  did  his  very  best  to  make 

The  billows  smooth  and  bright 
And  this  was  odd,  because  it  was 
The  middle  of  the  night. 

The  moon  was  shining  sulkily, 
Because  she  thought  the  sun 

Had  got  no  business  to  be  there 
After  the  day  was  done  — 

<(It's  very  rude  of  him,"  she  said, 
<(  To  come  and  spoil  the  fun ! " 

The  sea  was  wet  as  wet  could  be, 
The  sands  were  dry  as  dry. 

You  could  not  see  a  cloud,  because 
No  cloud  was  in  the  sky. 

No  birds  were  flying  overhead  — 
There  were  no  birds  to  fly. 

The  Walrus  and  the  Carpenter 
Were  walking  close  at  hand; 

They  wept  like  anything  to  see 
Such  quantities  of  sand: 

<(If  this  were  only  cleared  away," 
They  said,  <(it  would  be  grand!" 

<(  If  seven  maids  with  seven  mops 
Swept  it  for  half  a  year, 

Do  you  suppose,"  the  Walrus  said, 
"That  they  could  get  it  clear?" 

<(I  doubt  it,?  said  the  Carpenter, 
And  shed  a  bitter  tear. 

<(  O  Oysters,  come  and  walk  with 
The  Walrus  did  beseech. 
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<(A  pleasant  walk,  a  pleasant  talk, 

Along  the  briny  beach: 
We  cannot  do  with  more  than  four, 

To  give  a  hand  to  each." 

The  eldest  Oyster  looked  at  him, 

But  never  a  word  he  said: 
The  eldest  Oyster  winked  his  eye, 

And  shook  his  heavy  head  — 
Meaning  to  say  he  did  not  choose 

To  leave  the  oyster-bed. 

But  four  young  Oysters  hurried  up, 

All  eager  for  the  treat: 
Their  coats  were  brushed,  their  faces  washed, 

Their  shoes  were  clean  and  neat  — 
And  this  was  odd,  because,  you  know, 

They  hadn't  any  feet. 

Four  other  Oysters  followed  them, 

And  yet  another  four; 
And  thick  and  fast  they  came  at  last, 

And  more,  and  more,  and  more  — 
All  hopping  through  the  frothy  waves, 

And  scrambling  to  the  shore. 

The  Walrus  and  the  Carpenter 

Walked  on  a  mile  or  so, 
And  then  they  rested  on  a  rock 

Conveniently  low: 
And  all  the  little  Oysters  stood 
And  waited  in  a  row. 

<(The  time  has  come,"  the  Walrus  said, 

(<  To  talk  of  many  things : 
Of  shoes  —  and  ships  —  and  sealing  wax  — 

Of  cabbages  —  and  kings  — 
And  why  the  sea  is  boiling  hot  — 
And  whether  pigs  have  wings. » 

«But  wait  a  bit,»  the  Oysters  cried, 

(<  Before  we  have  our  chat; 
For  some  of  us  are  out  of  breath, 

And  all  of  us  are  fat!" 
«No  hurry!"  said  the  Carpenter. 

They  thanked  him  much  for  that. 
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«A  loaf  of  bread, »  the  Walrus  said, 
<(  Is  what  we  chiefly  need : 

Pepper  and  vinegar  beside 
Are  very  good  indeed  — 

Now  if  you're  ready,   Oysters  dear, 
We  can  begin  to  feed." 

<(But  not  on  us/*  the  Oysters  cried, 

Turning  a  little  blue. 
«  After  such  kindness,  that  would  be 

A  dismal  thing  to  do ! " 
«The  night  is  fine,"  the  Walrus  said: 

<(  Do  you  admire  the  view  ? " 

<{It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  come! 

And  you  are  very  nice ! " 
The  Carpenter  said  nothing  but 

(<  Cut  us  another  slice : 
I  wish  you  were  not  quite  so  deaf — 

I've  had  to  ask  you  twice ! " 

<(It  seems  a  shame,"  the  Walrus  said, 
(<  To  play  them  such  a  trick, 

After  we've  brought  them  out  so  far, 
And  made  them  trot  so  quick!" 

The  Carpenter  said  nothing  but  — 
(<The  butter's  spread  too  thick!" 

<(I  weep  for  you,"  the  Walrus  said; 

<(I  deeply  sympathize." 
With  sobs  and  tears  he  sorted  out 

Those  of  the  largest  size, 
Holding  his  pocket-handkerchief 

Before  his  streaming  eyes. 

(<  O  Oysters, "  said  the  Carpenter, 
(< You've  had  a  pleasant  run! 

Shall  we  be  trotting  home  again  ?* 
But  answer  came  there  none  — 

And  this  was  scarcely  odd,  because 
They'd  eaten  every  one. 
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THE   BAKER'S  TALE 
From  <The  Hunting  of  the  Snark> 


T 


HEY  roused  him  with  muffins — they  roused  him  with  ice- 

They  roused  him  with  mustard  and  cress  — 
They  roused  him  with  jam  and  judicious  advice  — 
They  set  him  conundrums  to  guess. 


When  at  length  he  sat  up  and  was  able  to  speak, 

His  sad  story  he  offered  to  tell; 
And  the  Bellman  cried  <(  Silence !     Not  even  a  shriek ! w 

And  excitedly  tingled  his  bell. 

There  was  silence  supreme!    Not  a  shriek,  not  a  scream, 

Scarcely  even  a  howl  or  a  groan, 
As  the  man  they  called  "Ho!"  told  his  story  of  woe 

In  an  antediluvian  tone. 

«My  father  and  mother  were  honest,  though  poor  — » 
<(  Skip  all  that ! >J  cried  the  Bellman  in  haste. 

(<If  it  once  becomes  dark,  there's  no  chance  of  a  Snark  — 
We  have  hardly  a  minute  to  waste  !* 

<(I  skip  forty  years, w  said  the  Baker,  in  tears, 

<(And  proceed  without  further  remark 
To  the  day  when  you  took  me  aboard  of  your  ship 

To  help  you  in  hunting  the  Snark. 

<(A  dear  uncle  of  mine  (after  whom  I  was  named) 
Remarked  when  I  bade  him  farewell  —  ° 

<(Oh,  skip  your  dear  uncle !»  the  Bellman  exclaimed, 
As  he  angrily  tingled  his  bell. 

(<He  remarked  to  me  then, »  said  that  mildest  of  men, — 
<<(If  your  Snark  be  a  Snark  that  is  right, 

Fetch  it  home  by  all  means  —  you  may  serve  it  with  greens, 
And  it's  handy  for  striking  a  light. 

<(  < You  may  seek  it  with  thimbles  —  and  seek  it  with  care ; 

You  may  hunt  it  with  forks  and  hope; 
You  may  threaten  its  life  with  a  railway  share; 

You  may  charm  it  with  smiles  and  soap  —  >*> 

(« That's  exactly  the  method, »  the  Bellman  bold 

In  a  hasty  parenthesis  cried:  — 
«  That's  exactly  the  way  I  have  always  been  told 

That  the  capture  of  Snarks  should  be  tried !») 
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<<(But  oh,  beamish  nephew!   beware  of  the  day 

If  your  Snark  be  a  Boojurn !     For  then 
You  will  softly  and  suddenly  vanish  away, 

And  never  be  met  with  again  P 

<(It  is  this,  it  is  this,  that  oppresses  my  soul 

When  I  think  of  my  uncle's  last  words; 
And  my  heart  is  like  nothing  so  much  as  a  bowl 

Brimming  over  with  quivering  curds! 

«It  is  this,  it  is  this"  —  «We  have  had  that  before!" 

The  Bellman  indignantly  said. 
And  the  Baker  replied :    <(  Let  me  say  it  once  more ; 

It  is  this,  it  is  this  that  I  dread! 

<(I  engage  with  the  Snark  —  every  night  after  dark—- 

In  a  dreamy  delirious  fight; 
I  serve  it  with  greens  in  those  shadowy  scenes, 

And  I  use  it  for  striking  a  light: 

wBut  if  ever  I  meet  with  a  Boojum,  that  day, 

In  a  moment  (of  this  I  am  sure), 
I  shall  softly  and  silently  vanish  away  — 

And  the  notion  I  cannot  endure !» 


Y 


YOU  ARE   OLD,    FATHER  WILLIAM 
From   <  Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland  > 

ou  are  old,   Father  William, "  the  young  man  said, 
<(  And  your  hair  has  become  very  white ; 

And  yet  you  incessantly  stand  on  your  head  — 
Do  you  think,   at  your  age,  it  is  right?" 


<(In  my  youth,"  Father  William  replied  to  his  son, 

<(I  feared  it  might  injure  the  brain; 
But  now  that  I'm  perfectly  sure  I  have  none, 

Why,  I  do  it  again  and  again. " 

<(You  are  old,"  said  the  youth,  (<as  I  mentioned  before, 

And  have  grown  most  uncommonly  fat; 
Yet  you  turned  a  back-somersault  in  at  the  door — 

Pray  what  is  the  reason  of  that?" 

«In  my  youth,"  said  the  sage,  as  he  shook  his  gray  locks, 
(<  I  kept  all  my  limbs  very  supple 
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By  the  use  of  this  ointment  —  one  shilling  the  box  — 
Allow  me  to  sell  you  a  couple.  " 

«You  are  old,"  said  the  youth,  (<  and  your  jaws  are  too  weak 

For  anything  tougher  than  suet; 
Yet  you  finished  the  goose,  with  the  bones  and  the  beak: 

Pray,  how  did  you  manage  to  do  it?*. 

:(  In  my  youth,  "  said  his  father,  <(  I  took  to  the  law, 

And  argued  each  case  with  my  wife; 
And  the  muscular  strength  which  it  gave  to  my  jaw, 

Has  lasted  the  rest  of  my  life." 


are  old,"  said  the  youth;  <(one  would  hardly  suppose 
That  your  eye  was  as  steady  as  ever: 
Yet  you  balanced  an  eel  on  the  end  of  your  nose  — 
What  made  you  so  awfully  clever  ?  " 

«I  have  answered  three  questions,  and  that  is  enough," 

Said  his  father  ;  (<  don't  give  yourself  airs  ! 
Do  you  think  I  can  listen  all  day  to  such  stuff? 

Be  off,  or  I'll  kick  you  down-stairs!" 
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CASANOVA 
(JEAN   JACQUES   CASANOVA   DE   SE1NGALT) 

(1725-1803) 

HE  unique  figure  of  Casanova  stands  out  as  a  type  of  all  that 
was  most  vicious  and  most  brilliant  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury. The  pre-revolutionary  philosophies,  filtering  through 
society,  were  weakening  religious  restraints  and  producing  a  hypo- 
critical conformity  to  tradition  and  a  new  uncertainty  which  inclined 
people  to  present  enjoyment  and  epicureanism.  But  even  the  court 
aristocracy,  to  whom  self-indulgence  was  the  rule  of  life,  were 
astounded  at  the  unrestraint  of  Casanova's  pleasure-seeking.  He  pro- 
fessed himself  a  Christian,  but  during  all  his  vicious  career  was 
never  influenced  by  a  conscientious  scruple.  In  a  period  when  social 
graces  were  extolled  above  all  others,  when  conversation  was  culti- 
vated as  a  fine  art,  and  when  the  salon  was  perhaps  the  greatest 
power  in  France,  he  was  pre-eminent  for  talent  and  charm.  His 
physical  beauty  fascinated  both  men  and  women;  his  fearlessness, 
often  running  into  a  mad  bravado  which  lost  no  chance  to  fight, 
won  him  the  respect  of  men.  He  could  be  witty  in  many  tongues; 
he  was  an  adept  in  fashionable  fads  of  the  day;  was  supposed  to 
have  a  gift  for  mesmerism,  and  to  be  something  of  a  sorcerer. 

He  could  adapt  himself  to  any  society,  appearing  both  as  the  idol 
of  European  courts  and  a  boon  companion  in  low  taverns.  He  had 
countless  duels  and  love  affairs,  and  concluded  one  after  another 
with  the  same  cynical  heartlessness :  always  a  gay  soldier  of  fortune, 
experimenting  with  his  various  talents;  now  a  diplomat,  now  an 
abbe  or  popular  preacher,  and  now  a  writer  of  political  essays. 

When  Casanova's  father,  a  man  of  gentle  birth,  became  an  actor 
and  married  a  pretty  actress,  Zanetta  Farusi,  the  daughter  of  an 
Italian  shoemaker,  he  hopelessly  alienated  his  family.  Jean-Jacques, 
their  first  child,  was  born  in  Venice,  and  during  their  professional 
travels  was  left  there  with  his  grandmother.  Her  earnest  desire  was 
to  educate  the  beautiful  and  precocious  child;  and  she  economized 
from  her  scanty  means  until  she  was  able  to  send  him  to  the  Semi- 
nary of  Saint  Cyprian  in  Venice.  He  passed  his  entrance  examina- 
tions, and  studied  there  for  a  time,  exhibiting  unusual,  ability.  Then 
at  sixteen  he  was  expelled  for  a  disgraceful  intrigue,  which  would 
have  consigned  him  to  prison  but  for  his  mother,  whose  influence 
secured  him  the  protection  of  Cardinal  Acquaviva  and  a  position  in 
his  household,  which  the  boy  soon  resigned  for  a  gayer  life. 
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After  this  came  a  long  series  of  adventurous  years,  during  which 
he  visited  Rome,  Naples,  Constantinople,  and  other  places,  and  was 
admitted  to  many  orders  of  chivalry.  During  these  wanderings  he 
became  acquainted  with  Rousseau  and  Voltaire;  visited  the  court  of 
Frederick  the  Great;  went  to  Russia,  where  he  was  smiled  upon  by 
the  Empress  Catharine  II.  At  Versailles,  where  he  was  a  familiar 
figure,  Louis  XV.  honored  him  with  a  personal  interview:  But  even 
in  a  society  disposed  to  be  lenient  to  any  one  who  was  amusing, 
Casanova  incurred  disgrace.  After  becoming  notorious  over  Europe 
as  a  trickster  at  cards,  and  for  his  dissipations,  he  returned  to  Ven- 
ice in  1755. 

There  he  was  as  gay  and  as  dissolute  as  ever,  but  in  his  inter- 
vals of  spare  time  he  wrote  a  refutation  of  a  work  by  Amelot  de  la 
Houssaye  upon  the  condition  of  the  Republic.  He  had  hoped  it 
would  reinstate  him  in  public  opinion,  but  it  failed  to  do  so,  and 
before  long  he  was  denounced  to  the  government  as  a  spy  and 
thrown  into  prison.  In  the  <Recit  de  sa  Captivite  )  (1788)  he  himself 
has  told  the  dramatic  story  of  his  confinement  in  the  garret  of  a 
ducal  palace,  and  of  his  wonderful  escape.  The  hot  Italian  sun  beat- 
ing down  on  the  leaden  roof  added  to  his  discomfort,  and  he  was  too 
daring  and  too  ingenious  to  suffer  long  in  patience.  With  the  aid  of 
an  iron  bolt  which  he  had  sharpened,  he  bored  a  hole  through  the 
wall  of  his  cell  and  gained  access  to  another  prisoner,  Father  Balbi. 
For  a  long  time  they  plotted  together,  and  at  last  after  many  ef- 
forts and  dangers  they  extricated  themselves  by  way  of  the  roofs. 

This  feat  added  greatly  to  his  fame.  He  was  feted  and  courted 
everywhere,  and  his  extravagances  set  the  fashions  for  years.  But  in 
spite  of  the  admiration  he  excited,  he  was  too  dangerous  a  citizen  to 
be  allowed  long  in  a  place.  He  was  expelled  from  Varsovia  in  con- 
sequence of  a  duel.  Then  Paris,  and  later  Madrid,  drove  him  away. 

His  life  of  excesses  had  broken  his  health,  when  in  1782  he 
attached  himself  to  the  Count  of  Waldstein,  a  German  prince  whom 
he  followed  into  Bohemia.  Soon  after,  he  began  the  famous  <  Mem- 
oires,*  his  chief  literary  achievement.  He  wrote  several  historical 
works,  a  translation  in  verse  of  the  Iliad,  and  many  political  sketches. 
Others  of  his  writings,  such  as  <  Eighty  Years  Spent  among  the  In- 
habitants of  the  Interior  of  the  Globed  show  him  possessed  of  a 
lively  imagination.  But  he  evinced  especial  zest  in  the  preparation 
of  the  <Memoires.)  In  a  style  as  audacious  as  his  life,  strong  and 
sparkling  with,  wit,  he  told  the  strange  story  of  his  career.  He  re* 
fleets  the  social  habits  of  his  time,  the  contemporary  point  of  view. 

He  lived  on  in  Bohemia  until  he  was  seventy-eight,  and  then  he 
died  at  Dux,  retaining  to  the  end  what  Janin  terms  «his  marvelous 
instinct  for  vice  and  corruption. » 
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CASANOVA'S   ESCAPE   FROM   THE  DUCAL  PALACE 
From  <The  Escapes  of  Casanova  and  Latude  from  Prison  > 

THE  greatest  comfort  to  a  man  in  suffering  is  the  hope  of  a 
speedy  release.  He  sighs  for  the  moment  when  he  shall 
see  the  end  of  his  woes;  he  fancies  that  his  wishes  can 
hasten  it  on,  and  would  do  anything  on  earth  to  know  what  hour 
is  fixed  for  the  cessation  of  his  misery:  but  no  one  can  tell  at 
what  moment  an  event  will  happen  which  depends  on  the  deter- 
mination of  another,  unless  that  person  has  announced  it.  But 
the  sufferer,  who  is  weak  and  impatient,  is  predisposed  to  be 
superstitious.  "God,®  says  he,  "must  know  the  very  moment 
when  my  pain  will  cease;  and  God  may  permit  that  it  should 
be  revealed  to  me,  never  mind  how.})  When  he  has  once  fallen 
into  this  train  of  argument,  he  no  longer  hesitates  to  try  his 
fortune  by  any  means  his  fancy  may  dictate,  if  he  is  more  or 
less  inclined  to  believe  in  the  revelations  of  the  oracle  he  hap- 
pens to  select.  This  frame  of  mind  is  not  conspicuously  unlike 
that  of  the  greater  number  of  those  who  were  wont  to  consult 
the  Pythia,  or  the  oaks  of  Dodona,  or  of  those  who,  even  in  our 
own  day,  study  the  Cabbala,  or  seek  the  revelation  they  hope  for 
in  a  verse  of  the  Bible  or  a  line  of  Virgil ;  —  this  indeed  has  made 
the  Sortes  Virgiliancz  famous,  of  which  many  writers  tell  us;  or 
finally,  of  those  who  are  firmly  convinced  that  their  difficulties 
will  all  be  solved  by  the  fortuitous  or  premeditated  arrangement 
of  a  mere  pack  of  cards. 

I  was  in  this  state  of  mind.  But  not  knowing  what  means  to 
employ  to  compel  Fate  to  reveal  through  the  Bible  the  end  in 
store  for  me  —  that  is  to  say,  the  hour  at  which  I  should  recover 
the  incomparable  blessing  of  liberty  —  I  resolved  to  consult  the 
divine  poem  of  Messer  Ludovico  Ariosto,  (  Orlando  Furioso,*  which 
I  knew  by  heart,  and  in  which  I  delighted  up  in  my  cell.  I  wor- 
shiped the  genius  of  that  great  poet,  and  thought  him  far  better 
fitted  than  Virgil  to  tell  my  fortune.  With  this  idea  I  wrote 
down  a  question  addressed  to  the  imaginary  intelligence,  asking 
in  which  canto  of  Ariosto' s  poem  I  should  find  the  day  of  my 
deliverance  prophesied.  Afterwards  I  composed  an  inverted  pyra- 
mid of  the  numbers  derived  from  the  words  in  the  question,  and 
by  subtracting  nine  from  each  pair  of  figures  I  had  nine  for  a  re- 
mainder. I  concluded  that  the  prophecy  I  sought  must  be  in  the 
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ninth  canto.  I  pursued  the  same  method  to  arrive  at  the  line 
and  stanza  containing  the  oracle,  and  I  found  seven  as  the  num- 
ber of  the  stanza,  and  one  for  the  line. 

I  took  up  the  poem,  my  heart  beating  as  though  I  really  had 
the  most  entire  confidence  in  this  oracle.  I  opened  it,  turned 
over  the  leaves,  and  read  these  words;  — 

«Fra  il  fin  d'Ottobre  e  il  capo  di  Novembre." 

The  perfect  appropriateness  of  the  line  struck  me  as  so  remark- 
able that,  though  I  cannot  say  that  I  altogether  believed  in  the 
oracle,  the  reader  will  forgive  me  if  I  confess  I  did  my  utmost 
to  verify  it.  The  curious  part  of  the  matter  is,  that  between 
the  last  of  October  and  the  beginning  of  November  there  is  but 
the  one  instant  of  midnight;  and  it  was  exactly  as  the  clock 
struck  midnight  on  the  3ist  of  October  that  I  quitted  my  prison, 
as  the  reader  will  presently  learn.  .  .  . 

The  hour  strikes.     Hark!  the  angel! 

Soradaci  was  about  to  fall  on  his  face,  but  I  assured  him  that 
this  was  superfluous.  In  three  minutes  the  hole  was  pierced 
through;  the  board  fell  at  my  feet,  and  Father  Balbi  slid  into 
my  arms. 

(<Your  task  is  done,"  said  I,   ((  and  now  mine  begins.  * 

We  embraced,  and  he  gave  me  my  crowbar  and  a  pair  of 
scissors.  I  desired  Soradaci  to  trim  our  beards,  but  I  could  not 
help  laughing  as  I  saw  the  creature,  open-mouthed,  staring  at 
this  strange  angel,  who  looked  more  like  a  demon.  Though 
utterly  bewildered,  he  cut  our  beards  to  perfection. 

Being  impatient  to  survey  the  locality,  I  desired  the  monk  to 
remain  with  Soradaci,  for  I  would  not  leave  him  alone,  and  I 
went  out.  I  found  the  hole  rather  narrow;  however,  I  got 
through.  I  got  above  the  cell  in  which  the  Count  lay;  I  went 
down  and  cordially  embraced  the  venerable  gentleman.  I  saw  a 
man  of  a  figure  ill  suited  to  surmount  the  difficulties  of  such  an 
escape  over  a  steep  roof  covered  with  sheet  lead.  He  asked  me 
what  my  plan  was,  and  told  me  that  he  thought  I  had  been 
rather  heedless  in  my  action. 

<(I  only  want  to  go  on,"  said  I,  « step  by  step  to  liberty  or 
death." 

(<If  you  imagine,"  said  he,  (<  that  you  can  pierce  the  roof  and 
find  a  way  along  the  leads, —  from  which,  too,  you  must  get 
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down, —  I  do  not  see  how  you  can  possibly  succeed  unless  you 
have  wings.  I  have  not  courage  enough  to  accompany  you.  I 
shall  stay  where  I  -am  and  pray  to  God  for  you." 

I  left  him  to  inspect  the  outer  roof,  getting  as  close  as  I 
could  to  the  outer  side  of  the  loft.  Having  succeeded  in  touch- 
ing the  inside  of  the  rafters  at  the  part  where  it  was  lowest,  I 
perched  myself  on  a  beam,  such  as  are  to  be  found  under  the 
roof  of  every  large  palace.  I  poked  at  the  rafters  with  the  end 
of  my  bar,  and  to  my  joy  found  them  half-rotten;  at  each  touch 
the  wood  fell  in  dust.  Being  sure,  therefore,  that  I  could  make 
a  large  enough  opening  in  less  than  an  hour,  I  returned  to  my 
cell  and  spent  the  next  four  hours  in  cutting  up  sheets,  counter- 
panes, and  mattress  covers,  to  make  ropes  of.  I  took  care  to  tie 
all  the  knots  myself,  to  be  sure  of  their  firmness,  for  a  single 
knot  badly  tied  would  have  cost  us  our  life.  When  all  was  done 
I  found  we  had  about  a  hundred  yards  of  rope.  There  are  cer- 
tain things  in  every  great  enterprise  which  are  of  the  highest 
importance,  and  for  which  a  leader  worthy  of  the  name  trusts 
no  one. 

When  the  rope  was  finished,  I  made  a  bundle  of  my  coat,  my 
silk  cloak,  some  shirts,  stockings,  and  handkerchiefs,  and  we  all 
three  went  into  the  Count's  cell.  This  worthy  man  first  con- 
gratulated Soradaci  on  having  been  so  lucky  as  to  be.  put  in  the 
same  room  with  me,  and  being  so  soon  enabled  to  recover  his 
freedom.  The  man's  stupid  amazement  almost  made  me  laugh. 
I  no  longer  attempted  any  concealment,  for  I  had  thrown  off  the 
mask  of  Tartuffe,  which  I  had  found  most  inconvenient  while 
this  villain  had  compelled  me  to  wear  it.  I  saw  that  he  was 
convinced  I  had  deceived  him,  but  he  could  not  understand  how; 
for  he  could  not  imagine  how  I  had  communicated  with  the 
sham  angel  so  as  to  make  him  come  and  go  at  fixed  hours.  He 
was  listening  eagerly  to  the  Count,  who  declared  we  were  rush- 
ing on  our  fate;  and,  coward  that  he  was,  he  was  revolving  in 
his  mind  a  scheme  for  avoiding  the  perilous  attempt.  I  told  the 
monk  to  collect  his  things  while  I  went  to  make  the  hole  in  the 
roof  of  the  loft. 

At  two  hours  after  sunset  the  hole  was  finished;  I  had 
worked  the  rafters  to  powder,  and  the  opening  was  twice  as 
large  as  was  needful.  I  could  touch  the  sheet  of  lead  outside. 
I  could  not  raise  it  single-handed,  because  it  was  riveted;  the 
friar  helped  me,  and  by  pushing  the  crowbar  between  the  gutter 
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and  the  sheet  of  lead  I  detached  it;  then  raising  it  on  our  shouj. 
ders,  we  bent  it  up  high  enough  to  allow  of  our  squeezing 
through  the  opening.  Putting  my  head  out  to  reconnoitre,  : 
saw  with  dismay  how  bright  the  moon  was,  now  in  the  first 
quarter.  It  was  a  check  which  we  must  endure  with  patience, 
and  wait  till  midnight  to  escape,  when  the  moon  would  have 
gone  to  light  up  the  Antipodes.  On  such  a  glorious  night  all 
Venice  would  be  out  on  the  Piazza  below,  and  we  dared  not 
venture  out  on  the  roof;  our  shadows  cast  on  the  ground  would 
have  attracted  attention;  our  extraordinary  appearance  up  there 
would  excite  general  curiosity,  and  above  all,  that  of  Messer 
Grande  and  his  spies,  the  sole  guards  of  Venice.  Our  fine 
scheme  would  soon  have  been  disturbed  by  their  odious  interfer- 
ence. I  therefore  decided  positively  that  we  were  not  to  creep 
out  till  the  moon  had  set.  .  .  . 

It  was  time  to  be  off.  The  moon  had  set.  I  hung  half  the 
rope  round  Balbi's  neck  on  one  side  and  his  bundle  of  clothes  on 
the  other  shoulder.  I  did  the  same  for  myself;  and  both,  in  our 
waistcoats  with  our  hats  on,  went  to  the  opening  in  the  roof. 

"And  issuing  forth  we  then  beheld  the  stars.*  —  DANTE. 

I  crept  out  first;  Balbi  followed  me.  Soradaci,  who  had 
accompanied  us  to  the  roof,  was  ordered  to  pull  the  sheet  of 
lead  down  again  and  then  to  go  and  pray  to  his  saint.  Crawling 
on  my  knees  on  all  fours,  I  clutched  my  crowbar  firmly,  and 
stretching  as  far  as  I  could,  I  slipped  it  obliquely  between  the 
points  of  the  sheets;  then,  grasping  the  end  of  the  sheet  I  had 
turned  up,  I  dragged  myself  up  to  the  ridge  of  the  roof.  The 
friar,  to  follow  me,  inserted  the  fingers  of  his  right  hand  into 
the  belt  of  my  breeches.  Thus  I  had  the  double  task  of  a 
beast  which  drags  and  carries  both  at  once,  and  that  on  a  steep 
roof,  made  slippery  by  a  dense  fog.  Half-way  up  this  dreadful 
climb,  Balbi  bid  me  stop,  for  one  of  his  parcels  had  fallen,  and 
he  hoped  it  might  not  have  gone  further  than  the  gutter.  My 
first  impulse  was  to  give  him  a  kick  and  send  him  after  his 
bundle;  but  God  be  praised,  I  had  enough  self-command  not  to 
do  this,  for  the  punishment  would  have  been  too  severe  for  both 
of  us,  since  I  alone  could  never  have  escaped.  I  asked  him 
whether  it  was  the  packet  of  ropes,  but  as  he  replied  that  it  was 
only  his  bundle,  in  which  he  had  a  manuscript  he  had  found  in 
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the  loft,  and  which  he  had  hoped  would  make  his  fortune,  I  told 
him  he  must  take  patience;  for  that  a  step  backwards  would  be 
fatal.  The  poor  monk  sighed,  and  clinging  still  to  my  waist- 
band, we  climbed  on  again. 

After  having  got  over  fifteen  or  sixteen  sheets  of  lead  with 
immense  difficulty,  we  reached  the  ridge,  on  which  I  perched 
myself  astride,  and  Balbi  did  the  same.  We  had  our  backs  to 
the  island  of  San  Giorgio  Maggiore,  and  two  hundred  yards  in 
front  of  us  we  saw  the  numerous  cupolas  of  the  church  of  Saint 
Mark,  which  is  in  fact  part  of  the  Ducal  Palace;  for  the  church 
of  Saint  Mark  is,  properly  speaking,  no  more  than  the  Doge's 
chapel,  and  certainly  no  sovereign  can  boast  of  a  finer  one.  I 
began  by  relieving  myself  of  my  load,  and  desired  my  companion 
to  follow  my  example.  He  tucked  his  bundle  of  ropes  under 
him  as  best  he  might,  but  wanting  to  take  off  his  hat,  which 
inconvenienced  him,  he  managed  so  badly  that  it  rolled  from 
ledge  to  ledge,  and  went  to  join  the  bundle  of  clothes  in  the 
canal.  My  poor  comrade  was  in  despair. 

(C  A  bad  omen ! }>  he  exclaimed.  (<  Here  I  am  at  once  without 
a  shirt,  without  a  hat,  and  bereft  of  a  precious  manuscript  con- 
taining a  most  curious  and  unknown  history  of  the  festivals  at 
the  Ducal  Palace. » 

I,  less  disposed  to  be  fierce  than  I  had  been  when  I  was 
climbing,  calmly  assured  him  that  these  two  little  accidents  had 
nothing  so  extraordinary  about  them  as  that  a  superstitious  spirit 
should  regard  them  as  ominous;  that  I  did  not  think  them  so, 
and  that  they  did  not  in  the  least  discourage  me. 

"They  should  serve  you,  my  good  fellow, »  said  I,  <(as  a 
warning  to  be  prudent  and  wise,  and  to  suggest  to  you  that  God 
certainly  protects  us;  for  if  your  hat,  instead  of  tumbling  to  the 
right,  had  slipped  off  to  the  left,  we  should  have  been  lost.  It 
would  have  fallen  into  the  courtyard,  where  the  guards  must 
have  found  it,  and  it  would  of  course  have  told  them  that  there 
must  be  some  one  on  the  roof.  We  should  have  been  recaptured 
at  once. w 

After  sitting  some  minutes  looking  about  me,  I  desired  the 
monk  to  remain  motionless  till  I  should  return,  and  I  made  my 
way  forward,  shuffling  along  astride  on'  the  roof  without  any 
difficulty,  my  bolt  in  my  hand.  I  spent  above  an  hour  going 
about  the  roof,  examining  and  observing  every  corner,  but  in 
vain;  nowhere  did  I  see  anything  to  which  I  could  attach  a  cord. 


I  was  in  the  greatest  perplexity.  I  could  not  for  a  moment 
think  of  the  canal,  nor  of  the  palace  courtyard,  and  among  the 
many  cupolas  of  the  church  I  saw  nothing  but  precipitous  walls 
leading  to  no  open  space.  To  get  beyond  the  church  to  the 
Canonica  I  should  have  had  to  surmount  such  steep  slopes  that  I 
had  no  hope  of  achieving  it,  and  it  was  natural  that  I  should 
reject  as  impossible  everything  that  did  not  seem  feasible.  The 
situation  in  which  I  found  myself  required  daring,  but  absolutely 
no  rashness.  It  was  such  a  dilemma  as  I  imagine  can  have  no 
parallel  for  difficulty  in  any  moral  question. 

However,  I  had  to  come  to  some  conclusion:  I  must  either 
get  away  or  return  to  my  cell,  never  probably  to  leave  it  again; 
or  again,  throw  myself  into  the  canal.  In  this  predicament  a 
great  deal  must  be  left  to  chance,  and  I  must  begin  somewhere. 
I  fixed  my  eyes  on  a  dormer  window  on  the  side  towards  the 
canal,  and  about  two-thirds  of  the  way  down.  It  was  far  enough 
from  the  spot  we  had  started  from  to  make  me  think  that  the 
loft  it  lighted  was  not  connected  with  the  prison  I  had  broken 
out  of.  It  could  light  only  an  attic,  inhabited  or  vacant,  over 
some  room  in  the  palace,  where,  when  day  should  dawn,  the 
doors  no  doubt  would  be  opened.  I  was  morally  certain  that  the 
attendants  in  the  palace,  even  those  of  the  Doge  himself,  who 
should  happen  to  see  us,  would  be  eager  to  favor  our  escape 
rather  than  place  us  in  the  hands  of  justice,  even  if  they  had 
recognized  us  as  the  greatest  of  state  criminals;  so  horrible  was 
the  inquisition  in  their  eyes. 

With  this  idea  I  decided  on  inspecting  that  window ;  so,  letting 
myself  slip  gently  down,  I  soon  was  astride  on  the  little  roof. 
Then  resting  my  hands  on  the  edge,  I  stretched  my  head  out 
and  succeeded  in  seeing  and  touching  a  little  barred  grating, 
behind  which  there  was"  a  window  glazed  with  small  panes  set 
in  lead.  The  window  did  not  trouble  me,  but  the  grating,  slight 
as  it  was,  seemed  to  me  an  insurmountable  difficulty,  for  without 
a  file  I  could  not  get  through  the  bars,  and  I  only  had  my 
crowbar.  I  was  checked,  and  began  to  lose  heart,  when  a  per- 
fectly simple  and  natural  incident  revived  my  spirit.  .  . 

It  was  the  clock  of  Saint  Mark's  at  this  moment  striking  mid- 
night which  roused  my  spirit,  and  by  a  sudden  shock  brought 
me  out  of  the  perplexed  frame  of  mind  in  which  I  found  my- 
self. That  clock  reminded  me  that  the  morning  about  to  dawn 
was  that  of  All  Saints'  Day;  that  consequently  of  my  saint's 
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day  —  if  indeed  I  had  a  patron  saint  —  and  my  Jesuit  confessor's 
prophecy  recurred  to  my  mind.  But  I  own  that  what  tended 
most  to  restore  my  courage,  and  really  increased  my  physical 
powers,  was  the  prof aner  oracle  of  my  beloved  Ariosto :  — 

<(  Between  the  end  of  October  and  the  beginning  of  November. » 

If  a  great  misfortune  sometimes  makes  a  small  mind  devout, 
it  is  almost  impossible  that  superstition  should  not  have  some 
share  in  the  matter.  The  sound  of  the  clock  seemed  to  me  a 
spoken  charm  which  bade  me  act  and  promised  me  success.  Ly- 
ing flat  on  the  roof  with  my  head  over  the  edge,  I  pushed  my 
bar  in  above  the  frame  which  held  the  grating,  determined  to 
dislodge  it  bodily.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  had  succeeded; 
the  grating  was  in  my  hands  unbroken,  and  having  laid  it  by 
the  side  of  the  dormer  I  had  no  difficulty  in  breaking  in  the 
window,  though  the  blood  was  flowing  from  a  wound  I  had 
made  in  my  left  hand. 

By  the  help  of  my  bar  I  got  back  to  the  ridge  of  the  roof  in 
the  same  way  as  before,  and  made  my  way  back  to  where  I  had 
left  my  companion.  I  found  him  desperate  and  raging;  he 
abused  me  foully  for  having  left  him  there  so  long.  He  declared 
he  was  only  waiting  for  seven  to  strike  to  go  back  to  prison. 

((  What  did  you  think  had  become  of  me  ? )} 

<(  I  thought  you  had  fallen  down  some  roof  or  wall. » 

<(  And  you  have  no  better  way  of  expressing  your  joy  at  my 
return  than  by  abusing  me  ?  " 

w  What  have  you  been  doing  all  this  time  ? }) 

<(  Come  with  me  and  you  will  see.** 

Having  gathered  up  my  bundles,  I  made  my  way  back  to  the 
window.  When  we  were  just  over  it  I  explained  to  Balbi 
exactly  what  I  had  done,  and  consulted  him  as  to  how  we  were 
to  get  into  the  loft  through  the  window.  The  thing  was  quite 
easy  for  one  of  us;  the  other  could  let  him  down.  But  I  did 
not  see  how  the  second  man  was  to  follow  him,  as  there  was  no 
way  of  fixing  the  rope  above  the  window.  By  going  in  and 
letting  myself  drop  I  might  break  my  legs  and  arms,  for  I  did 
not  know  the  height  of  the  window  above  the  floor.  To  this 
wise  argument,  spoken  with  perfect  friendliness,  the  brute  replied 
in  these  words:  — 

(<  Let  me  down,  at  any  rate,  and  when  I  am  in  there  yoy  will 
have  plenty  of  time  to  find  out  how  you  can  follow  me,* 
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I  confess  that  in  my  first  impulse  of  indignation  I  was  ready 
to  stab  him  with  my  crowbar.  A  good  genius  saved  me  from 
doing  so,  and  I  did  not  even  utter  one  word  of  reproach  for  his 
selfishness  and  .baseness.  On  the  contrary,  I  at  once  unrolled 
my  bundle  of  rope,  and  fastening  it  firmly  under  his  arm -pits  I 
made  him  lie  flat  on  his  face,  his  feet  outwards,  and  then  let 
him  down  on  to  the  roof  of  the  dormer.  When  he  was  there,  I 
made  him  go  over  the  edge  and  into  the  window  as  far  as  his 
hips,  leaving  his  arms  on  the  sill.  I  next  slipped  down  to  the 
little  roof,  as  I  had  done  before,  lay  down  on  my  stomach,  and 
holding  the  rope  firmly,  told  the  monk  to  let  himself  go  without 
fear.  When  he  had  landed  on  the  floor  of  the  attic  he  undid 
The  rope,  and  I,  pulling  it  up,  found  that  the  height  was  above 
lifty  feet.  To  jump  this  was  too  great  a  risk.  As  for  the  monk, 
now  he  was  safe  after  nearly  two  hours  of  anguish  on  a  roof, 
where,  I  must  own,  his  situation  was  far  from  comfortable,  he 
called  out  to  me  to  throw  in  the  ropes  and  he  would  take  care 
of  them.  I,  as  may  be  supposed,  took  good  care  not  to  follow 
this  absu'rd  injunction. 

Not  knowing  what  to  do,  and  awaiting  some  inspiration,  I 
clambered  once  more  to  the  ridge;  and  my  eye  falling  on  a  spot 
near  a  cupola,  which  I  had  not  yet  examined,  I  made  my  way 
thither.  I  saw  a  little  terrace  or  platform  covered  with  lead, 
close  to  a  large  window  closed  with  shutters.  There  was  here  a 
tub  full  of  wet  mortar  with  a  trowel,  and  by  the  side  a  ladder, 
which  I  thought  would  be  long  enough  to  enable  me  to  get 
down  into  the  attic  where  my  comrade  was.  This  settled  the 
question.  I  slipped  my  rope  through  the  top  rung,  and  dragged 
this  awkward  load  as  far  as  the  window.  I  then  had  to  get  the 
clumsy  mass  into  the  window;  it  was  above  twelve  yards  long. 
The  difficulty  I  had  in  doing  it  made  me  repent  of  having 
deprived  myself  of  Balbi's  assistance.  I  pushed  the  ladder  along 
till  one  end  was  on  the  level  of  the  dormer  and  the  other  pro- 
jected by  a  third  beyond  the  gutter.  Then  I  slid  down  on  to 
the  dormer  roof;  I  drew  the  ladder  close  to  my  side  and  fast- 
ened the  rope  to  the  eighth  rung,  after  which  I  again  allowed 
it  to  slip  till  it  was  parallel  with  the  -  window.  Then  I  did  all 
I  could  to  make  it  slip  into  the  window,  but  I  could  not  get  it 
beyond  the  fifth  rung  because  the  end  caught  against  the  inner 
roof  of  the  dormer,  and  no  power  on  earth  could  get  it  any 
further  without  breaking  either  the  ladder  or  the  roof.  There 
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vvas  nothing  for  it  but  to  tilt  the  outer  end;  then  the  slope 
would  allow  it  to  slide  in  by  its  own  weight.  I  might  have 
placed  the  ladder  across  the  window  and  have  fastened  the  rope 
to  it  to  let  myself  down,  without  any  risk;  but  the  ladder 
would  have  remained  there,  and  next  morning  would  have  guided 
the  archers  and  Lorenzo  to  the  spot  where  we  might  still  be 
hiding. 

I  would  not  run  the  risk  of  losing  by  such  an  act  of  impru- 
dence the  fruit  of  so  much  labor  and  peril,  and  to  conceal  all 
our  traces  the  ladder  must  be  got  entirely  into  the  window. 
Having  no  one  to  help  me,  I  decided  on  getting  down  to  the 
gutter  to  tilt  it,  and  attain  my  end.  This  in  fact  I  did,  but  at 
so  great  a  risk  that  but  for  a  sort  of  miracle  I  should  have  paid 
for  my  daring  with  my  life.  I  ventured  to  let  go  of  the  cord 
that  was  attached  to  the  ladder  without  any  fear  of  its  falling 
into  the  canal,  because  it  was  caught  on  the  gutter  by  the  third 
rung.  Then,  with  my  crowbar  in  my  hand,  I  cautiously  let 
myself  slide  down  to  the  gutter  by  the  side  of  the  ladder;  the 
marble  ledge  was  against  my  toes,  for  I  let  myself  down  with 
my  face  to  the  roof.  In  this  attitude  I  found  strength  enough 
to  lift  the  ladder  a  few  inches,  and  I  had  the  satisfaction  of 
seeing  it  go  a  foot  further  in.  As  the  reader  will  understand, 
this  diminished  its  weight  very  perceptibly.  What  I  now  wanted 
was  to  get  it  two  feet  further  in,  by  lifting  it  enough;  for  after 
that  I  felt  sure  that  by  climbing  up  to  the  roof  of  the  dormer 
once  more,  I  could,  with  the  help  of  the  rope,  get  it  all  the  way 
in.  To  achieve  this  I  raised  myself  from  my  knees;  but  the 
force  I  was  obliged  to  use  to  succeed  made  me  slip,  so  that  I 
suddenly  found  myself  over  the  edge  of  the  roof  as  far  as  my 
chest,  supported  only  by  my  elbows. 

It  was  an  awful  moment,  which  to  this  day  I  shudder  to 
think  of,  and  which  it  is  perhaps  impossible  to  conceive  of  in  all 
its  horror.  The  natural  instinct  of  self-preservation  made  me 
almost  unconsciously  lean  with  all  my  weight,  supporting  myself 
on  my  ribs,  and  I  succeeded  —  miraculously,  I  felt  inclined  to 
say.  Taking  care  not  to  relax  my  hold,  I  managed  to  raise 
myself  with  all  the  strength  of  my  wrists,  leaning  at  the  same 
time  on  my  stomach.  Happily  there  was  nothing  to  fear  for  the 
ladder,  for  the  lucky  —  or  rather  the  unlucky  —  push  which  had 
cost  me  so  dear,  had  sent  it  in  more  than  three  feet,  which 
fixed  it  firmly.  Finding  myself  resting  on  the  gutter  literally 
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on  my  wrists  and  my  groin,  I  found  that  by  moving  my  right 
side  I  could  raise  first  one  knee  and  then  the  other  on  to  the 
parapet.  Then  I  should  be  safe. 

However,  my  troubles  were  not  yet  over,  for  the  strain  I 
was  obliged  to  exert  in  order  to  succeed  gave  me  such  a  nerv- 
ous spasm  that  a  violent  attack  of  painful  cramp  seemed  to 
cripple  me  completely.  I  did  not  lose  my  head,  and  remained 
perfectly  still  till  the  spasm  was  over,  knowing  that  perfect 
stillness  is  the  best  cure  for  nervous  cramps  —  I  had  often 
found  it  so.  It  was  a  frightful  moment.  A  few  minutes  after, 
I  gradually  renewed  my  efforts.  I  succeeded  in  getting  my 
knees  against  the  gutter,  and  as  soon  as  I  had  recovered  my 
breath  I  carefully  raised  the  ladder,  and  at  last  got  it  to  the 
angle  where  it  was  parallel  with  the  window.  Knowing  enough 
of  the  laws  of  equilibrium  and  the  lever,  I  now  picked  up  my 
crowbar;  and  climbing  in  my  old  fashion,  I  hauled  myself  up  to 
the  roof  and  easily  succeeded  in  tilting  in  the  ladder,  which  the 
monk  below  received  in  his  arms.  I  then  flung  in  my  clothes, 
the  ropes  and  the  broken  pieces,  and  got  down  into  the  attic, 
where  Balbi  received  me  very  heartily  and  took  care  to  remove 
the  ladder. 

Arm  in  arm,  we  surveyed  the  dark  room  in  which  we  found 
ourselves;  it  was  thirty  paces  long  by  about  twenty  wide.  At 
one  end  we  felt  a  double  door  formed  of  iron  bars.  This  was 
unpromising,  but  laying  my  hand  on  the  latch  in  the  middle 
it  yielded  to  the  pressure,  and  the  door  opened.  We  first  felt 
our  way  round  this  fresh  room,  and  then,  trying  to  cross  it,  ran 
up  against  a  table  with  arm-chairs  and  stools  around  it.  We 
.  returned  to  the  side  where  we  had  felt  windows,  and  having 
opened  one,  by  the  dim  starlight  we  could  see  nothing  but  steep 
roofs  between  domes.  I  did  not  for  an  instant  think  of  escaping 
by  the  window;  I  must  know  where  I  was  going,  and  I  did  not 
recognize  the  spot  where  we  were.  So  I  closed  the  window,  and 
we  went  back  to  the  first  room,  where  we  had  left  our  baggage. 
Quite  worn  out,  I  let  myself  drop  on  to  the  floor,  and  putting 
a  bundle  of  rope  under  my  head,  utterly  bereft  of  all  power  of 
body  or  of  mind,  I  fell  into  a  sweet  sleep.  I  gave  myself  up  to 
it  so  passively,  that  even  if  I  had  known  that  death  must  be  the 
end  of  it  I  could  not  have  resisted  it;  and  I  remember  distinctly 
that  the  pleasure  of  that  sleep  was  perfectly  delicious. 
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BARTOLOMEO   DE   LAS   CASAS 

(1474-1566) 

jARTOLOMEO  DE  LAS  CASAS,  the  Apostle  of  the  Indians,  was  one 
of  the  first  to  protest  by  speech  and  pen  against  the 
hideous  cruelties  inflicted  upon  native  West  Indians  by  the 
invading  Spaniards;  and  he  left  in  his  writings  the  record  of  a  bond- 
age compared  with  which  negro  slavery  was  mild.  Bartolomeo,  the 
son  of  Antonio  de  las  Casas,  a  companion  of  Columbus  on  his  first 
voyage  of  discovery,  was  born  in  Seville  in  1474.  While  yet  a 
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student  at  the  University  of  Salamanca  he  became  interested  in  the 
natives,  through  a  young  Indian  whom  he  owned  as  slave.  He  first 
visited  the  New  World  as  one  of  the  followers  of  Columbus  in  149-, 
returning  after  some  years  with  Nicholas  de  Ovando,  the  governor  of 
the  Indies.  Here  his  sympathies  were  fully  aroused,  as  he  witnessed 
the  savage  treatment  of  the  simple  natives  and  the  incessant 
butcheries  and  slavery  in  the  mines,  which  were  rapidly  depopulating 
the  islands.  In  1510  he  took  holy  orders,  being  probably  the  first 
priest  ordained  in  the  New  World. 

Las   Casas   at   first  was   himself  a   slave-owner,    willing   to   enrich 
himself  by  the  toil  of  the  red  men,  though  from  the  very  beginning 
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he  sympathized  with  their  sufferings.  But  a  sudden  illumination 
came  to  him  as  he  was  preparing  to  preach  a  sermon  on  the  Feast 
of  Pentecost,  in  1514,  taking  for  his  text  the  34th  chapter  of  Ecclesi- 
asticus,  verses  18  to  22.  He  awoke  to  the  iniquity  of  slavery,  set 
free  his  own  Indians,  and  for  forty  years  thereafter  devoted  himself 
heart  and  soul  to  the  interests  of  the  red  men.  It  was  at  times  a 
bitter  task  and  made  him  many  enemies  among  the  invaders,  who 
thought  themselves  curtailed  in  their  natural  rights  as  the  superior 
race.  Happily  for  his  cause,  Las  Casas  had  powerful  friends  in 
Spain,  chief  among  whom  was  the  Emperor  Charles  V.  The  good 
priest  crossed  the  ocean  a  dozen  times  to  see  that  monarch  on 
Indian  affairs,  following  him  even  into  Germany  and  Austria.  Finally 
in  1547,  when  past  his  seventieth  year,  he  settled  down  in  Valladolid, 
in  Spain,  but  still  wrote  and  talked  in  behalf  of  the  oppressed  race. 
While  on  an  errand  for  them  to  Madrid  in  1566,  he  died  at  the  ripe 
age  of  ninety-two,  with  bodily  faculties  unimpaired. 

The  earliest  work  of  Las  Casas,  <A  Very  Short  Account  of  the 
Ruin  of  the  Indies, J  written  in  1542,  first  disclosed  to  Europe  the 
cruelties  practiced  beyond  the  sea.  It  was  frequently  reprinted,  and 
made  a  great  impression.  Other  short  treatises  followed,  equally 
powerful  and  effective.  They  were  collected  in  1552  and  translated 
into  several  languages.  His  chief  work  however  is  a  *  General  His- 
tory of  the  Indies,*  from  1492  to  1520,  begun  by  him  in  1527,  un- 
finished in  1561.  He  ordered  that  no  portion  should  be  printed  until 
forty  years  after  his  death,  but  it  remained  in  manuscript  for  three 
hundred  years,  being  published  at  Madrid  in  1875.  It  has  been 
called  the  corner-stone  of  the  history  of  the  American  continent. 
Las  Casas  possessed  important  documents,  among  them  the  papers 
of  Columbus,  now  lost.  In  his  long  life,  moreover,  he  knew  many 
of  the  early  discoverers  and  many  statesmen,  as  Columbus,  Cortes, 
Ximenes,  Pizarro,  Gattinora,  and  he  was  the  contemporary  of  three 
sovereigns  interested  in  the  West  Indies, —  King  Ferdinand  the  Cath- 
olic, the  Emperor  Charles  V.,  and  King  Philip  II.  of  Spain. 

Las  Casas  is  sometimes  taxed  with  having  brought  negro  slavery 
into  America.  In  his  profound  compassion  for  the  Indians  he  main- 
tained that  the  negroes  were  better  fitted  for  slave  labor  than  the 
more  delicate  natives.  But  the  Portuguese  had  imported  African 
slaves  into  the  colonies  long  before  Las  Casas  suggested  it,  while  he 
in  time  renounced  his  error,  and  frankly  confesses  it  in  his  history. 

He  was  a  large-hearted,  large-brained  man,  unprejudiced  in  an  age 
of  bigotry,  of  unwearied  industry  and  remarkable  powers  of  physical 
endurance  that  enabled  him  to  live  a  life  of  many-sided  activities,  as 
priest  and  missionary,  colonist,  man  of  business,  and  man  of  letters. 
As  a  historian  he  was  a  keen  observer  of  men  and  of  nature,  and 
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chronicled  with  great  exactness  the  social  and  physical  conditions  of 
the  countries  he  traversed.  His  merits  are  summed  up  in  the  follow- 
ing words  by  John  Fiske,  in  his  ( Discovery  of  America': — 

«  He  was  one  of  the  best  historians  of  his  time,  and  wrote  a  most  attractive 
Spanish  style,  quaint,  pithy,  and  nervous, — a  style  which  goes  straight  to  the 
mark  and  rings  like  true  metal.  I  do  not  mean  to  be  understood  as  calling 
it  a  literary  style.  It  is  not  graceful  like  that  of  great  masters  of  expression 
such  as  Pascal  or  Voltaire.  It  is  not  seldom  cumbrous  and  awkward,  usually 
through  trying  to  say  too  much  at  once.  But  in  spite  of  this  it  is  far  more 
attractive  than  many  a  truly  artistic  literary  style.  There  is  a  great  charm  in 
reading  what  comes  from  a  man  brimful  of  knowledge  and  utterly  unselfish 
and  honest.  The  crisp  shrewdness,  the  gleams  of  gentle  humor  and  occasional 
sharp  flashes  of  wit,  and  the  fervid  earnestness,  in  the  books  of  Las  Casas, 
combine  to  make  them  very  delightful.  It  was  the  unfailing  sense  of  humor, 
which  is  so  often  wanting  in  reformers,  that  kept  Las  Casas  from  devel- 
oping into  a  fanatic.  ...  In  contemplating  such  a  life  as  that  of  Las 
Casas,  all  words  of  eulogy  seem  weak  and  frivolous.  The  historian  can  only 
bow  in  reverent  awe  before  a  figure  which  is  in  some  respects  the  most 
beautiful  and  sublime  in  the  annals  of  Christianity  since  the  Apostolic  age. 
When  now  and  then  in  the  course  of  the  centuries  God's  providence  brings 
such  a  life  into  this  world,  the  memory  of  it  must  be  cherished  by  mankind 
as  one  of  its  most  precious  and  sacred  possessions.  For  the  thoughts,  the 
words,  the  deeds  of  such  men  there  is  no  death ;  the  sphere  of  their  influ- 
ence goes  on  widening  forever.  They  bud,  they  blossom,  they  bear  fruit, 
from  age  to 


OF  THE   ISLAND   OF   CUBA 

From  <A  Relation  of  the  First  Voyage } 

THE  Spaniards  passed,  in  the  year  1511,  into  the  Island  of 
Cuba,  which  contains  as  much  ground  in  length  as  from 
Valladolid  to  Rome.  There  were  formerly  fine  and  flour- 
ishing provinces  to  be  seen,  filled  with  vast  numbers  of  people, 
who  met  with  no  milder  or  kinder  treatment  from  the  Spaniards 
than  the  rest.  On  the  contrary,  they  seemed  to  have  redoubled 
their  cruelty  upon  those  people.  There  happened  divers  things 
in  this  island  that  deserve  to  be  remarked.  A  rich  and  potent 
Cacique  named  Hatbuey  was  retired  to  the  Island  of  Cuba  to 
avoid  that  slavery  and  death  with  which  the  Spaniards  menaced 
him;  and  being  informed  that  his  persecutors  were  upon  the  point 
of  landing  in  this  island,  he  assembled  all  his  subjects  and 
domestics  together,  and  made  a  speech  to  'em  after  this  man- 
ner:—  <(You  know,"  said  he,  (<the  report  that  is  spread  abroad 
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that  the  Spaniards  are  ready  to  invade  this  island;  and  you  are 
not  ignorant  of  the  ill  usage  our  friends  and  countrymen  have 
met  with  at  their  hands,  and  the  cruelties  they  have  committed 
at  Hayei."  (So  Hispaniola  is  called  in  their  language.)  « They 
aie  now  coming  hither  with  a  design  to  exercise  the  same  out- 
rages and  persecutions  upon  us.  Are  you  ignorant, »  says  he, 
«of  the  ill  intentions  of  the  people  of  whom  I  am  speaking?" 
<'We  know  not,"  say  they  all  with  one  voice,  "upon  what 
account  they  come  hither,  but  we  know  they  are  a  very  wicked 
and  cruel  people. w  (<  I'll  tell  you  then/  replied  the  Cacique, 
<(that  these  Europeans  worship  a  very  covetous  sort  of  god,  so 
that  'tis  difficult  to  satisfy  him;  and  to  perform  the  worship  they 
render  to  this  idol,  they'll  exact  immense  treasures  of  us,  and 
will  use  their  utmost  endeavor  to  reduce  us  to  a  miserable  state 
of  slavery,  or  else  to  put  iis  to  death. w  Upon  which  he  took  a 
box  full  of  gold  and  valuable  jewels  which  he  had  with  him;  and 
exposing  it  to  their  view, — <(  Here  is,"  says  he,  <(  the  god  of  the 
Spaniards,  whom  we  must  honor  with  our  sports  and  dances,  to 
see  if  we  can  appease  him,  and  render  him  propitious  to  us,  that 
so  he  may  command  the  Spaniards  not  to  offer  us  any  injury. M 
They  all  applauded  this  speech,  and  fell  a-leaping  and  dancing 
round  the  box,  till  they  had  quite  tired  and  spent  themselves. 
After  which  the  Cacique  Hatbuey,  resuming  his  discourse,  con- 
tinued to  speak  to  them  in  these  terms:  <(  If  we  keep  this  God," 
says  he,  "till  he's  taken  away  from  us,  he'll  certainly  cause  our 
lives  to  be  taken  from  us;  and  therefore  I  am  of  the  opinion 
'twill  be  the  best  way  to  cast  him  into  the  river. »  They  all 
approved  of  this  advice,  and  went  all  together  with  one  accord  to 
throw  this  pretended  god  into  the  river. 

The  Spaniards  were  no  sooner  arrived  in  the  Isle  of  Cuba  but 
this  Cacique,  who  knew  'em  too  well,  began  to  think  of  retreat- 
ing to  secure  himself  from  their  fury,  and  resolved  to  defend 
himself  by  force  of  arms  if  he  should  happen  to  meet  with  them; 
but  he  unfortunately  fell  into  their  hands;  and  because  he  had 
taken  all  the  precautions  he  could  to  avoid  the  persecutions  of  so 
cruel  and  impious  a  people,  and  had  taken  arms  to  defend  his 
own  life,  as  well  as  the  lives  of  his  subjects,  this  was  made  a 
capital  crime  in  him,  for  he  was  burned  alive.  While  he  was  in 
the  midst  of  the  flames,  tied  to  a  stake,  a  certain  Franciscan 
friar  of  great  piety  and  virtue  took  upon  him  to  speak  to  him  of 
God  and  our  religion,  and  to  explain  to  him  some  articles  of  the 
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Catholic  faith,  of  which  he  had  never  heard  a  word  before;  prom- 
ising him  eternal  life  if  he  would  believe,  and  threatening  him 
with  eternal  torment  if  he  continued  obstinate  in  his  infidelity. 
Hatbuey,  reflecting  on  the  matter  as  much  as  the  place  and  con- 
dition in  which  he  was  would  permit,  asked  the  friar  that  in- 
structed him  whether  the  gate  of  heaven  was  opened  to  the 
Spaniards;  and  being  answered  that  such  of  them  as  were  good 
men  might  hope  for  entrance  there,  the  Cacique  without  any 
further  deliberation  told  him  he  had  no  mind  to  go  to  heaven, 
for  fear  of  meeting  with  such  cruel  and  wicked  company  as  they 
were;  but  would  much  rather  choose  to  go  to  hell,  where  he 
might  be  delivered  from  the  troublesome  sight  of  such  kind  of 
people:  to  so  great  a  degree  have  the  wicked  actions  and  cruel- 
ties of  the  Spaniards  dishonored  God  and  his  religion  in  the 
minds  of  the  Americans. 

One  day  there  came  to  us  a  great  number  of  the  inhabitants 
of  a  famous  city,  situate  about  ten  leagues  from  the  place  where 
we  lodged,  to  compliment  us  and  bring  us  all  sort  of  provisions 
and  refreshments,  which  they  presented  us  with  great  marks  of 
joy,  caressing  us  after  the  most  obliging  manner  they  could. 
But  that  evil  spirit  that  possessed  the  Spaniards  put  'em  into 
such  a  sudden  fury  against  'em,  that  they  fell  upon  'em  and 
massacred  above  three  thousand  of  'em,  both  men  and  women, 
upon  the  spot,  without  having  received  the  least  offense  and 
provocation  from  'em.  I  was  an  eye-witness  of  this  barbarity: 
and  whatever  endeavors  were  used  to  appease  these  inhuman 
creatures,  'twas  impossible  to  reduce  'em  to  reason;  so  resolutely 
were  they  bent  to  satiate  their  brutal  rage  by  this  barbarous 
action. 

Soon  after  this  I  sent  messengers  to  the  most  noted  Indians 
of  the  Province  of  Havane,  to  encourage  and  engage  'em  to  con- 
tinue in  their  country,  and  not  to  trouble  themselves  to  seek 
remote  places  to  hide  in;  and  advised  'em  to  come  to  us  with 
assurance  of  our  protection.  They  knew  well  enough  what  au- 
thority I  had  over  the  Spaniards,  and  I  gave  'em  my  word  no 
injury  should  be  offered  'em:  for  the  past  cruelties  and  massacres 
their  countrymen  had  suffered,  had  spread  fear  and  terror  through 
all  the  country;  and  this  assurance  I  gave  'em  was  with  the 
consent  and  advice  of  the  captains  and  the  officers.  When  we 
entered  into  this  province,  two-and-twenty  of  their  chiefs  came 
to  us,  and  the  very  next  morning  the  commander  of  our  troops, 
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without  any  regard  to  the  promise  that  had  been  made  'em, 
would  needs  sentence  'em  to  be  burnt,  pretending  'twas  best  t<i 
put  these  people  to  death,  because  they  might  one  time  or  other 
use  some  stratagem  to  surprise  and  destroy  us:  and  I  had  all  the 
difficulty  in  the  world  to  prevent  'em  from  throwing  'em  into 
the  fire. 

The  Indians  of  Havane,  seeing  themselves  reduced  to  a  state 
of  severe  slavery,  and  that  there  was  no  remedy  left,  but  they 
were  irrecoverably  undone,  began  to  take  refuge  in  the  d. 
and  mountains  to  secure  themselves  if  possible  from  death; 
some  strangled  themselves  in  despair.  Parents  hanged  them- 
selves together  with  their  children,  to  put  the  speedier  end  to 
their  misery  by  death.  Above  two  hundred  Indians  perished! 
here  after  this  manner  to  avoid  the  cruelty  of  the  Spaniards,  and 
abundance  of  them  afterwards  voluntarily  condemned  themselves 
to  this  kind  of  death,  hoping  thus  in  a  moment  to  put  a  period 
to  the  miseries  their  persecutors  inflicted  on  'em. 

A  certain  Spaniard,  who  had  the  title  of  Sovereign  in  this 
island  and  had  three  hundred  Indians  in  his  service,  destroyed  a 
hundred  and  sixty  of  them  in  less  than  three  months  by  the 
excessive  labor  he  continually  exacted  of  them.  The  recruits  he 
took  to  fill  up  their  places  were  destroyed  after  the  same  man- 
ner; and  he  would  in  a  snort  time  have  unpeopled  the  whole 
island  if  death,  which  took  him  out  of  the  way,  very  happily  for 
those  poor  wretches,  had  not  sheltered  'em  from  his  cruelties.  I 
saw  with  my  own  eyes  above  six  thousand  children  die  in  the 
space  of  three  or  four  months,  their  parents  being  forced  to 
abandon  'em,  being  condemned  to  the  mines.  After  this  the 
Spaniards  took  up  a  resolution  to  pursue  those  Indians  that  were 
retired  into  the  mountains,  and  massacred  multitudes  of  'em; 
so  that  this  island  was  depopulated  and  laid  waste  in  a  very 
little  time.  And  it  is  a  most  lamentable  spectacle  to  see  so  fine 
a  country  thus  miserably  ruined  and  unpeopled. 
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(1478-1529) 

(HE  interest  to  be  found  in  the  literary  work  of  <(il  conte  Bal- 
dassare  Castiglione  »  —  in  the  one  prose  volume  he  wrote, 
<  II  Cortegiano>  (The  Courtier) — arises  not  only  from  the 
historical  value  it  now  has,  but  from  its  representing  the  charming 
character  of  a  gentleman.  And  it  does  this  not  merely  by  inten- 
tionally describing  the  ideal  gentleman  of  the  fifteenth  century,  but 
by  unconsciously  revealing  the  character  of  its  author.  Castiglione 
was  himself  distinctively  a  gentleman.  Without  eminent  abilities  or 
position,  his  life  unmarked  by  any  remark- 
able deeds  or  any  striking  events,  he  yet 
deserves  remembrance  as  making  vivid  to 
us  those  admirable  qualities  and  conditions 
which  are  the  result,  in  individuals,  of  the 
long  moral  and  intellectual  cultivation  of  a 
large  group  of  men  and  women. 

He  was  one  of  the  group  that  made  fa- 
mous the  court  of  Urbino,  not  at  the  time 
of  its  greatest  glory  under  Duke  Frederic 
II.,  but  just  afterward,  when  the  duchy 
was  ruled  by  Frederic's  son  Guidobaldo  — 
an  estimable  invalid  —  and  the  court  was 
presided  over  by  Guidobaldo's  wife,  the 
much  beloved  and  admired  Duchess  Elisabetta,  one  of  the  great  Gon- 
zaga  family.  Castiglione 's  own  sketch  of  this  court  (see  translation 
below)  renders  any  other  delineation  of  it  supererogatory;  but  his 
silence  regarding  himself  personally  makes  it  necessary  to  gather 
knowledge  of  his  life  from  other  sources.  His  person  is  made  known 
to  us  by  Raffael's  interesting  portrait  of  him,  now  in  the  Louvre, 
painted  in  1515.  It  is  a  portrait  by  a  friend.  Raffael  was  only  five 
years  younger  than  Castiglione,  and  their  affectionate  relations  were 
of  long  standing. 

Castiglione  was  the  son  of  a  valorous  soldier  who  fought  by  the 
side  of  the  Marquis  Francesco  Gonzaga  of  Mantua,  but  his  early  youth 
was  spent  not  at  Mantua  but  at  Milan,  where  he  received  from  famous 
scholars  —  Demetrio  Calcondile  and  his  peers  —  a  brilliant  classical 
education,  rather  than  the  training  one  would  look  for  in  his  father's 
son.  His  father's  death  in  1494  obliged  him,  in  those  troublous  times, 


CASTIGLIONE 


BALDASSARE  CASTIGLIONE 

to  seek  a  protector.  As  his  mother  was  distantly  connected  with  his 
father's  friends,  the  rulers  of  Mantua,  it  was  to  them  that  his 
turned,  and  in  1499  he  was  one  of  the  suite  of  the  Marquis  on  the 
occasion  of  the  triumphal  entrance  of  Louis  XII.  of  France  into  Milan 
after  his  conquest  in  three  weeks  of  the  duchy;  a  triumph  followed 
by  the  hideous  ten-years'  <(  caging »  of  Lodovico  il  Moro,  Milan's  duke. 

Such  spectacles  as  this  triumph  and  this  imprisonment,  which  the 
boy  of  twenty-one  now  beheld,  were  to  be  familiar  to  him  all  his  life. 
The  king-like  pope  Alexander  VI.  and  his  son  Caesar  Borgia,  the  war- 
rior Julius  II. ,  the  Medici  Leo  X.,  the  soon-dead  Adrian  VI.,  and 
the  irresolute  Clement  VII. ,  successively  ruled  in  Rome,  or  rather 
dwelt  in  Rome,  the  Cloaca  Maxima  of  Italy,  whose  pollution  sapped 
the  strength  of  all  the  land.  The  sack  of  Rome  in  1527  was  among 
the  last  of  the  long  series  of  Italian  woes  Castiglione  witnessed. 
He  was  not  in  Italy  at  that  moment.  The  last  five  years  of  his  life 
were  spent  at  Madrid  as  papal  nuncio  at  the  court  of  Charles  V. 
He  went  thither  on  the  eve  of  the  battle  of  Pavia,  and  the  imprison- 
ment there  of  Francis  I.  soon  followed;  an  imprisonment  that  seems 
a  terrible  echo  of  that  of  the  enemy  of  France  a  quarter  of  a  century 
before. 

<I1  Cortegiano*  was  written  in  the  intervals  of  military  and  diplo- 
matic services,  rendered  first  to  Guidobaldo  of  Urbino  and  later  to 
Frederic  of  Mantua,  the  son  of  Francesco.  The  book  was  begun 
probably  about  1514;  it  received  the  last  touches  in  1524,  but  it  was 
not  published  until  1528. 

The  dialogues  that  compose  the  book  are  feigned  to  have  occurred 
in  the  winter  of  1506-7.  At  that  time  the  author  was  in  England, 
an  envoy  from  the  Duke  of  Urbino  to  Henry  VII.,  sent  as  the  Duke's 
proxy  to  be  installed  as  Companion  of  the  Garter.  He  carried  with 
him  splendid  gifts  for  the  King,  fine  falcons,  beautiful  horses,  and 
a  picture  by  Raffael  — St.  George  and  the  Dragon,  in  which  St. 
George  wears  <(the  Garter. » 

Castiglione's  public  labors  had  made  him  well  known,  when  be- 
tween him  and  his  high-born  friends  there  was  talk  of  his  marriage 
with  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Medici;  but  political  influences 
caused  her  to  be  given  by  preference  to  a  Strozzi.  Had  this  alliance 
been  formed,  Castiglione  would  have  found  himself,  in  later  years, 
the  nephew  of  two  popes  and  the  uncle  of  a  queen  of  France.  But 
better  luck  was  in  keeping  for  him.  In  1516  he  had  the  singular 
good  fortune  to  make  a  marriage  of  tender  affection;  but  his  wife 
died  only  four  years  later:  from  that  time  his  chief  pleasure  was 
in  the  society  of  his  friends. 

They  numbered  all  the  most  distinguished  Italians  of  his  day; 
men  whose  intellectual  powers  found  artistic  expression  alike  iu 
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words,  or  the  painter's  canvas,  or  the  sculptor's  marble,  or  the  archi- 
tect's stone:  and  it  is  the  reflection  of  this  wide  and  varied  com- 
panionship that  gives  charm  and  also  weight  to  the  pages  of  ( II 
Cortegiano.*  A  more  delicate  delightfulness  comes  from  the  tone  of 
liberal  refinement  with  which  the  impression  is  conveyed  of  singularly 
ennobling  intercourse  with  women. 

Castiglione  was  the  contemporary  and  the  friend  of  the  famous 
Marchioness  of  Pescara,  Vittoria  Colonna;  of  the  brilliant  Isabella 
d'Este,  Marchioness  of  Mantua,  whose  daughter,  the  beautiful  Duchess 
of  Urbino,  is  immortalized  by  Titian's  many  portraits  of  her,  both  as 
she  was  in  youth  and  in  age,  and  also  as  in  youth  he  saw  her  ideal- 
ized. This  Duchess  of  Urbino  was  the  niece  of  Castiglione's  own 
Duchess  Elisabetta;  and  by  marriage  with  the  nephew  of  Guidobaldo 
she  became  the  successor  of  Elisabetta.  These  great  ladies  were  in- 
volved by  family  ties  in  all  the  stirring  events  of  their  times.  Isa- 
bella d'Este  was  the  aunt  of  Constable  Bourbon  and  the  sister-in-law 
of  Lucrezia  Borgia.  Vittoria  Colonna's  husband  was  the  cousin  of 
the  famous  Alfonso  d'Avalos  (Marquis  del  Vasto)  of  Spain:  and  in 
the  entangled  interests  of  these  personages  and  of  the  rulers  of 
Urbino,  Castiglione  was  constantly  concerned  and  occupied. 

His  counsels  were  also  sought  by  Giuliano  de'  Medici  —  styled, 
like  his  father,  <(I1  Magnifico^ —  sitting  now,  ever,  in  helpless  dignity 
on  his  San  Lorenzo  tomb,  <(  mentre  che  il  danno  e  la  vergogna  dura"; 
and  by  the  unfortunate  Doge  of  Genoa,  Ottaviano  Fregoso;  or  by  the 
participants  in  the  learned  discussions  carried  on  by  Cardinal  Bembo, 
with  whom  he  made  a  gay  excursion  to  Tivoli  in  1516,  in  company 
with  Raffael  and  the  illustrious  Venetian  Andrea  Navigero  and  his 
friend  Agostino  Beazzano,  whose  portraits  on  the  same  canvas  are 
one  of  Raffael's  masterpieces.  Another  ecclesiastical  friend  was  Car- 
dinal Bibbiena,  who  appears  nowhere  to  more  advantage  than  in  a 
letter  to  the  Marchioness  of  Mantua,  describing  Castiglione's  grief, 
and  that  of  his  friends,  at  the  news  that  the  Marchioness  herself 
had  sent  them  of  the  death  of  Castiglione's  wife.  The  same  year  the 
Cardinal  himself  died.  It  was  the  year  of  Raffael's  death  also,  and 
Castiglione  felt  himself  greatly  bereft.  The  Italian  Bishop  of  Bayeux, 
Ludovico  Canossa, — papal  nuncio  in  France  and  French  ambassador 
at  Venice, —  was  a  cousin  of  Castiglione's  mother  and  in  constant 
relations  with  the  son;  and  it  is  to  him  that  in  what  may  be  called 
the  « drama »  of  <I1  Cortegiano>  is  gayly  assigned  the  task  of  mak- 
ing the  first  sketch  of  «the  perfect  courtier. » 

From  such  social  relations  came  Castiglione's  wide  familiarity  and 
sound  judgment  respecting  the  various  worlds  of  men,  of  women, 
and  of  art.  The  higher  qualities  his  book  gives  evidence  of — the 
love  of  simplicity,  purity,  sincerity,  serenity,  kindness,  courtesy, 
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moderation,  modesty,  the  appreciation  of  what  is  graceful,  gay,  deli- 
cate,—these  qualities  were  truly  his  own:  we  know  not  whence  he 
derived  them. 

Something  should  be  said  of  the  style  in  which  the  book  is  writ- 
ten. Its  author  tells  us  that  one  of  the  principal  criticisms  made 
upon  it  while  it  circulated  for  many  years  in  manuscript,  was  that 
its  language  was  not  the  language  of  Boccaccio,  who  was  then  ac- 
cepted as  the  model  for  Italian  prose-writers.  Castiglione  did  not 
bind  himself  to  the  manner  of  the  Tuscan  speech.  He  was  of  Lom- 
bard birth  and  habit,  and  he  chose — in  the  faith  of  which  Montaigne 
is  the  great  defender  —  the  words,  the  phrases,  the  constructions  that 
best  fitted  his  thought,  no  matter  whence  he  gathered  them,  if  only 
they  were  familiar  and  expressive.  He  thus  gained  the  force  of  free- 
dom and  the  grace  of  variety,  while  the  customary  elegance  and  the 
.habitual  long-windedness  of  all  Italian  writers  molds  his  sentences 
and  makes  them  difficult  of  translation. 

His  book  was  translated  into  English  in  1561  by  Thomas  Hoby, 
and  exercised  a  considerable  influence  on  writers  of  the  next  fifty  years. 
A  reference  to  it  by  Donne,  Satire  v.,  touches  on  a  characteristic  page 
of  the  book,  for  it  notes:  — 

«He  which  did  lay 

Rules  to  make  courtiers  (he,  being  understood, 
May  make  good  courtiers,  but  who  courtiers  good  ?) 
Frees  from  the  sting  of  jests  all  who  in  extreme 
Are  wretched  or  wicked. w 

In  his  own  country  Castiglione's  fame  has  always  been  consider- 
able. Ariosto — to  whose  brother  Alfonso,  (<Messer  Alfonso  carissimo, }) 
the  four  books  of  (I1  Cortegiano*  are  dedicated  and  at  whose  desire 
it  was  written  —  Ariosto  in  his  great  poem  speaks  of  Castiglione 
more  than  once ;  but  a  passage  in  Tasso's  dialogue  <  Delia  Corte >  does 
him  fit  honor :  — <(  I  do  not  deem  that  Castiglione  wrote  for  the  men 
of  his  own  day  only:  .  .  .  the  beauty  of  his  writings  deserves 
that  in  all  ages  they  should  be  read  and  praised;  and  as  long  as 
courts  shall  endure,  as  long  as  princes,  ladies,  and  noble  gentlemen 
shall  meet  together,  as  long  as  valor  and  courtesy  shall  abide  in  our 
hearts,  the  name  of  Castiglione  will  be  valued. » 
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OF  THE  COURT  OF  URBINO 
From  <I1  Cortegiano> 

ON  THE  slopes  of  the  Apennines,  towards  the  Adriatic  Sea, 
almost  in  the  centre  of  Italy,  there  lies  (as  every  one 
knows)  the  little  city  of  Urbino.  Although  surrounded  by 
mountains,  and  rougher  ones  than  perhaps  some  others  that  we 
see  in  many  places,  it  has  yet  enjoyed  such  favor  of  heaven  that 
the  country  round  about  is  very  fertile  and  rich  in  crops;  so  that 
besides  the  salubrity  of  the  air,  there  is  great  abundance  of 
everything  needful  for  human  life.  But  among  the  greatest 
blessings  that  can  be  attributed  to  it,  this  I  think  to  be  the 
chief,  that  for  a  long  time  it  has  ever  been  ruled  by  the  best  of 
lords;  insomuch  that  in  the  universal  calamities  of  the  wars  of 
Italy,  it  still  for  a  space  remained  exempt.  But  without  seeking 
further,  we  can  give  good  proof  of  this  in  the  glorious  memory 
of  the  Duke  Federigo,  who  in  his  day  was  the  light  of  Italy; 
nor  is  there  lack  of  credible  and  abundant  witnesses,  who  are 
still  living,  to  his  prudence,  humanity,  justice,  liberality,  uncon- 
quered  courage,  and  military  discipline;  which  are  conspicuously 
attested  by  his  numerous  victories,  his  capture  of  impregnable 
places,  the  sudden  swiftness  of  his  expeditions,  the  frequency 
with  which  he  put  to  flight  large  and  formidable  armies  by 
means  of  a  very  small  force,  and  by  his  loss  of  no  single  battle 
whatever;  so  that  we  may  not  unreasonably  compare  him  to 
many  famous  ancients. 

Among  his  other  praiseworthy  deeds,  the  Duke  Federigo 
built  on  the  rugged  site  of  Urbino  a  palace,  regarded  by  many 
as  the  most  beautiful  to  be  found  in  all  Italy;  and  he  so  well 
furnished  it  with  every  suitable  thing,  that  it  seemed  not  a  palace 
but  a  city  in  the  form  of  a  palace;  and  not  merely  with  what  is 
ordinarily  used, —  such  as  silver  vases,  hangings  of  richest  cloth 
of  gold  and  silk,  and  other  similar  things, — but  for  ornament  he 
added  an  infinity  of  antique  statues  in  marble  and  bronze,  pictures 
most  choice,  and  musical  instruments  of  every  sort;  nor  would 
he  admit  anything  there  that  was  not  very  rare  and  excellent. 
Then  at  very  large  cost  he  collected  a  great  number  of  most 
excellent  and  rare  books  in  Greek,  Latin,  and  Hebrew,  all  of 
which  he  adorned  with  gold  and  with  silver,  esteeming  this  to 
be  the  supreme  excellence  of  his  great  palace. 
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Following  at  last  the  course  of  nature,  and  already  sixty-five 
years  old,  he  died  as  he  had  lived,  gloriously;  and  he  left  as  his 
successor  a  little  motherless  boy  of  ten  years,  his  only  son  Guido- 
baldo.  Heir  to  his  father's  state,  he  seemed  to  be  heir  also  to 
all  his  father's  virtues,  and  soon  his  noble  nature  gave  such 
promise  as  seemed  not  to  be  hoped  for  from  mortal  man;  so 
that  men  esteemed  none  among  the  extraordinary  deeds  of  the 
Duke  Federigo  to  be  greater  than  to  have  begotten  such  a  son. 
But  envious  of  so  much  virtue,  fortune  thwarted  this  glorious 
beginning  with  all  her  might;  so  that  before  Duke  Guido  reached 
the  age  of  twenty  years  he  fell  ill  of  the  gout,  which  grew  upon 
him  with  grievous  pain,  and  in  a  short  space  of  time  so  crippled 
all  his  limbs  that  he  could  neither  stand  upon  his  feet  nor 
move;  and  thus  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  active  forms  in 
the  world  was  disfigured  and  spoiled  in  tender  youth. 

And  not  yet  content  with  this,  fortune  was  so  adverse  to  him 
in  all  his  plans  that  he  could  seldom  carry  to  a  conclusion  any- 
thing that  he  desired;  and  although  he  was  most  wise  of  counsel 
and  unconquered  in  spirit,  it  seemed  that  what  he  undertook, 
both  in  war  and  in  everything  else,  whether  small  or  great, 
always  ended  ill  for  him:  and  proof  of  this  is  given  in  his  many 
and  diverse  calamities,  which  he  ever  bore  with  such  strength  of 
mind  that  his  spirit  was  never  vanquished  by  fortune;  nay, 
scorning  her  assaults  with  unbroken  courage,  he  lived  in  weak- 
ness as  though  strong,  and  in  adversity  as  though  fortunate, 
with  perfect  dignity  and  universal  esteem,  so  that  although  he 
was  thus  infirm  of  body,  he  fought  with  most  honorable  rank  in 
the  service  of  their  Serene  Highnesses  the  Kings  of  Naples, 
Alfonso  and  Fernando  the  Younger;  later  with  Pope  Alexander 
VI.,  and  with  the  Venetian  and  Florentine  nobles. 

After  the  accession  of  Julius  II.  to  the  Pontificate,  he  was 
made  Captain  of  the  Church;  at  which  time,  following  his  accus- 
tomed style,  above  all  else  he  took  care  to  fill  his  household 
with  very  noble  and  valiant  gentlemen,  with  whom  he  lived  most 
familiarly,  delighting  in  their  conversation:  wherein  the  pleasure 
he  gave  to  others  was  not  less  than  that  he  received  from  others, 
he  being  well  versed  in  both  the  learned  languages,  and  uniting 
affability  and  agreeableness  to  a  knowledge  of  things  without 
number;  and  besides  this,  the  greatness  of  his  spirit  so  animated 
him  that  although  he  could  not  practice  in  person  the  exercises 
of  horsemanship,  as  he  once  had  done,  yet  he  took  the  utmost 
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pleasure  in  seeing  them  in  others;  and  by  his  words,  now  cor- 
recting, now  praising  each  according  to  desert,  he  clearly  showed 
how  much  judgment  he  had  in  those  matters;  wherefore  in 
jousts  and  tournaments,  in  riding,  in  the  handling  of  every  sort 
of  weapon,  as  well  as  in  pastimes,  games,  and  music, —  in  short, 
in  all  the  exercises  proper  to  noble  gentlemen, —  every  one  strove 
so  to  carry  himself  as  to  merit  being  deemed  worthy  of  such 
noble  fellowship. 

All  the  hours  of  the  day  were  assigned  to  honorable  and 
pleasant  exercises,  as  well  for  the  body  as  for  the  mind;  but 
since  my  lord  Duke  was  always  wont  by  reason  of  his  infirmity 
to  retire  to  sleep  very  early  after  supper,  every  one  usually 
betook  himself  at  that  hour  to  the  presence  of  my  lady  Duchess, 
Elisabetta  Gonzaga;  where  also  was  ever  to  be  found  my  -lady 
Emilia  Pia,  who  was  endowed  with  such  lively  wit  and  sound 
judgment  that,  as  you  know,  she  seemed  the  mistress  of  us  all, 
and  that  every  one  gained  wisdom  and  worth  from  her.  Here, 
then,  gentle  discussions  and  innocent  pleasantries  were  heard, 
and  on  the  face  of  every  one  a  jocund  gayety  was  seen  depicted, 
so  that  the.  house  could  truly  be  called  the  very  abode  of  mirth: 
nor  ever  elsewhere,  I  think,  was  so  relished,  as  once  was  here, 
how  great  may  be  the  sweetness  of  dear  and  cherished  compan- 
ionship; for  apart  from  the  honor  it  was  to  each  of  us  to  serve 
such  a  lord  as  he  of  whom  I  have  just  spoken,  there  was  born 
in  the  hearts  of  all  a  supreme  contentment  every  time  we  came 
into  the  presence  of  my  lady  Duchess;  and  it  seemed  as  though 
this  contentment  were  a  chain  that  held  us  all  united  in  love,  so 
that  never  was  concord  of  will  or  cordial  love  between  brothers 
greater  than  that  which  here  was  between  us  all. 

The  same  was  it  among  the  ladies,  with  whom  there  was 
intercourse  most  free  and  honorable;  for  every  one  was  permitted 
to  talk,  sit,  jest,  and  laugh  with  whom  he  pleased;  but  such 
was  the  reverence  paid  to  the  wish  of  my  lady  Duchess,  that 
this  same  liberty  was  a  very  great  check;  nor  was  there  any  one 
who  did  not  esteem  it  the  utmost  pleasure  he  could  have  in 
the  world  to  please  her,  and  the  utmost  pain  to  displease  her. 
And  thus  most  decorous  manners  were  here  joined  with  the 
greatest  liberty,  and  games  and  laughter  in  her  presence  were 
seasoned  not  only  with  keenest  wit,  but  with  gracious  and  sober 
dignity;  for  that  purity  and  loftiness  which  governed  all  the 
acts,  words,  and  gestures  of  my  lady  Duchess,  bantering  and 
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laughing,  were  such  that  she  would  have  been  known  for  a  lady 
of  noblest  rank  by  any  one  who  saw  her  even  but  once.  And 
impressing  herself  thus  upon  those  about  her,  she  seemed  to 
attune  us  all  to  her  own  quality  and  pitch:  accordingly  each 
strove  to  follow  this  example,  taking  as  it  were  a  pattern  of 
beautiful  behavior  from  the  bearing  of  so  great  and  virtuous  a 
lady;  whose  highest  qualities  I  do  not  now  purpose  to  recount, 
they  not  being  my  theme  and  being  well  known  to  all  the 
world,  and  far  more  because  I  could  not  express  them  with 
either  tongue  or  pen;  and  those  that  perhaps  might  have  been 
somewhat  hid,  fortune,  as  though  wondering  at  such  rare  virtue, 
chose  to  reveal  through  many  adversities  and  stings  of  calamity; 
so  as  to  give  proof  that  in  the  tender  breast  of  a  woman,  in 
company  with  singular  beauty,  there  may  abide  prudence  and 
strength  of  soul  and  all  those  virtues  that  even  among  stern 
men  are  very  rare. 

But  continuing,  I  say  that  the  custom  of  all  the  gentlemen  of 
the  household  was  to  betake  themselves  straightway  after  supper 
to  my  lady  Duchess;  where,  among  the  other  pleasant  pastimes 
and  music  and  dancing  that  continually  were  practiced,  sometimes 
entertaining  questions  were  proposed,  sometimes  ingenious  games 
were  devised  with  one  or  another  as  arbiter,  in  which  under 
various  disguises  the  company  disclosed  their  thoughts  figuratively 
to  whomsoever  pleased  them  best.  Sometimes  other  discussions 
arose  about  different  matters,  or  biting  retorts  passed  lightly  back 
and  forth;  often  imprese,  as  we  now  call  them,  were  displayed. 
And  in  these  verbal  contests  there  was  wonderful  diversion,  the 
household  being  (as  I  have  said)  full  of  very  noble  talents; 
among  whom  (as  you  know)  the  most  famous  were  my  lord 
Ottaviano  Fregoso,  his  brother  Messer  Federigo,  the  Magnifico 
Giuliano  de'  Medici,  Messer  Pietro  Bembo,  Messer  Cesare  Gon- 
zaga,  the  Count  Ludovico  da  Canossa,  my  lord  Gaspar  Pallavicino, 
my  lord  Ludovico  Pio,  my  lord  Morello  da  Ortona,  Pietro  da 
Napoli,  Messer  Roberto  da  Bari,  and  countless  other  very  noble 
gentlemen.  Moreover  there  were  many  who,  though  usually  they 
did  not  remain  there  constantly,  yet  spent  most  of  the  time  there; 
like  Messer  Bernardo  Bibbiena,  the  Unico  Aretino,  Joan  Cristo- 
foro  Romano,  Pietro  Monte,  Terpandro,  Messer  Nicolo  Frisio;  so 
that  there  always  flocked  thither  poets,  musicians,  and  all  kinds 
of  agreeable  men,  and  the  most  eminent  in  ability  that  were  to 
be  found  in  Italy. 
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(234-149  B.  c.y 

)OR  many  reasons,  Cato  <(the  Censor »  can  hardly  be  wholly 
ignored  in  any  adequate  general  view  of  literature.  If 
we  look  to  the  chance  of  survival  as  a  test  of  vitality,  his 
practical  and  juiceless  book  on  Agriculture  is  the  oldest  volume  of 
Latin  prose  extant;  though  we  can  hardly  speak  of  it  as  still  existing 
in  the  form  given  it  by  Cato.  It  appears  to  have  been  cruelly 
« modernized })  in  outward  form  about  the  time  of  Augustus.  Again, 
the  sturdy  old  supporter  of  Roman  simplicity  was  the  first  Italian  to 
publish  a  collection  of  orations.  A  hundred  and  fifty  speeches  were 
known  to  Cicero.  Fragments  of  eighty  still  survive;  though  in  many 
cases  they  are  represented  merely  by  citations  given  incidentally  by 
some  late  grammarian,  to  prove  the  existence  of  some  rare  word  or 
antiquated  form.  Again,  the  <  Origines >  of  Cato  would  not  only  have 
afforded  us,  if  preserved,  welcome  light  upon  the  beginnings  of  Rome 
and  many  other  Italian  cities,  but  a  political  and  military  history, 
brought  down  to  Cato's  own  day,  and  especially  valuable  for  its  fear- 
less treatment  of  recent  events.  Indeed,  his  own  actual  speeches 
were  taken  up  into  the  history,  and  one  of  them,  as  partly  preserved 
by  Aulus  Gellius,  furnishes  the  best  example  we  have  of  the  straight- 
forward unadorned  oratory  of  early  Rome.  There  is  reason  to  believe, 
even,  that  Cato  left  what  we  may  fairly  call  an  encyclopaedia, —  dedi- 
cated to,  and  compiled  for,  his  son.  At  any  rate,  he  wrote  largely 
—  not  to  mention  works  already  alluded  to  —  on  eloquence,  medicine, 
the  military  art,  etc. 

Yet  it  must  be  confessed  that  Cato  illustrates,  as  strikingly  as  any 
figure  that  could  be  selected,  how  little  at  home  the  true  literary 
artist  would  have  found  himself  in  early  Latium,  if  a  perverse  fate 
had  made  it  possible  for  him  to  be  born  there,  or  to  stray  thither, 
at  all.  Even  his  figure  and  face  were  repellent  enough  to  stand 
between  Socrates  and  Samuel  Johnson,  as  the  most  familiar  ugly  old 
men  upon  the  stage  of  the  world's  life. 

«Porcius,  fiery-haired,  gray-eyed,  and  snarling  at  all  men, — » 

says  the  unforgiving  satirist,  is  unwelcome  even  when  dead,  to  Per- 
sephone in  Hades!  No  authentic  portrait-statue  of  him  exists.  Indeed 
these  Roman  busts  and  figures,  especially  in  the  earlier  time,  were 
the  work  of  Greek  artists,  and  the  likelihood  of  his  giving  a  sitting 
to  one  of  that  race  is  exceedingly  small. 
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The  only  work  of  Cato's  which  from  its  title  might  seem  to  have 
had  a  poetic  form  was  the  <  Carmen  de  Moribus.  >  It  seems  to  have 
been  a  eulogy  upon  old  Roman  simplicity.  Not  only  are  the  extant 
fragments  in  prosaic  prose,  but  the  most  famous  of  them  declares, 
with  evident  regret  over  his  own  gentler  days  of  degeneracy :  w  Their 
custom  was  to  be  dressed  in  public  respectably,  at  home  so  much  as 
was  needful.  They  paid  more  for  horses  than  for  cooks.  The  poet's 
art  was  in  no  honor.  If  a  man  was  devoted  to  it,  or  applied  himself 
to  conviviality,  he  was  called  a  vagabond!^ 

Indeed,  Cato's  activity  in  literature  probably  had  for  its  chief 
end  and  aim  to  resist  the  incoming  tide  of  Greek  philosophy  and  of 
refinement  generally;  he  is  the  very  type  of  Horace's  "laiulator  tem- 
poris  acti,"  <(  the  eulogist  of  a  bygone  time":  that  crude  heroic  time 
when  Dentatus,  hero  of  three  triumphs,  ate  boiled  turnips  in  his 
chimney-corner,  and  had  no  use  for  Macedonian  gold. 

Whether  there  was  any  important  mass  of  ballads  or  other  purely 
national  Roman  or  Latin  literature  in  that  elder  day  has  been  much 
debated.  The  general  voice  of  scholars  is  against  Niebuhr  and  Mac- 
aulay.  There  is  every  indication  that  the  practical,  unimaginative 
Latin  plowmen  and  spearsmen  received  the  very  alphabet  of  every 
art  from  vanquished  Hellas.  Much  of  this  same  debate  has  turned 
on  a  fragment  from  Cato.  Cicero  reports:  — (<  In  his  <  Origines >  Cato 
said  that  it  had  been  a  custom  of  the  forefathers,  for  those  who 
reclined  at  banquet  to  sing  to  the  flute  the  praises  and  merits  of 
illustrious  heroes. w  The  combination  of  conviviality  and  song  in  this 
passage  tempts  us  to  connect  it  with  the  scornful  words  from  Cato's 
own  ( Carmen, }  already  cited!  Cato  was  half  right,  no  doubt.  The 
simple  charm  and  vigor  of  rustic  Latium  were  threatened;  Greek 
vice  and  Oriental  luxury  were  dangerous  gifts :  but  his  resistance  was 
as  hopeless  as  Canute's  protest  to  the  encroaching  waves.  That  this 
resistance  was  offered  even  to  the  great  Greek  literature  itself,  is 
unquestionable. 

<(  I  will  speak  of  those  Greeks  in  a  suitable  place,  son  Marcus,  telling  what 
I  learned  at  Athens,  and  what  benefit  it  is  to  look  into  their  books, —  not  to 
master  them.  I  shall  prove  them  a  most  worthless  and  imteachable  ( ! )  race. 
Believe  that  this  is  uttered  by  a  prophet:  whenever  that  folk  imparts  its 
literature,  it  will  corrupt  everything. » 

The  harsh,  narrow,  intolerant  nature  of  Cato  is  as  remote  as  could 
well  be  from  the  scholarly  or  literary  temper.  Even  his  respectful 
biographer  Plutarch  bursts  out  with  indignant  protest  against  the 
thrifty  advice  to  sell  off  slaves  who  had  grown  old  in  service.  In- 
deed, most  of  Cato's  sayings  remind  us  of  some  canny  old  Scot,  or  — 
it  may  be  politer  to  say  —  of  a  hard-headed  Yankee  farmer,  living  out 
the  precepts  of  Poor  Richard's  philosophy. 
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<(  Grip  en',  subject:  words  will  follow, w  is  his  chief  contribution  to 
rhetoric.  Another  has,  it  must  be  confessed,  more  of  Quintilian's 
flavor:  <(An  orator,  son  Marcus,  is  a  good  man  skilled  in  speaking. }) 
He  is  most  at  home  however  upon  his  farm,  preaching  such  famil- 
iar economies  as  (<  Buy  not  what  you  need,  but  what  you  must  have : 
what  you  do  not  need  is  dear  at  a  penny. w  The  nearest  approach  to 
wit  is  but  a  sarcastic  consciousness  of  human  weakness,  like  the 
maxim  (<  -Praise  large  farms,  but  till  a  small  one w ;  the  form  of 
which,  by  the  way,  is  strikingly  like  the  advice  given  long  before  by 
a  kindred  spirit,  the  Ascraean  farmer  Hesiod:  — 

«  Praise  thou  a  little  vessel,  and  store  thy  freight  in  a  large  one!» 

Even  the  kindness  of  Cato  has  a  bitter  flavor  peculiarly  Roman. 
When  the  great  Greek  historian  Polybius  and  his  fellow  exiles  were 
finally  permitted  to  return  to  their  native  land,  Cato  turned  the  scale 
toward  mercy  in  the  Senate  with  the  haughty  words,  <(As  though 
we  had  nothing  to  do,  we  sit  here  discussing  whether  some  old 
Greeks  shall  be  carried  to  their  graves  here  or  in  Achaia!"  There 
was  a  touch  of  real  .humor,  and  perhaps  of  real  culture  too,  in  his 
retort  when  Polybius  asked  in  addition  for  the  restoration  of  civic 
honors  held  in  Greece  seventeen  years  agone.  <(  Polybius, }>  he  said, 
with  a  smile,  <(  wishes  to  venture  again  into  the  Cyclops's  cave, 
because  he  forgot  his  cap  and  belt.'*  A  few  touches  like  this  permit 
us  to  like,  as  well  as  to  admire,  this  grim  and  harsh  pattern  of  old 
simplicity. 

Whether  <(  Cato  learned  Greek  at  eighty }>  as  a  grudging  concession 
to  the  spirit  of  the  age,  or  to  obtain  weapons  from  the  foe's  own 
armory  wherewith  to  combat  his  influence,  we  need  not  argue. 
Indeed,  it  is  nearly  certain  that  any  special  study  at  that  time  could 
have  been  only  a  revival  of  <(what  he  learned  at  Athens }>  many 
years  earlier. 

It  is  however  a  supreme  touch  of  irony  in  Cato's  fate,  that  he 
rendered,  doubtless  unconsciously,  a  greater  service  to  Hellenistic 
culture  in  Rome  than  did  even  his  illustrious  younger  contemporary 
Scipio  ^milianus,  the  patron  of  Terence  and  the  generous  friend  of 
Polybius;  for  it  was  our  Cato  who  brought  in  his  train  from  Sardinia 
the  gallant  young  soldier  afterward  known  as  the  poet  Ennius, — the 
creator  of  the  Latin  hexameter,  of  the  artistic  Roman  epic,  and  in 
general  the  man  who  more  than  any  other  made  Greek  poetry,  and 
even  Greek  philosophy,  well  known  and  respected  among  all  educated 
Romans. 

Cato  is  chiefly  known  to  us  through  Plutarch,  whose  sketch  shows 
the  tolerance  of  that  beloved  writer  toward  the  savage  enemy  of 
Hellenism.  The  charming  central  figure  of  Cicero's  dialogue  on  (  Old 
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Age>  takes  little  save  his  name  from  the  bitter,  crabbed  octogena- 
rian, who  was  still  adding  to  his  vote  on  any  and  all  subjects, 
« Moreover,  Senators,  Carthage  must  be  wiped  out."  All  the  world 
admires  stubborn  courage,  especially  in  a  hopeless  cause.  We,  the 
most  radical  and  democratic  of  peoples,  especially  admire  the  despair- 
ing stand  of  a  belated  conservative.  The  peculiar  virtues  of  the 
stock  were  repeated  no  less  strikingly  in  the  great-grandson,  Cato  of 
Utica,  and  make  their  name  a  synonym  forevermore  of  unbending 
stoicism.  The  phrase  applied  by  a  later  Roman  poet  to  Cato  of 
Utica  may  perhaps  be  quoted  no  less  fittingly  as  the  epitaph  of  his 
ancestor :  — 

«The  gods  preferred  the  victor's  cause,  but  Cato  the  vanquished ;» 

for  in  spite  of  him,  the  Latin  literature  which  has  come  down  to  us 
may  be  most  truly  characterized  as  <(  the  bridge  over  which  Hellenism 
reaches  the  modern  world. » 


ON     AGRICULTURE 

From  <De  Agricultura* 

[The  following  extract  gives  a  vivid  glimpse  of  the  life  on  a  Latian  farm. 
The  Roman  gentleman  may  be  regarded  as  an  «  absentee  landlord, »  giving 
this  advice  to  his  agent.  The  <(  family »  is,  of  course,  made  up  of  slaves.] 

THESE  shall  be  the  bailiff's  duties.  He  shall  keep  up  good 
discipline.  The  holidays  must  be  observed.  He  shall  keep 
his  hands  from  other  people's  property,  and  take  good  care 
of  his  own.  He  shall  act  as  umpire  for  disputes  in  the  family. 
If  any  one  is  guilty  of  mischief,  he  shall  exact  return  in  good 
measure  for  the  harm  done.  The  family  is  not  to  suffer,  to  be 
cold,  to  be  hungry.  He  is  to  keep  it  busy,  as  thus  he  will  more 
easily  restrain  it  from  mischief  and  thieving.  If  the  bailiff  does 
not  consent  to  evil-doing  there  will  be  none.  If  he  does  allow 
it,t  the  master  must  not  let  it  go  unpunished.  For  kindness  he 
is  to  show  gratitude,  so  that  the  same  one  may  be  glad  to  do 
right  in  other  matters.  The  bailiff  must  not  be  a  saunterer;  he 
must  always  be  sober;  he  mustn't  go  out  to  dinner.  He  must 
keep  the  family  busy;  must  see  to  it  that  the  master's  commands 
are  carried  out.  He  mustn't  think  he  knows  more  than  the 
master.  The  master's  friends  he  must  count  as  his  own.  He  is 
to  pay  no  attention  to  any  one,  unless  so  bidden.  He  is  not  to 
act  as  priest  except  at  the  Compitalia  or  at  the  hearthside.  He 
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is  to  give  no  one  credit  save  at  the  master's  orders.  When  tne 
master  gives  credit  he  must  exact  payment.  Seed-corn,  kitchen 
utensils,  barley,  wine,  oil,  he  must  lend  to  no  one.  He  may 
have  two  or  three  families  from  whom  he  borrows,  and  to  whom 
he  lends,  but  no  more.  He  must  square  accounts  with  his 
master  often.  The  mechanic,  the  hireling,  the  sharpener  of 
tools,  he  must  never  keep  more  than  a  day.  He  mustn't  buy 
anything  without  the  master's  knowledge,  nor  hide  anything 
from  the  master,  nor  have  any  hanger-on.  He  should  never 
consult  a  soothsayer,  prophet,  priest,  or  Chaldean.  ...  He 
should  know  how  to  do  every  farm  task  and  should  do  it  often, 
without  exhausting  himself.  If  he  does  this,  he  will  know  what 
is  in  the  minds  of  the  family  and  they  will  work  more  con- 
tentedly. Besides,  if  he  works  he  will  have  less  desire  to  stroll 
about,  and  be  healthier,  and  sleep  better.  He  should  be  the 
first  to  get  up  and  the  last  to  go  to  bed;  should  see  that  the 
country  house  is  locked  up,  that  each  one  is  sleeping  where  he 
belongs,  and  that  the  cattle  are  fed. 


FROM  THE   <  ATTIC  NIGHTS  >   OF  AULUS  GELLIUS 

[The  extract  given  below,  as  will  be  seen,  is  quoted  for  the  most  part  not 
from  Cato  but  from  Aulus  Gellius.  However,  the  practice  of  Gellius  on  other 
occasions  where  we  are  able  to  compare  his  text  with  the  original,  indicates 
that  he  merely  modernized  Cato's  phraseology.  In  many  cases  such  changes 
probably  make  no  difference  at  all  in  the  modern  rendering.] 

MARCUS  CATO,  in  his  book  of  (  Origins,*  has  recorded  an  act 
of  Quintus  Caedicius,  a  military  tribune,  really  illustrious, 
and  worthy  of  being  celebrated  with  the  solemnity  of 
Grecian  eloquence.  It  is  nearly  to  this  effect:  —  The  Carthagin- 
ian general  in  Sicily,  in  the  first  Punic  war,  advancing  to  meet 
the  Roman  army,  first  occupied  some  hills  and  convenient  situ- 
ations. The  Romans,  as  it  happened,  got  into  a  spot  open  to 
surprise,  and  very  dangerous.  The  tribune  came  to  the  consul, 
pointing  out  the  danger  from  the  inconvenience  of  the  spot,  and 
the  surrounding  enemy.  « I  think, »  says  he,  <(  if  you  would  save 
us,  you  must  immediately  order  certain  four  hundred  to  advance 
to  yonder  wart »  (for  thus  Cato  indicated  a  rugged  and  elevated 
place)  <(  and  command  them  to  take  possession  of  it ;  when  the 
enemy  shall  see  this,  every  one  among  them  that  is  brave  and 
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ardent  will  be  intent  on  attacking  and  frightening  them,  and 
will  be  occupied  by  this  business  alone,  and  these  four  hundred 
men  will  doubtless  all  be  slain;  — you,  whilst  the  enemy  shall 
be  engaged  m  slaughter,  will  have  an  opportunity  of  withdraw- 
ing  the  arm>  prom  this  place:  there  is  no  other  possible  method 
of  escape.0 

The  consul  replied  that  the  advice  appeared  wise  and  good. 
(<But  whom/*  says  he,  « shall  I  find,  that  will  lead  these  four 
hundred  men  to  that  ^Jpot  against  the  battalions  of  the  enemy  ?  * 
— « If,  °  answered  ti"e  tribune,  <(  you  find  no  one  else,  employ 
me  in  this  dangerous  enterprise;  I  offer  my  life  to  you  and 
my  country.  * 

The  consul  thanked  and  praised  him.  The  tribune,  with  his 
four  hundred  men,  advanced  to  death.  The  enemy,  astonished 
at  their  boldness,  waited  to  see  where  they  were  going;  but 
when  it  appeared  that  they  were  marching  to  take  possession  of 
the  hill,  the  Carthaginian  general  sent  against  them  the  ablest 
men  of  his  army,  both  horse  and  foot.  The  Roman  soldiers 
were  surrounded,  and  being  surrounded,  fought;  the  contest  was 
long  doubtful,  but  numbers  at  length  prevailed;  the  four  hun- 
dred, to  a  man,  were  either  slain  with  the  sword  or  buried 
tinder  missile  weapons.  The  consul,  in  the  interval  of  the  en- 
gagement, withdrew  his  troops  to  a  spot  high  and  secure,  but 
the  event  which  happened  to  this  tribune  who  commanded  the 
four  hundred,  I  shall  subjoin,  not  in  my  own  but  Cato's  words: 
(<  The  immortal  gods  gave  the  military  tribune  a  fortune  suit- 
able to  his  valor:  for  thus  it  happened,  when  he  was  wounded 
in  every  other  part,  his  head  alone  was  unhurt,  and  when  they 
distinguished  him  amongst  the  dead,  exhausted  with  wounds,  and 
breathing  with  difficulty  from  loss  of  blood,  they  bore  him  off. 
He  recovered,  and  often  afterwards  performed  bold  and  eminent 
services  to  his  country;  and  this  exploit  of  his  detaching  these 
troops  preserved  the  remainder  of  the  army.  But  the  place 
where  the  same  deed  is  done,  is  of  great  importance.  Leonidas 
of  Lacedaemon,  whose  conduct  was  the  same  at  Thermopylae, 
is  extolled;  on  account  of  his  virtues  all  Greece  celebrated  his 
glory,  and  raised  his  name  to  the  highest  degree  of  eminence, 
testifying  their  gratitude  for  his  exploit  by  monuments,  trophies, 
statues,  panegyrics,  histories,  and  other  similar  means.  But  to 
this  tribune  of  the  people,  who  did  the  same  thing,  and  saved 
his  country,  small  praise  has  been  assigned.  * 
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JACOB  CATS 

(1577-1660) 

|HE  life  of  Jacob  Cats  falls  within  the  golden  age  of  Dutch 
literature,  represented  in  the  north  by  Hooft,  Roemer  Vis- 
scher,  and  Joost  van  den  Vondel,  and  in  the  south  by  the 
Zeeland  circle  of  poets,  among  whom  Cats  was  undoubtedly  the 
greatest.  There  have  been  times  when  Cats's  was  the  one  name 
among  Dutch  poets;  in  homes  where  no  other  books  were  found,  one 
might  at  least  be  sure  of  finding  the  Bible  and  <(  Father  Cats."  But 
it  is  doubtful  whether  he  would  be  con- 
sidered great  outside  of  Holland.  He  is 
the  most  prosaic  of  poets,  has  limited  power 
of  language  and  a  still  more  limited  choice 
of  versification;  with  these  drawbacks  he 
is,  however,  most  characteristically  Dutch, 
partly  on  account  of  his  practical  moral 
teachings  and  partly  on  account  of  the 
monotonous  tic-tac  of  his  verse.  The  erec- 
tion of  a  monument  in  his  honor  in  his 
native  city,  and  the  painting  of  his  portrait 
by  Rembrandt  in  1635,  were  therefore  well- 
deserved  tributes  to  a  man  strangely  rep- 
resentative of  his  nation.  Yet,  even  in 
Holland,  voices  have  been  raised  against 
his  popularity.  Busken  Huet  has  called  him  <(a  miserable  character, 
a  personified  mediocrity,  a  vulgar  and  vulgarizing  spirit. }> 

Jacob  Cats,  the  youngest  of  four  children,  was  born  in  Brouwers- 
haven  on  the  loth  of  November,  1577.  His  mother  died  when  he 
was  only  a  few  years  old,  and  his  father,  member  of  the  counpil  in 
Brouwer shaven,  soon  gave  his  children  a  stepmother.  '  Cats  praises 
her  <(  good  deeds  and  good  management )}  in  his  verses ;  but  it  would 
seem  as  if  her  management  were  not  in  accordance  with  what 
the  family  considered  beneficial  to  the  children.  One  of  the  uncles 
adopted  little  Jacob,  and  sent  him  to  the  school  of  Master  Dirk  Kemp 
in  Zierikzee.  Here  he  met  a  young  boy  from  Brabant  who  was  cul- 
tivating poetry,  and  their  daily  comradeship  awakened  the  same 
tastes  in  Cats.  Master  Kemp  was  a  man  who,  although  of  good 
intentions,  had  not  the  power  to  carry  them  out;  Jacob's  uncle 
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accordingly  took  him  out  of  school  and  sent  him  to  the  University 
of  Leyden  to  study  law. 

From  Leyden  he  went  to  Orleans,  where  he  took  his  degree,  and 
then  to  Paris.  When  he  had  been  here  for  some  time,  his  uncle 
thought  it  wisest  to  call  him  back;  and  Cats's  career  dates  from  his 
return  to  The  Hague,  where  he  settled  as  a  lawyer.  Very  soon  after 
he  had  taken  up  his  practice  he  succeeded  in  saving  a  woman 
accused  of  witchcraft,  and  won  the  case  of  a  young  man  who,  in 
defending  his  father  from  a  murderous  attack,  had  killed  the  assail- 
ant. These  cases  called  attention  to  Cats;  he  soon  made  a  name  for 
himself.  His  activity  was  then  suddenly  interrupted  by  a  severe 
illness.  He  was  forced  to  leave  the  damp  climate  of  Holland,  and 
went  to  England  to  seek  the  counsel  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  famous 
physician  Butler.  The  treatment  gave  him  no  relief,  however;  and 
he  did  not  improve  until  after  his  return  to  Holland,  where  he  met  a 
learned  alchemist,  to  whose  skill  he  ascribed  his  cure.  In  1603  he 
moved  to  Middelburg,  and  began  life  with  new  strength.  He  tells  in 
one  of  his  poems  of  his  meeting  in  the  French  church  with  a  young 
girl,  with  whom  he  fell  in  love  at  first  sight;  of  his  growing  affection 
for  her  and  his  intention  to  marry  her;  of  the  report  that  her  father 
had  just  lost  all  his  money  in  a  speculation;  and  he  confesses  with  a 
most  naive  and  rather  cynic  frankness:  — 

«For  her  in  very  truth,  with  but  the  least  of  cause 
And  with  a  joyful  heart,  I'd  given  up  the  ghost. — 
Look  ye,  this  evil  lot  that  to  the  father  fell 
Has  in  an  instant's  time  my  heart  of  love  bereft  !w 

Immediately  after  this  incident,  Cats  married  Elizabeth  van  Val- 
kenburg,  a  rich  girl  from  Antwerpen.  Her  good  sense,  faithfulness, 
and  housewifely  virtues  found  a  warm  expression  in  the  following 
words :  — 

<(  She  was  a  worthy  woman, 
A  foundation  for  a  home,  a  model  of  truth. w 

This  period  of  Cats's  life,  almost  coincident  with  the  twelve-years' 
armistice  ending  in  1621,  when  the  war  with  Spain  was  resumed,  was 
one  of  varied  activity.  Aside  from  the  duties  of  his  practice,  he 
gave  much  time  to  the  diking  of  grounds  neglected  during  the  war, 
now  in  great  danger  from  the  sea;  and  while  at  his  country-place 
Grijpskerke  near  Middelburg,  where  his  « flock  of  children  played 
under  the  trees, »  he  wrote  the  poems  <  Emblemata  of  Sinnebeelden> 
(Emblemata  or  Emblems);  ( Maeghdeplicht >  (Maiden  Duty),  in  1618; 
<Selfstryt>  (Inward  Strife),  1620;  <  Toonel  der  Mannelycke  Achtbaer- 
heyd'  (Scene  of  Manly  Respectability),  and  <Houwelyck)  (Marriage). 
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With  the  beginning  of  the  war  his  own  peace  was  at  an  end. 
Several  of  the  grounds  reclaimed  from  the  sea  were  once  more 
flooded  to  prevent  the  advance  of  the  enemy.  In  1621  he  accepted 
the  office  of  pensionary  of  Middelburg,  his  first  step  toward  official 
statesmanship.  In  1623  he  was  elected  pensionary  of  Dordrecht,  and 
although  he  hesitated  in  leaving  Zeeland,  he  finally  decided  to  accept 
the  office.  In  1625  he  added  to  his  duties  those  of  Curator  of  Ley- 
den  University.  His  literary  work  was  consequently  laid  aside. 

In  1627  Cats  accompanied  Albert  Joachimi  as  ambassador  to  Lon- 
don to  open  negotiations  for  a  navigation  treaty.  He  was  only  partly 
successful  in  his  mission,  but  was  met  with  much  consideration  by 
Charles  I.,  who  decorated  him  with  the  order  of  St.  Jovis.  Shortly 
after  his  return  he  lost  his  wife  after  a  brief  illness. 

While  he  was  writing  'Trouwring*  (Wedding  Ring),  a  collection 
of  epic  and  lyric  poems,  he  was  elected  Secretary  of  State  in  1636, 
and  in  1645  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal  and  Governor.  But  he  had 
the  experience  in  his  public  life  that  a  crown  may  often  be  a  crown 
of  thorns;  and  in  1651  he  begged  to  be  released  from  his  burden- 
some office.  His  demand  was  granted,  and  on  this  occasion  Cats  fell 
on  his  knees  in  the  presence  of  the  States-General  and  thanked  God 
for  taking  away  his  heavy  burden  He  was  once  more  persuaded  to 
join  an  embassy  to  England.  Cromwell  had  meanwhile  come  to 
power;  Cats  and  his  fellow-travelers  returned  with  but  little  accom- 
plished, and  the  old  statesman  and  poet  saw  himself  free  to  spend 
the  last  years  of  his  life  on  his  place  Zorgvliet,  which  he  had  built 
outside  of  The  Hague  on  the  way  to  Scheveningen,  in  the  midst  of 
the  Dunes.  Although  he  may  not  have  been  a  great  statesman,  he 
had  felt  the  responsibility  of  his  calling.  He  was  never  quite  equal 
to  it,  and  often  felt  himself  helpless  and  small  against  the  encroach- 
ment of  the  Powers.  But  honesty  and  patriotism  were  his  to  the 
fullest  extent. 

The  last  eight  years  of  his  life  he  spent  in  Zorgvliet  in  undis- 
turbed peace.  He  returned  to  his  literary  labors  and  wrote  (Ouder- 
dom  en  Buitenleven  >  (Age  and  Country  Life),  ( Hofgedachten  > 
(Court  Thoughts),  and  his  rhymed  autobiography  <  Twee-entaghtig- 
jarig  Leven>  (A  Life  of  Eighty-two  Years).  He  seems  to  have  kept 
his  warm  interest  and  joy  in  life  to  the  very  last. 
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FEAR  AFTER   THE   TROUBLE 

AWHILE  ago  I  read  a  tale  methinks  is  curious. 
Perhaps  to  every  one  the  story  may  be  useful; 
Therefore  in  timeliness  unto  the  light  I  drag  it, 
In  hope  that  all  who  read,  in  it  will  find  a  pleasure. 
A  lord  once  lived  of  old,  whose  joy  it  was  to  wander 
In  field  and  flowery  mead,   quite  to  his  heart's  contentment. 
A  horse  he  had  withal,  so  sage  that,   slept  the  rider, 
It  home  would  wisely  go,  without  the  knight  to  waken. 
And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  one  day  forthward  faring, 
To  dine,  the  cavalier  by  a  good  friend  was  bidden. 

He  met  with  welcome  glad;  good  wine  went  freely  flowing. 
At  last,  for  all  such  cheer,  the  guest  must  take  his  leave. 
Himself  then  he  prepared  to  climb  into  his  saddle. 
And  turned  his  beast  about,  that  home  were  soon  attained. 
The  day  was  bleak  and  raw;  the  sun  of  light  was  chary; 
Through  clouds  before  its  face,   a  pallid  light  descended. 
The  wise  steed  careful  stepped  onward  along  the  highway, 
Its  sober  rider  borne,  as  custom  was,  unwearied. 
Anon  the  usual  drowse  closed  up  the  rider's  eyelids: 
.    His  beast  walked  calmly  on,  in  faithfulness  of  service; 
The  man,  profoundly  sleeping,  traveled  as  he  was  wonted; 
The  time  at  last  brought  near  when  he  should  reach  his  dwell- 
ing. 

But  lo!  a  friend  is  met,  who  questions  him  in  wonder:  — 

<(How  possible  it  was  his  steed  had  brought  him  thither  ?» 

The  knight  responded  straight  — <(  Why,  I  the  way  have  ridden 

That,  during  seven  years,  I  constantly  have  come; 

My  beast  on  which  I  sit  hath  borne  me  duly  houseward  — 

The  midnight's  dark  itself  makes  not  his  foot  unsteady. w 

<(  How,  friend  ? »  his  questioner  cried,  «  even  when  the  bridge  is 

broken  ? 

The  stream  to  cross  at  all,  no  other  means  I  know: 
This  wondrous  horse  of  thine  old  Perseus  must  have  owned, 
Who  fought  the  dragon  once,  and  cut  its  head  to  pieces. 
Things  sure  are  as  they  were!     You  came  not  flying  hither! 
It  seems  to  me,  belike,  a  ghost  has  been  your  cheater. 
To  take  it  otherwise,  the  joke  to  me  seems  pointless. 
Not  possible  it  is,  this  story  that  you  tell  me. 
But  that  o'er  such  a  thing  no  wrangling  be  between  us, 
Come  to  the  bridge  with  me;   I  gladly  will  be  escort. 
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The  spot  and  fact  themselves,  in  proof  I  straight  will  di9closet 
That  you  may  note  how  ill  goes  with  your  word  the  matter. » 
Whereto  so  long  a  speech  ?     The  Knight  was  well  persuaded ; 
The  flood  is  reached  again,  the  truth  of  things  lies  open! 
Bridge  is  there  none  indeed  —  rests  but  a  strip  of  planking, 
Crossing  the  rushing  wave,  narrow  and  all  unsteady. 
The  foot  of  man  must  needs  with  prudence  o'er  it  tiptoe, 
The  nerve  and  will  be  firm  to  reach  that  further  goal. 
The  foot  that  is  not  true,   that  left  or  right  shall  waver, 
Drowns  in  the  flood  below  the  passenger  unlucky. 
When  now  the  man  of  naps  marks  all  at  once  the  bridge, 
Notes  well  the  narrow  path,  marks  the  too  slender  footway, 
His  shock  in  truth  is  great;   loud  his  poor  heart  goes  beating 
In  fear  and  shudders  cold,  the  scene  he  stands  and  pictures; 
Sees  with  a  frightened  eye  just  how  his  path  has  served  him 
And  more  and  more  his  soul  sickens  with  tardy  terror, 
More  to  his  heart  the  blood,  driven  away,  goes  rushing;  — 
That  hour  of  fear  to  him  brought  him  an  e'idless  illness. 

Look  now,  how  odd  it  seems!    He  well  in  peace  had  ridden, 

Suffering  no  mishap,   spared  from  the  thing  all  mischief  — 

Utterly  downcast  is,  whereas  his  danger's  over! 

Fear  makes  him  sick  at  heart,  deep  in  his  being  centred. 

Questions  now  any  one  what  be  this  tale's  life-lesson  ? 

Him  shall  I  gladly  give  what  in  it  lies,  methinks; 

Speak  out  as  best  I  can  what  as  a  maxim's  plainest:  — 

Friendly  is  never  he  sparing  of  bread  and  counsel. 

The  man  who  rode  his  way  safely  and  lost  in  slumber, 

He  unto  whom  occurred  just  this  strange  bit  of  fortune, 

Like  is  he  (it  meseems)  unto  the  lustful  mortal, 

Evil  in  earthly  course,  given  to  sottish  living, 

Wandering  on,   shut-eyed,  lost  in  the  way  of  pleasure, 

Taking  no  slightest  notice  of  the  abyss  so  open : 

Never  with  heed  made  blessed,  not  with  his  conscience  warned 

How  at  his  side  is  Death,  prompt  to  cut  off  the  living! 

But  with  our  Lord  God's  grace,  suddenly  on  him  bestowed, 

Opening  wide  his  eye  —  then,  not  till  then,  he's  awakened. 

Terror  absorbs  his  soul,  holy  the  fear  that  takes  it; 

Now  is  the  sinner  roused,  sees  for  the  first  his  doings. 

Wondering  see  him  stand,  uttering  loud  his  outcry:  — 

<(  Awful  has  been  my  blindness,  dreadful  my  soul's  delusion. 

How  could  I  be  so  tricked  ?  how  could  my  sleep  so  grip  me  ? 

I  who,  in  touch  with  death,  careless  my  ease  was  taking !» 

Happy  in  truth  the  man  fallen  in  no  such  peril, 
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Since  with  a  careful  eye  watches  he  every  footstep, 
Blessed  in  that  God  himself  insight  to  him  has  granted 
What  was  his  danger  to  feel;   how  he  has  made  escapement. 

Translation  through  the  German  by  E.  Ireneeus  Stevenson. 


«A  RICH   MAN   LOSES  HIS  CHILD,   A  POOR  MAN   LOSES 

HIS  COW» 

COME  hither,  pray,  O  friends!     Let  me  my  sorrow  tell  you. 
Wordless  such  loss  to  bear,  my  heart  indeed  endures  not: 
All  that  the  soul  downweighs  seems  to  a  man  less  bitter, 
If  to  the  friendly  ear  sorrow  can  be  but  uttered. 
Dead  is  my  neighbor's  child:  dead  is  my  only  cow. 
Comfort  has  fled  from  him;  fled  from  me  every  joying. 
So  do  we  sorrow,  both,  reft  of  our  peace  each  bosom: 
He  that  his  child  is  dead  —  I  that  my  cow  is  taken. 
Look   you   now,    friends!    how   strange    ay,    and    how   sad    Fate's 

dealings ! 

I  well  had  spared  a  child  —  one  cow  he  well  had  wanted. 
Turn  things  about,  thou  Death!     Less  evil  seem  thy  doings. 
Full  is  my  house  —  too  full:  surely  is  full  his  cow-house! 
Death,  take  his  stalls  for  prey,  or  choose  from  out  my  seven! 
There  have  you,  Death,  full  room;  less  to  us  too  the  trouble. 
Certain  the  pain's  forgot  —  ay,  and  forgotten  quickly, 
When,  in  the  greater  herd,  one  little  wolf's  a  robber! 
What  do  I  murmur  thus  ?    Ever  is  Death  one  earless. 
Lost  on  him  good  advice,   argument  on  him  wasted. 
Onward  he  moves,  this  Death,  pallid  and  wholly  blindly. 
Oftenest  he  a  guest  just  where  his  call's  least  needed. 
Ah,  who  can  calm  my  grief;  who,  pray,  shall  still  my  neighbor's^ 
Just  as  we  would  not  choose,   so  unto  each  it  happens!— 
He  who  is  rich  must  lose  all  that  means  nearest  heirship, 
I,  the  poor  man,  O  God!  stripped  of  my  one  possession! 

Translation  through  the  German  by  E.  Irenaeus  Stevenson, 
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CATULLUS 

(84-54  B.  C.  ?) 
BY  J.   W.   MACKAIL 

«HE  last  thirty  years  of  the  Roman  Republic  are,  alike  in 
thought  and  action,  one  of  the  high-water  marks  of  the 
world's  history.  This  is  the  age  of  Cicero  and  of  Julius 
Caesar.  This  brief  period  includes  the  conquest  of  Gaul,  the  invasion 
of  Britain,  the  annexation  of  the  Asiatic  monarchies  founded  by 
Alexander's  marshals;  the  final  collapse  of  the  Roman  oligarchy 
which  had  subdued  the  whole  known  world;  the  development  of  the 
stateliest  and  most  splendid  prose  that  the  world  has  ever  seen  or  is 
ever  likely  to  see ;  and  lastly,  a  social  life 
among  the  Roman  upper  classes  so  brill- 
iant, so  humane,  so  intimately  known  to  us 
from  contemporary  historians,  poets,  ora- 
tors, letter-writers,  that  we  can  live  in  it 
with  as  little  stretch  of  imagination  as  we 
can  live  in  the  England  of  Queen  Anne. 
Among  the  foremost  figures  of  this  won- 
derful period  is  Valerius  Catullus,  the  first 
of  Latin  lyric  poets,  and  perhaps  the  third, 
alongside  of  Sappho  and  Shelley,  in  the 
supreme  rank  of  the  lyric  poets  of  the 
world. 

He  represents  in  his  life  and  his  genius 
the  fine  flower  of  his  age  and  country.     He 

was  born  at  Verona  of  a  wealthy  and  distinguished  family,  while 
Italy  was  convulsed  by  the  civil  wars  of  Marius  and  Sulla;  he  died 
at  the  age  of  thirty,  while  Caesar  was  completing  the  conquest  of 
Gaul,  and  the  Republic,  though  within  a  few  days  of  its  extinction, 
still  seemed  full  of  the  pride  of  life.  The  rush  and  excitement  of  those 
thrilling  years  is  mirrored  fully  in  the  life  and  poetry  of  Catullus. 
Fashion,  travel,  politics,  criticism,  all  the  thousandfold  and  ever- 
changing  events  and  interests  of  the  age,  come  before  us  in  their 
most  vivid  form  and  at  their  highest  pressure,  in  this  brief  volume 
of  lyrics.  But  all  come  involved  with  and  overshadowed  by  a  story 
wholly  personal  to  himself  and  immortal  in  its  fascination:  the  story 
of  an  immense  and  ill-fated  love  that  <(fed  its  life's  flame  with  self- 
substantial  fuel,"  and  mounted  in  the  morning  glories  of  sunrise  only 
to  go  down  in  thunder  and  tempest  before  noon. 
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There  are  perhaps  no  love  poems  in  the  world  like  these.  Of 
Sappho,  seemingly  the  greatest  poet  of  her  sex,  we  can  only  dally 
with  surmise  from  mutilated  fragments.  No  one  else  in  the  ancient 
world  comes  into  the  account.  The  Middle  Ages  involved  love  inex- 
tricably with  mysticism.  When  Europe  shook  the  Middle  Ages  off, 
it  had  begun  to  think.  Exquisite  reflections  on  love,  innocent  pas- 
torals, adorable  imagery, — these  it  could  produce;  in  the  France  of 
the  Pleiade  for  instance,  or  in  the  England  of  Greene  and  Campion: 
but  thought  and  passion  keep  ill  company.  Once  only,  a  century 
ago,  a  genius  as  fierce  and  flame-like  as  that  of  Catullus  rose  to  the 
height  of  this  argument.  An  intractable  language,  sterilizing  sur- 
roundings, bad  models,  imperfect  education,  left  Burns  hopelessly 
distanced;  yet  the  quintessential  flame  that  he  shares  with  Catullus 
has  served  to  make  him  the  idol  of  a  nation,  and  a  household  word 
among  many  millions  of  his  race. 

Clodia,  the  «Lady  of  the  Sonnets »  in  Catullus,  whom  he  calls 
Lesbia  by  a  transparent  fiction,  has  no  ambiguous  or  veiled  person- 
ality. She  was  one  of  the  most  famous  and  most  scandalous  women 
of  her  time.  By  birth  and  marriage  she  belonged  to  the  innermost 
circle  of  that  more  than  royal  Roman  aristocracy  which  had  accu- 
mulated the  wealth  of  the  world  into  its  hands,  and  sent  out  its 
younger  sons  carelessly  to  misgovern  and  pillage  empires.  When 
Catullus  made  her  acquaintance,  she  was  a  married  woman  some  six 
or  seven  years  older  than  himself.  «  Through  a  little  arc  of  heaven  * 
the  poems  show  his  love  running  its  sorrowful  and  splendid  course. 
Rapture  of  tenderness,  infatuation,  revolt,  relapse,  re-entanglement, 
agonized  stupor,  the  stinging  pain  of  reviving  life,  fierce  love  pass- 
ing into  as  fierce  a  hatred,  all  sweep  before  us  in  dazzling  language 
molded  out  of  pure  air  and  fire. 

So  far,  Burns  alone,  and  Burns  only  at  his  rarer  heights,  can  give 
a  modern  reader  some  idea  of  Catullus.  But  Burns  had  little  educa- 
tion and  less  taste;  and  so  when  he  leaves  the  ground  of  direct  per- 
sonal emotion, — that  is  to  say,  in  nineteen-twentieths  of  his  poetry, — 
he  is  constantly  on  the  edge,  and  often  over  it,  of  tawdriness, 
vulgarity,  commonplace.  Catullus  was  master  of  all  the  technical 
skill  then  known  to  poetry.  Without  anything  approaching  the 
immense  learning  of  Virgil  or  Milton,  he  had,  like  Shelley  among 
English  poets,  the  instincts  and  training  of  a  scholar.  It  is  this  fine 
scholarship  — the  eye  and  hand  of  the  trained  artist  in  language  — 
combined  with  his  lucid  and  imperious  simplicity,  like  that  of  some 
gifted  and  terrible  child,  that  makes  him  unique  among  poets. 
When  he  leaves  the  golden  fields  of  poetry  and  dashes  into  political 
lampoons,  or  insolent  and  unquotable  attacks  on  people  (men  or 
women)  who  tad  the  misfortune  to  displease  him,  he  becomes  like 
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Burns  again,  Burns  the  satirist;  yet  even  here  nimbler  witted,  lighter 
of  touch,  with  the  keenness  of  the  rapier  rather  than  of  the  Northern 
axe-edge. 

His  scholarliness  —  like  that  of  most  scholars  —  was  not  without 
its  drawbacks.  His  immediate  literary  masters,  the  Greeks  of  the 
Alexandrian  school,  were  a  coterie  of  pedants;  it  would  be  idle  to 
claim  that  he  remained  unaffected  by  their  pedantry.  In  the  last 
years  of  his  life  he  seems  to  have  lost  himself  somewhat  in  technical 
intricacies  and  elaborate  metrical  experiments;  in  translations  from 
that  prince  in  preciosity,  the  Alexandrian  Callimachus;  and  idyllic 
pieces  of  overloaded  ornament  studied  from  the  school  of  Theocritus. 
The  longest  and  most  ambitious  poem  of  these  years,  the  epic  idyl 
on  (  The  Marriage  of  Peleus  and  Thetis,  J  is  full  of  exquisite  beauties 
of  detail,  but  taken  in  its  whole  effect  is  languid,  cloying,  and 
monotonous.  He  makes  a  more  brilliant  success  in  his  other  long 
poem,  the  famous  <Atys,)  the  single  example  in  Latin  of  the  large- 
scale  lyric  so  familiar  to  Greece  and  England. 

But  indeed  in  every  form  of  lyric  poetry  attempted  by  him,  his 
touch  is  infallible.  The  lovely  poems  of  travel  which  he  wrote 
during  and  after  a  voyage  to  Asia  are  as  unequaled  in  their  sunny 
beauty  as  the  love-lyrics  are  in  fire  and  passion.  Alongside  of  these 
there  are  little  funny  verses  to  his  friends,  and  other  verses  to  his 
enemies  which  they  probably  did  not  think  funny  in  the  least; 
verses  of  occasion  and  verses  of  compliment;  and  verses  of  sym- 
pathy, with  a  deep  human  throb  in  them  that  shows  how  little  his 
own  unhappy  love  had  embittered  him  or  shut  him  up  in  selfish 
broodings.  Two  of  these  pieces  are  pre-eminent  beyond  all  the  rest. 
The  one  is  a  marriage  song  written  by  him  for  the  wedding  of  two 
of  his  friends,  Mallius  Torquatus  and  Vinia  Aurunculeia.  In  its 
straightforward  unassuming  grace,  in  its  musical  clearness,  in  the 
picture  it  draws,  with  so  gentle  and  yet  so  refined  and  distinguished 
a  touch,  of  common  household  happiness,  it  is  worthy  of  its  closing 
place  in  the  golden  volume  of  his  lyrics. 

The  other  is  a  brief  poem,  only  ten  lines  long,  written  at  his 
brother's  grave  near  Troy.  It  is  one  of  the  best  known  of  Latin 
poems;  and  before  its  sorrow,  its  simplicity,  its  piteous  tenderness, 
the  astonishing  cadence  of  its  rhythms,  praise  itself  seems  almost 
profanation. 

<(  Tenderest  of  Roman  poets  nineteen  hundred  years  ago  —  ®  so 
Tennyson  in  one  of  his  own  "beautiful  lyrics  addresses  Catullus;  and 
it  is  this  unsurpassed  tenderness  that  more  than  all  his  other  admi- 
rable qualities,  than  his  consummate  technical  skill,  than  his  white 
heat  of  passion,  than  his  <(  clearness  as  of  the  terrible  crystal, »  brings 
him  and  keeps  him  near  our  hearts. 
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That  wonderful  Ciceronian  age  has  left  its  mark  as  tew  ages 
have,  deep  upon  human  history.  The  conquests  and  legislation  of 
Julius  Caesar  determined  the  future  of  Europe  and  laid  the  founda- 
tion of  the  modern  world.  The  prose  invented  by  Cicero  became 
and  still  remains  the  common  language  of  civilized  mankind.  Among 
the  poems  of  Catullus  are  verses  addressed  to  both  of  these  men ;  but 
his  own  young  ivy-crowned  brows  shine  out  of  the  darkness  and  the 
distance,  with  no  less  pure  a  radiance  and  no  less  imperishable  a 
fame. 


NOTE.  —  In  Mr.  Mackail's  closing  phrase  the  lover  of  Ovid  will  note  an 
echo  from  that  poet's  famous  elegy  suggested  by  the  premature  death  of  still 
another  Roman  singer,  Tibullus.  Among  the  kindred  spirits  —  says  Ovid  — 
who  will  welcome  the  new-comer  to  the  Elysian  fields,  — 

«Thou,  O  learned  Catullus,  thy  young  brows  ivy-encircled, 
Bringing  thy  Calvus  with  thee,  wilt  to  receive  him  appear. » 

ED. 


DEDICATION   FOR  A  VOLUME  OF   LYRICS 

THIS  dainty  little  book  and  new, 
Just  polished  with  the  pumice,  who 
Shall  now  receive?  —  Cornelius,  you! 

For  these  my  trifles  even  then 
You  counted  of  some  value,  when 
You  only  of  Italian  men 

Into  three  tomes  had  dared  to  cast 
The  story  of  all  ages  past,  — 
Learned,   O  Jupiter,   and  vast! 

So  take  it,  prize  it  as  you  may. 

—  And,  gracious  Virgin,  this  I  pray: 

That  it  shall  live  beyond  -our  day ! 

Translation  of  William  C.  Lawton. 


V 
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A  MORNING  CALL 

ARUS  would  take  me  t'other  day 
To  see  a  little  girl  he  knew, — 

Pretty  and  witty  in  her  way, 

With  impudence  enough  for  two. 


Scarce  are  we  seated,  ere  she  chatters 

(As  pretty  girls  are  wont  to  do) 
About  all  persons,  places,  matters:  — 

«And  pray,  what  has  been  done  for  you  ? » 

«Bithynia,  lady!»  I  replied, 

«Is  a  fine  province  for  a  praetor; 
For  none  (I  promise  you)  beside, 

And  least  of  all  am  I  her  debtor. » 

«  Sorry  for  that ! »  said  she.     «  However, 
You  have  brought  with  you,  I  dare  say, 

Some  litter-bearers;  none  so  clever 
In  any  other  part  as  they. 

<(Bithynia  is  the  very  place 

For  all  that's  steady,  tall,  and'  straight; 
It  is  the  nature  of  the  race. 

Could  you  not  lend  me  six  or  eight?" 

<(Why,  six  or  eight  of  them  or  so,"        •;  Y 

Said  I,  determined  to  be  grand; 
<(My  fortune  is  not  quite  so  low 

But  these  are  still  at  my  command." 

«  You'll  send  them  ?»  — «  Willingly !»  I  told  her, 

Although  I  had  not  here  or  there 
One  who  could  carry  on  his  shoulder 

The  leg  of  an  old  broken  chair. 

<(  Catullus !  what  a  charming  hap  is 

Our  meeting  in  this  sort  of  way! 
I  would  be  carried  to  Serapis 

To-morrow !»  — «  Stay,  fair  lady,  stay! 

(<You  overvalue  my  intention. 

Yes,  there  are  eight    .     .     .     there  may  be  nine: 
I  merely  had  forgot  to  mention 

That  they  are  Cinna's,  and  not  mine." 

Paraphrase  of  W.  S.  Landor. 
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HOME  TO  SIRMIO 

DEAR  Sirmio,  that  art  the  very  eye 
Of  islands  and  peninsulas,  that  lie 
Deeply  embosomed  in  calm  inland  lake, 
Or  where  the  waves  of  the  vast  ocean  break; 
Joy  of  all  joys,  to  gaze  on  thee  once  more! 
I  scarce  believe  that  I  have  left  the  shore 
Of  Thynia,  and  Bithynia's  parching  plain, 
And  gaze  on  thee  in  safety  once  again! 
Oh,  what  more  sweet  than  when,  from  care  set  free, 
The  spirit  lays  its  burden  down,  and  we, 
With  distant  travel  spent,  come  home  and  spread 
Our  limbs  to  rest  along  the  wished-for  bed! 
This,  this  alone,  repays  such  toils  as  these! 
Smile,  then,  fair  Sirmio,  and  thy  master  please, — 
And  you,  ye  dancing  waters  of  the  lake, 
Rejoice;  and  every  smile  of  home  awake! 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


HEART-BREAK 

WITH  your  Catullus  ill  it  fares,  alas! 
O  Cornificius,  and  most  wearily; 
Still  worse  with  all  the  days  and  hours  that  pass. 
And  with  what  greeting  do  you  comfort  me  ? 
The  least  of  boons,   and  easiest  to  bestow; 
Wroth  am  I,  that  my  love  is  answered  so. 
A  word  of  greeting,  pray  you;  what  you  please; 
More  sad  than  tear-drops  of  Simonides! 

Translation  of  W.  C.  Lawton. 


TO  CALVUS   IN   BEREAVEMENT 

IF  THERE  be  aught,  my  Calvus,  that  out  of  our  sorrowing  proffered 
Unto  the  voiceless  dead  grateful  or  welcome  may  be, 
When  we  revive  with  insatiate  longing  our  ancient  affection, 

When  for  the  ties  we  lament,  broken,  that  once  have  been  ours, 
Though  Quintilia  grieve  for  her  own  untimely  departure, 
Yet  in  thy  faithful  love  greater,  be  sure,  is  her  joy. 

Translation  of  W.  C.  Lawton. 
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THE  PINNACE 

rnpms  pinnace,  friends,  which  here  you  see, 
j        Avers  erewhile  she  used  to  be 

Unmatched  for  speed,  and  could  outstrip 
Triumphantly  the  fastest  ship 
That  ever  swam,  or  breasted  gale, 
Alike  with  either  oar  or  sail. 
And  this,  she  says,  her  haughty  boast, 
The  stormy  Adriatic  coast, 
The  Cyclad  islands,  Rhodes  the  grand, 
Rude  Thrace,  the  wild  Propontic  strand, 
Will  never  venture  to  gainsay; 

Nor  yet  the  Euxine's  cruel  bay, 
Where  in  her  early  days  she  stood, 
This  bark  to  be,  a  shaggy  wood; 
For  from  her  vocal  locks  full  oft, 
Where  o'er  Cy torus  far  aloft 
The  fitful  mountain-breezes  blow, 
She  piped  and  whistled  loud  or  low. 

To  thee,  Amastris,  on  thy  rocks, 
To  thee,  Cytorus,  clad  with  box, 
Has  long  been  known,  my  bark  avers, 
This  little  history  of  hers. 

In  her  first  youth,  she  doth  protest, 
She  stood  upon  your  topmost  crest, 
First  in  your  waters  dipped  her  oars, 
First  bore  her  master  from  your  shores 
Anon  unscathed  o'er  many  a  deep, 
In  sunshine  and  in  storm  to  sweep; 
Whether  the  breezes,  as  she  flew, 
From  larboard  or  from  starboard  blew, 
Or  with  a  wake  of  foam  behind, 
She  scudded  full  before  the  wind. 
Nor  to  the  gods  of  ocean  e'er 
For  her  was  offered  vow  or  prayer, 
Though  from  yon  farthest  ocean  drear 
She  came  to  this  calm  crystal  mere. 

But  these  are  things  of  days  gone  past. 
Now,  anchored  here  in  peace  at  last. 
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To  grow  to  hoary  age,  lies  she, 
And  dedicates  herself  to  thee, 
Who  hast  alway  her  guardian  been, 
Twin  Castor,  and  thy  brother  twin! 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


AN   INVITATION  TO  DINNER 

IF  THE  gods  will,  Fabullus  mine, 
With  me  right  heartily  you'll  dine. 
Bring  but  good  cheer  —  that  chance  is  thine 

Some  days  hereafter; 
Mind,  a  fair  girl  too,  wit,  and  wine, 
And  merry  laughter. 

Bring  these  —  you'll  feast  on  kingly  fare; 
But  bring  them  —  for  my  purse  —  I  swear 
The  spiders  have  been  weaving  there; 

But  thee  I'll  favor 
With  a  pure  love,  or  what's  more  rare, 

More  sweet  of  savor, 

An  unguent  I'll  before  you  lay 
The  Loves  and  Graces  t'other  day 
Gave  to  my  girl  —  smell  it  —  you'll  pray 

The  gods,  Fabullus, 
To  make  you  turn  all  nose  straightway. 

Yours  aye,  CATULLUS. 

Translation  of  James  Cranstoun. 


A  BROTHER'S  GRAVE 

BROTHER  !  o'er  many  lands  and  oceans  borne, 
I  reach  thy  grave,  death's  last  sad  rite  to  pay; 
To  call  thy  silent  dust  in  vain,  and  mourn, 
Since  ruthless  fate  has  hurried  thee  away: 
Woe's  me  !   yet  now  upon  thy  tomb  I  lay — 
All  soaked  with  tears  for  thee,  thee  loved  so  well  — 

What  gifts  our  fathers  gave  the  honored  clay 
Of  valued  friends;  take  them,  my  grief  they  tell: 
And  now,  forever  hail !   forever  fare  thee  well ! 

Translation  of  James  Cranstoun. 
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FAREWELL   TO  HIS  FELLOW-OFFICERS 

THE  milder  breath  of  Spring  is  nigh; 
The  stormy  equinoctial  sky 
To  Zephyr's  gentle  breezes  yields. 
Behind  me  soon  the  Phrygian  fields, 
Nicaea's  sun-beat  realm,  shall  lie. 
To  Asia's  famous  towns  we'll  hie. 
My  heart,  that  craves  to  wander  free, 
Throbs  even  now  expectantly. 
With  zeal  my  joyous  feet  are  strong; 
Farewell,  dear  comrades,  loved  so  long ! 
Afar  together  did  we  roam; 
Now  ways  diverse  shall  lead  us  home. 

Translation  of  W.  C.  Lawton. 

VERSES   FROM  AN   EPITHALAMIUM 

AND  now,  ye  gates,  your  wings  unfold  I 
The  virgin  draweth  nigh.     Behold 
The  torches,  how  upon  the  air 
They  shake  abroad  their  gleaming  "hair! 
Come,  bride,  come  forth!  no  more  delay! 
The  day  is  hurrying  fast  away! 

But  lost  in  shame  and  maiden  fears, 
She  stirs  not, — weeping,  as  she  hears 
The  friends  that  to  her  tears  reply, — 
<(  Thou  must  advance,  the  hour  is  nigh I 
Come,  bride,  come  forth!  no  more  delay  I 
The  day  is  hurrying  fast  away!}> 

Dry  up  thy  tears!     For  well  I  trow, 
No  woman  lovelier  than  thou, 
Aurunculeia,   shall  behold 
The  day  all  panoplied  in  gold, 
And  rosy  light  uplift  his  head 
Above  the  shimmering  ocean's  bed! 

As  in  some  rich  man's  garden-plot, 
With  flowers  of  every  hue  inwrought, 
Stands  peerless  forth  with  drooping  brow 
The  hyacinth,  so  standest  thou! 
Come,  bride,  come  forth!   no  more  delay! 
The  day  is  hurrying  fast  away! 
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Soon  my  eyes  shall  see,  mayhap, 
Young  Tqrquatus  on  the  lap 
Of  his  mother,  as  he  stands 
Stretching  out  his  tiny  hands, 
And  his  little  lips  the  while 
Half-open  on  his  father  smile. 

And  oh!   may  he  in  all  be  like 
Manlius  his  sire,  and  strike 
Strangers,  when  the  boy  they  meet, 
As  his  father's  counterfeit, 
And  his  face  the  index  be 
Of  his  mother's  chastity! 

Him,  too,  such  fair  fame  adorn, 

Son  of  such  a  mother  born, 

That  the  praise  of  both  entwined 

Call  Telemachus  to  mind, 

With  her  who  nursed  him  on  her  knee, 

Unparagoned  Penelope! 

Now,  virgins,  let  us  shut  the  door! 
Enough  we've  toyed,  enough  and  more! 
But  fare  ye  well,  ye  loving  pair, 
We  leave  ye  to  each"  other's  care; 
And  blithely  let  your  hours  be  sped 
In  joys  of  youth  and  lustyhed! 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


NOTE. — The  remaining  poems  of  our  selection  are   all  associated  with  the 
famous  passion  for  Lesbia. 

LOVE   IS  ALL 

LET  us,  Lesbia  darling,  still 
Live  our  life,  and  love  our  fill; 

Heeding  not  a  jot,  howe'er 

Churlish  dotards  chide  or  stare! 
Suns  go  down,  but  'tis  to  rise 
Brighter  in  the  morning  skies; 
But  when  sets  our  little  light, 
We  must  sleep  in  endless  night. 
A  thousand  kisses  grant  me,  sweet: 
With  a  hundred  these  complete; 
Lip  me  a  thousand  more,  and  then 
Another  hundred  give  again. 
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A  thousand  add  to  these,  anon 
A  hundred  more,  then  hurry  one 
Kiss  after  kiss  without  cessation, 
Until  we  lose  all  calculation; 
So  envy  shall  not  mar  our  blisses 
By  numbering  up  our  tale  of  kisses. 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


ELEGY   ON   LESBIA'S   SPARROW 

LOVES  and  Graces,  mourn  with  me, 
Mourn,  fair  youths,  where'er  ye  be! 

Dead  my  Lesbia's  sparrow  is, 

Sparrow  that  was  all  her  bliss, 
Than  her  very  eyes  more  dear; 
For  he  made  her  dainty  cheer; 
Knew  her  well,  as  any  maid 
Knows  her  mother;  never  strayed 
From  her  bosom,  but  would  go 
Hopping  round  her  to  and  fro, 
And  to  her,   and  her  alone, 
Chirruped  with  such  pretty  tone. 
Now  he  treads  that  gloomy  track 
Whence  none  ever  may  come  back. 
Out  upon  you,  and  your  power, 
Which  all  fairest  things  devour, 
Orcus's  gloomy  shades,  that  e'er 
Ye  took  my  bird  that  was  so  fair! 
Ah,  the  pity  of  it!     Thou 
Poor  bird,  thy  doing  'tis,  that  now 
My  loved  one's  eyes  are  swollen  and  red, 
With  weeping  for  her  darling  dead. 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


« FICKLE  AND   CHANGEABLE   EVER » 

NEVER  a  soul  but  myself,  though  Jove  himself  were  to  woo  her, 
Lesbia  says  she  would  choose,  might  she  have  me  for  her 

mate. 

Says  —  but  what  woman  will  say  to  a  lover  on  fire  to  possess  her, 
Write  on  the  bodiless  wind,  write  on  the  stream  as  it  runs. 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 
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TWO  CHORDS 


O 


HATE  and  love  —  the  why  I  cannot  tell, 
But  by  my  tortures  know  the  fact  too  well. 

Translation  of  Sir  Theodore  Martin. 


LAST  WORD  TO  LESBIA 

FURIUS  and  Aurelius!  comrades  sweet! 

Who  to  Ind's  farthest  shore  with  me  would  roam, 
Where  the  far-sounding  Orient  billows  beat 
Their  fury  into  foam; 


Or  to  Hyrcania,  balm-breathed  Araby, 

The  Sacian's  or  the  quivered  Parthian's  land, 
Or  where  seven-mantled  Nile's  swoll'n  waters  dye 
The  sea  with  yellow  sand; 

Or  cross  the  lofty  Alpine  fells,  to  view 

Great  Caesar's  trophied  fields,  the  Gallic  Rhine, 
The  paint-smeared  Briton  race,  grim-visaged  crew. 
Placed  by  earth's  limit  line; 

To  all  prepared  with  me  to  brave  the  way, 

To  dare  whate'er  the  eternal  gods  decree  — 
These  few  unwelcome  words  to  her  convey 
Who  once  was  all  to  me. 

Still  let  her  revel  with  her  godless  train, 

Still  clasp  her  hundred  slaves  to  passion's  thrall, 
Still  truly  love  not  one,  but  ever  drain 
The  life-blood  of  them  all. 

Nor  let  her  more  my  once  fond  passion  heed, 
For  by  her  faithlessness  'tis  blighted  now, 
Like  flow'ret  on  the  verge  of  grassy  mead 
Crushed  by  the  passing  plow. 

Translation  of  James  CranstoUQ, 


MADISON  JULIUS  CAWEIN 

(1865-1914) 

BY  JOYCE  KILMER 

JMERICA  has  had  two  great  poets  of  nature  —  two  men  called 
to  the  task  of  reflecting  in  a  mirror  of  words  the  beauty  of 
meadow    and    forest.       One    of    these    was    William    Cullen 
Bryant.     The  other  was  Madison  Julius  Cawein. 

As  Bryant  drew  his  inspiration  from  the  wooded  hills  and  fertile 
valleys  of  his  native  New*  England,  so  Madison  Cawein  drew  his  from 
the  meadows  of  the  South,  especially  those  of  Kentucky.  The  term 
((nature  poet))  has  been 'used  in  derision  of  some  writers  who  lavish 
sentimental  adulation  upon  every  bird  and  flower,  who  pretend  an 
admiration  for  things  of  which  they  have  no  real  understanding.  But 
Madison  Cawein  knew  what  he  was  writing  about;  he  had  an  amazing, 
we  might  say  a  perilous,  intimacy  with  nature.  And  he  had  no  vague 
love  for  all  nature  —  he  knew  too  much  for  that.  True,  he  knew 
nature  in  her  delicate  and  in  her  splendid  aspect  —  he  saw  the  bar- 
berry redden  in  the  lanes,  he  feasted  his  eyes  on  ((the  orange  and  amber 
of  the  marigold,  the  terra-cottas  of  the  zinnia  flowers,))  he  learned 
lovely  secrets  from  whippoorwill,  swallow,  and  cricket,  and  he  could 
see  drowsy  Summer  rocking  the  world  to  sleep  in  her  kindly  arms. 
But  also  he  knew  (with  a  knowledge  which  only  Algernon  Blackwood 
among  contemporary  writers  has  equaled)  that  nature  has  her  cruel 
and  terrible  aspects.  He  knew  that  the  daily  life  of  bird  and  beast  — 
yes,  and  the  daily  life  of  flower  and  tree  —  is  as  much  a  tragedy  as  a 
comedy.  So  (in  the  sonnet-sequence  he  wrote  by  the  Massachusetts 
shore  in  1911)  he  saw  a  certain  grove  as  ((a  sad  room,  devoted 
to  the  dead));  he  felt  the  relentlessness  of  the  ocean  mists  invading  the 
shore;  he  saw  an  autumn  branch  staining  a  pool  like  a  blur  of  blood; 
he  made  us  share  his  genuine  terror  of  deserted  mill-streams  where 
((the  cardinal-flower,  in  the  sun's  broad  beam,  with  sudden  scarlet 
takes  you  by  surprise,))  and  of  dark  and  menacing  swamps,  ominous 
with  trembling  moss,  purple-veined  pitcher-plants  and  wild  grass 
trailing  over  the  bank  like  the  hair  of  a  drowned  girl.  His  studies  of 
nature  were  accurate  enough  to  satisfy  any  botanist  —  Miss  Jessie 
B.  Rittenhouse  has  said  that  one  might  explore  the  Kentucky  woods 
and  fields  with  a  volume  of  Cawein's  poems  as  a  handbook  and  iden- 
tify many  a  lowly  and  exquisite  flower  first  recognized  in  song.  Bv.t 
his  poems  were  not  mere  catalogues  of  natural  beauties,  any  more 
than  they  were  sentimental  idealizations  of  them.  They  were,  to 
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repeat  a  phrase,  reflections  of  nature,  reflections  painted  rather  than 
photographed,  but  interpreted  rather  than  romanticized. 

Madison  Cawein  had  not  long  to  wait  for  the  recognition  which  he 
enjoyed  throughout  his  life.  Born  on  March  23d,  1865,  in  Louisville, 
Kentucky,  and  educated  in  the  high  school  of  his  native  city,  he  pub- 
lished his  first  book,  (Blooms  of  the  Berry,)  in  1887.  (The  Triumph 
of  Music)  followed  in  1888,  and  soon  after  its  publication  Mr.  William 
Dean  Howells  wrote  of  the  young  Southern  poet  words  that  brought 
him  to  the  attention  of  a  large  audience,  words  that  applied  as  truly 
to  his  posthumous  book,  (The  Cup  of  Comus,)  as  to  the  rhymes  of  his 
boyhood.  In  the  North  American  Review,  Mr.  Howells  wrote: 

"He  has  the  gift,  in  a  measure  that  I  do  not  think  surpassed  in  any  poet,  of 
touching  some  smallest  or  commonest  thing  in  nature  and  making  it  live  from  the 
manifold  associations  in  which  we  have  our  being,  and  glow  thereafter  with  an 
inextinguishable  beauty." 

From  1887  to  the  time  of  his  death,  scarcely  a  year  passed  that 
did  not  see  the  publication  of  a  new  book  of  poems  by  Madison  Cawein. 
Of  course,  this  caused  him  to  be  accused  of  writing  too  much,  of  giving 
the  world  poems  written  hastily  and  carelessly.  There  was  some 
justice  in  this  accusation;  undoubtedly  he  would  have  written  better 
poems  if  he  had  written  fewer.  Mr.  H.  Houston  Peckham,  of.  Pur- 
due University,  in  an  article  which  appeared  in  the  South  Atlantic 
Quarterly  soon  after  Cawein's  death,  told  a  story  which  is  significant. 
The  poet  was  about  to  destroy  one  of  his  lyrics.  A  friend  rescued  it 
and  sent  it  to  a  magazine.  When  it  appeared  in  print,  it  was  shown 
to  Cawein,  who  failed  to  recognize  it  as  his  own  work.  He  had  utterly 
forgotten  it  in  the  course  of  a  few  months. 

Now,  for  a  poet  to  forget  the  children  of  his  own  fancy  is  a  sign 
that  he  is  writing  too  much.  And  yet  Madison  Cawein  was  not  so 
prolific  as  a  list  of  his  more  than  a  score  of  volumes  would  indicate. 
For  many  of  his  books  contained  poems  that  had  already  appeared 
between  covers  — this  is  true  of  the  Macmillan  volume  called  (Poems) 
and  of  many  others.  He  seemed  to  desire  to  produce  a  book  annu- 
ally —  but  fortunately  for  his  art  he  did  not  believe  it  necessary  that 
every  volume  should  contain  only  new  poems. 

In  one  of  the  most  famous  of  his  essays,  Ruskin  wrote: 

«It  is,  I  hope,  now  made  clear  to  the  reader  in  all  respects  that  the  pathetic 
fallacy  is  powerful  only  so  far  as  it  is  pathetic,  feeble  so  far  as  it  is  fallacious,  and, 
therefore,  that  the  dominion  of  Truth  is  entire,  over  this  as  over  every  other 
natural  and  just  state  of  the  human  mind.» 

Madison   Cawein  was  a  loyal  subject  of  Truth,  the  accuracy  of  his 
descriptions  of  nature  has  seldom  been  called  into  question.     As  to 
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the  pathetic  fallacy  and  his  relation  to  it  —  that  might  be  the  subject 
of  an  interesting  study.  At  any  rate  it  may  be  said  that  he  seldom 
indulged  in  that  common  and  thoroughly  normal  fallacy  by  which 
the  poet  sees  nature  weep  because  of  his  own  sorrow  or  smile  because 
of  his  own  joy.  Instead,  he  was  filled  with  the  gloom  native  to  the 
swamp  which  he  beheld,  or  with  mirth  that  he  caught  from  the  lyric 
ecstasy  of  the  dawn. 

He  was  a  sympathetic  student  of  humanity,  as  every  true  poet 
must  be,  and  he  resented  the  statement  that  mankind  had  no  place 
in  his  poetic  vision.  But  he  was  at  his  best  when  he  wrote  not  of 
reasonable  humanity  but  of  the  world  of  animal  and  vegetable  things 
that  have  no  reason  but  have,  to  the  poet,  qualities  stranger  and  more 
interesting  than  reason.  He  wrote  well  of  a  ploughman,  but  better 
of  the  field  in  which  the  ploughman  worked.  He  wrote  well  of  a  house 
full  of  men  and  women  and  children,  but  better  of  an  empty  house, 
with  its  myrtle  run  wild,  its  paths  hidden  by  flowering  grass,  and 
swallows  flying  through  its  broken  windows.  He  subordinated  him- 
self to  wild  nature,  letting  her  speak  to  the  world  through  him,  instead 
of  merely  going  to  her  for  metaphors  appropriate  to  his  own  emo- 
tional experiences.  And  this,  while  it  resulted  in  beautiful  poetry, 
was  a  dangerous  thing  to  do.  ((Nature,  poor  stepdame,  cannot  slake 
my  drouth,))  said  another  poet,  ((never  did  any  milk  of  hers  once  bless 
my  thirsting  mouth.))  Madison  Cawein  got,  it  seems,  little  gratitude 
from  Nature,  although  to  do  her  honor  he  had  curiously  distorted  the 
true  vision  of  man's  place  in  the  universe.  When  his  frail  body  was 
put  in  the  frozen  earth  a  few  years  ago,  it  seemed  to  many  of  his  friends 
and  critics  that  he  had  died  at  the  beginning  of  a  new  phase  of  his 
genius,  that  his  latest  poems,  vague  and  tentative  as  some  of  them 
were,  showed  that  he  was  looking  at  the  world  with  a  new  sense  of 
proportion,  and  that  hereafter  his  whole  scheme  of  things  would  be 
differently  arranged  —  man  being  the  centre  of  the  visible  universe,  and 
not,  as  in  Blackwood's  novels,  a  wondering  visitor  to  a  world  of  plants 
and  beasts. 

But  death  intervened,  and  what  he  might  have  written  can  only 
be  guessed  from  such  poems  as  (The  Song  of  Songs)  and  (Laus  Deo) 
and  (The  Iron  Age)  in  (The  Cup  of  Comus.)  What  he  accomplished 
was  worth  doing,  and  he  did  it  well.  He  put  the  meadows  and  forests 
of  the  South  into  poems  as  hauntingly  beautiful  as  themselves. 

The  poems  which  follow  are  taken  from  the  volume  of  (Poems)  copyrighted 
by  the  Macmillan  Co.  They  are  reprinted  by  permission  of  the  Macmillan  Co.  and 
of  Mrs.  Madison  Cawein. 
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AUBADE 

AWAKE!  the  dawn  is  on  the  hills! 
Behold,  at  her  cool  throat  a  rose, 
Blue-eyed  and  beautiful  she  goes, 
Leaving  her  steps  in  daffodils. — 
Awake!  arise!  and  let  me  see 

Thine  eyes,  whose  deeps  epitomize 
All  dawns  that  were  or  are  to  be, 

O  love,  all  Heaven  in  thine  eyes!  — 
Awake,  arise!  come  down  to  me! 

Behold,  the  dawn  is  up:  behold! 

How  all  the  birds  around  her  float, 

Wild  rills  of  music,'  note  on  note, 
Spilling  the  air  with  mellow  gold. — 
Arise!  awake!  and,  drawing  near, 

Let  me  but  hear  thee  and  rejoice! 
Thou,  who  keep'st  captive,  sweet  and  clear, 

All  song,  O  love,  within  thy  voice! 
Arise!  awake!  and  let  me  hear! 

See,  where  she  comes,  with  limbs  of  day, 
The  dawn!  with  wild-rose  hands  and  feet, 
Within  whose  veins  the  sunbeams  beat, 

And  laughters  meet  of  wind  and  ray. 

Arise!  come  down!  and,  heart  to  heart, 
Love,  let  me  clasp  in  thee  all  these  — 

The  sunbeam,  of  which  thou  art  part, 
And  all  the  rapture  of  the  breeze!  — 

Arise!  come  down!  loved  that  thou  art! 


PRELUDES 


is  no  rhyme  that  is  half  so  sweet 
J[       As  the  song  of  the  wind  in  the  rippling  wheat; 

There  is  no  metre  that's  half  so  fine 
As  the  lilt  of  the  brook  under  rock  and  vine; 
And  the  loveliest  lyric  I  ever  heard 
Was  the  wildwood  strain  of  a  forest  bird. — 
If  the  wind  and  the  brook  and  the  bird  would  teach 
My  heart  their  beautiful  parts  of  speech, 
And  the  natural  art  that  they  say  these  with, 
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My  soul  would  sing  of  beauty  and  myth 
In  a  rhyme  and  metre  that  none  before 
Have  sung  in  their  love,  or  dreamed  in  their  lore, 
And  the  world  would  be  richer  one  poet  more. 
. 
n. 

A  thought  to  lift  me  up  to  those 

Sweet  wildflowers  of  the  pensive  woods; 

The  lofty,  lowly  attitudes 

Of  bluet  and  of  bramble-rose: 

To  lift  me  where  my- mind  may  reach 

The  lessons  which  their  beauties  teach. 

A  dream,  to  lead  my  spirit  on 

With  sounds  of  fairy  shawms  and  flutes, 

And  all  mysterious  attributes 

Of  skies  of  dusk  and  skies  of  dawn: 

To  lead  me,  like  the  wandering  brooks, 

Past  all  the  knowledge  of  the  books. 

A  song,  to  make  my  heart  a  guest 
Of  happiness  whose  soul  is  love; 
One  with  the  life  that  knoweth  of 
But  song  that  turneth  toil  to  rest: 
To  make  me  cousin  to  the  birds, 
Whose  music  needs  not  wisdom's  words. 


IN  THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  BEECHES 

IN  the  shadow  of  the  beeches, 
Where  the  fragile  wildflowers  bloom; 
Where  the  pensive  silence  pleaches 
Green  a  roof  of  cool  perfume, 
Have  you  felt  an  awe  imperious 
As  when,  in  a  church,  mysterious 
•  Windows  paint  with  God  the  gloom? 

In  the  shadow  of  the  beeches, 

Where  the  rock-ledged  waters  flow; 

Where  the  sun's  slant  splendor  bleaches 
Every  wave  to  foaming  snow, 

Have  you  felt  a  music  solemn 

As  when  minster  arch  and  column 
Echo  organ  worship  low? 
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In  the  shadow  of  the  beeches, 

Where  the  light  and  shade  are  blent; 

Where  the  forest  bird  beseeches, 

And  the  breeze  is  brimmed  with  scent,  — 

Is  it  joy  or  melancholy 

That  o'erwhelms  us  partly,  wholly, 
To  our  spirit's  betterment? 

In  the  shadow  of  the  beeches 
Lay  me  where  no  eye  perceives; 

Where,  —  like  some  great  arm  that  reaches 
Gently  as  a  love  that  grieves,  — 

One  gnarled  root  may  clasp  me  kindly, 

While  the  long  years,  working  blindly, 
Slowly  change  my  dust  to  leaves. 


IN  THE  LANE 

WHEN  the  hornet  hangs  in  the  hollyhock, 
And  the  brown  bee  drones  i'  the  rose; 
And  the  west  is  a  red-streaked  four-o'clock, 
And  summer  is  near  its  close  — 
It's  oh,  for  the  gate  and  the  locust  lane, 
And  dusk  and  dew  and  home  again! 

When  the  katydid  sings  and  the  cricket  cries, 

And  ghosts  of  the  mists  ascend; 
And  the  evening  star  is  a  lamp  i'  the  skies, 

And  summer  is  near  its  end — 
It's  oh,  for  the  fence  and  the  leafy  lane, 
And  the  twilight  peace  and  the  tryst  again! 

When  the  owlet  hoots  in  the  dogwood  tree, 

That  leans  to  the  rippling  Run; 
And  the  wind  is  a  wildwood  melody, 

And  summer  is  almost  done  — 
It's  oh,  for  the  bridge  and  the  bramble  lane, ' 
And  the  fragrant  hush  and  her  hands  again! 

When  fields  smell  sweet  with  the  dewy  hay, 

And  woods  are  cool  and  wan, 
And  a  path  for  dreams  is  the  Milky  Way, 

And  summer  is  nearly  gone  — 
It's  oh,  for  the  rock  and  the  woodland  lane, 
And  the  silence  and  stars  and  her  lips  again! 
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When  the  weight  of  the  apples  breaks  down  the  boughs, 

And  muskmelons  split  with  sweet; 
And  the  moon  is  a  light  in  Heaven's  house, 

And  summer  has  spent  its  heat  — 
It's  oh,   for  the  lane,   the  trysting-lane, 
The  deep-mooned  night  and  her  love  again! 


FEUD 

A  MILE  of  lane,  —  hedged  high  with  ironweeds 
And  dying  daisies,  —  white  with  sun,  that  leads 
Downward  into  a  wood;  through  which  a  stream 
Steals  like  a  shadow;  over  which  is  laid 
A  bridge  of  logs,  worn  deep  by  many  a  team, 
Sunk  in  the  tangled  shade. 

Far  off  a  wood-dove  lifts  its  lonely  cry; 

And  in  the  sleepy  silver  of  the  sky 

A  gray  hawk  wheels  no  larger  than  a  hand.  — 

From  point  to  point  the  road  grows  worse  and  worse, 
Until  that  place  is  reached  where  all  the  land 

Seems  burdened  with  some  curse. 

A  ragged  fence  of  pickets,  warped  and  sprung,  — 
On  which  the  fragments  of  a  gate  are  hung,  — 
Divides  a  hill,  the  fox  and  ground-hog  haunt, 

A  wilderness  of  briars;  o'er  whose  tops 
A  battered  barn  is  seen,  low-roofed  and  gaunt, 

'Mid  fields  that  know  no  crops. 

Fields  over  which  a  path,  o'erwhelmed  with  burrs 
And  ragweeds,  noisy  with  the  grasshoppers, 
Leads,  —  lost,  irresolute  as  paths  the  cows 

Wear  through  the  woods,  —  unto  a  woodshed;  then, 
With  wrecks  of  windows,  to  a  huddled  house, 
,     Where  men  have  murdered  men. 

A  house,  whose  tottering  chimney,  clay  and  rock, 
Is  seamed  and  crannied;  whose  lame  door  and  lock 
Are  bullet-bored;  around  which,  there  and  here, 

Are  sinister  stains.  —  One  dreads  to  look  around,  — 
The  place  seems  thinking  of  that  time  of  fear 

And  dares  not  breathe  a  sound. 
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Within  is  emptiness:  the  sunlight  falls 
On  faded  journals  papering  the  walls; 
On  advertisement  chromos,  torn  with  time, 

Around  a  hearth  where  wasps  and  spiders  build. 
The  house  is  dead:  meseems  that  night  of  crime 

It,  too,  was  shot  and  killed. 


MARCH 

THIS  is  the  tomboy  month  of  all  the  year, 
March,  who  comes  shouting  o'er  the  winter  hills, 
Waking  the  world  with  laughter,  as  she  wills, 
Or  wild  hallos,  a  windflower  in  her  ear. 
She  stops  a  moment  by  the  half-thawed  mere 
And  whistles  to  the  wind,  and  straightway  shrills 
The  hyla's  song,  and  hoods  of  daffodils 
Crowd  golden  round  her,  leaning  their  heads  to  hear. 
Then  through  the  woods,  that  drip  with  all  their  eaves, 
Her  mad  hair  blown  about  her,  loud  she  goes 
Singing  and  calling  to  the  naked  trees; 
And  straight  the  oilets  of  the  little  leaves 
Open  their  eyes  in  wonder,  rows  on  rows, 
And  the  first  bluebird  bugles  to  the  breeze. 
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(1500-1570 

JMONG  the  three  or  four  best  autobiogi  aphies  of  the  world's 
literature,  the  < Memoirs >  of  Benvenuto  Cellini  are  unique 
as  the  self-delineation  of  the  most  versatile  of  craftsmen,  a 
bizarre  genius,  and  a  typical  exponent  of  the  brilliant  period  of  the 
later  Italian  Renaissance.  As  a  record  of  the  ways  of  living  and 
modes  of  thinking  of  that  fascinating  epoch,  they  are  more  lively 
and  interesting  than  history,  more  entertaining,  if  more  true  to 
fact,  than  a  romance.  As  one  of  his  Italian  critics,  Baretti,  put  it:  — 
ft  The  life  of  Benvenuto  Cellini,  written  by  himself  in  the  pure  and 
unsophisticated  idiom  of  the  Florentine  people,  surpasses  every  book 
in  our  literature  for  the  delight  it  affords  the  reader. »  This  is 
high  praise  for  the  product  of  a  literature  that  boasts  of  Boccaccio's 
< Decameron,  >  and  gave  birth  to  the  novelle,  the  parent  of  modern 
fiction.  Yet  the  critics  of  other  nations  have  echoed  this  praise. 
Auguste  Comte,  the  positivist  philosopher,  included  it  in  his  limited 
list  for  the  reading  of  reformed  humanity,  and  Goethe,  laying  aside 
his  own  creative  work,  deemed  it  worth  his  time  and  attention  to 
translate  into  German. 

Benvenuto  Cellini  was  born  at  Florence  in  1500.  The  father,  Gio- 
vanni Cellini,  a  musician  and  maker  of  musical  instruments,  intended 
that  the  boy  should  likewise  become  a  musician;  but  young  Ben- 
venuto very  early  showed  strong  leaning  toward  the  plastic  art,  and 
detested  the  flute  he  was  forced  to  practice.  The  first  chapters  of 
the  ( Memoirs >  are  a  most  lively  description  of  the  struggles  between 
the  wishes  of  the  father  and  those  of  the  son,  until  the  latter  finally 
prevailed,  and  at  fifteen  years  of  age  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  gold- 
smith of  Florence.  He  made  rapid  progress,  and  soon  attracted 
notice  as  a  skilled  craftsman.  At  the  same  time,  to  please  his  father, 
toward  whom  he  everywhere  professes  the  most  filial  feeling,  he 
continued  tttnat  confounded  flute-playing >}  as  a  side  issue.  This 
accomplishment,  however,  did  him  a  good  turn  at  the  Papal  court 
later  on.  After  various  youthful  escapades,  street  broils,  and  quarrels 
with  his  father,  he  fled  in  monk's  disguise  to  Rome  in  1521.  A  vase 
made  for  the  Bishop  of  Salamanca  drew  upon  him  the  notice  of 
Pope  Clement  VII. ,  who  appointed  him  court  musician  and  also 
employed  him  in  his  proper  profession  of  goldsmith.  When  the 
Constable  de  Bourbon  attacked  Rome,  in  1527,  Cellini  was  of  great 
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service  to  the  Pope  in  defending  the  city.  He  boasts  of  having  from 
the  ramparts  shot  the  Bourbon;  and  indeed,  if  one  were  to  take  him 
strictly  at  his  word,  his  valor  and  skill  as  an  engineer  saved  the 
castle  of  San  Angelo  and  the  Pope.  However  his  lively  imagination 
may  have  overrated  his  own  importance,  yet  it  is  certain  that  his 
military  exploit  paved  the  way  for  his  return  to  Florence,  where  for 
a  time  he  devoted  himself  to  the  execution  of  bronze  medals  and 
coins.  The  most  famous  of  the  former  are  Hercules  and  the  Nemean 
Lion,  and  Atlas  supporting  the  world. 

On  the  elevation  of  Paul  III.  to  the  Papacy  we  again  find  Cellini  at 
Rome,  working  for  the  Pope  and  other  eminent  people.  His  extraor- 
dinary abilities  brought  him  not  only  into  the  notice  of  the  courts, 
but  also  drew  him  into  the  brilliant  literary  and  artistic  society  of 
the  Eternal  City.  With  unrivaled  vividness  he  flashes  before  us  in  a 
few  bold  strokes  the  artists  of  the  decadent  Renaissance,  the  pupils 
of  Raphael,  led  by  Giulio  Romano,  with  their  worship  of  every  form 
of  physical  beauty  and  their  lack  of  elevation  of  thought.  In  conse- 
quence of  the  plottings  of  his  implacable  enemy.  Pier  Luigi.  natural 
son  of  Paul  III.,  he  was  arrested  on  the  charge  of  having  during  the 
sack  of  Rome  embezzled  Pontifical  gold  and  jewels  to  the  amount  of 
eighty  thousand  ducats.  Though  the  charge  was  groundless,  he  was 
committed  to  the  castle  of  San  Angelo.  His  escape  is  narrated  in 
one  of  the  most  thrilling  chapters  of  the  ( Memoirs. }  He  went  in  hid- 
ing to  the  Cardinal  Cornaro,  but  was  delivered  up  again  to  the  Pope 
by  an  act  of  most  characteristic  sixteenth-century  Italian  policy,  and 
was  cast  into  a  loathsome  underground  dungeon  of  the  castle.  It 
was  damp,  swarming  with  vermin,  and  for  two  hours  of  the  day  only 
received  light  through  a  little  aperture.  Here  he  languished  for 
many  months,  with  only  the  chronicles  of  Giovanni  Billani  and  an 
Italian  Bible  to  solace  him.  Now  at  last  his  recklessness  and  bravado 
forsook  him.  He  took  on  the  airs  of  a  saint,  gave  himself  up  to 
mysticism,  grew  delirious  and  had  his  famous  visions  —  angels  visit- 
ing him,  who  talked  with  him  about  religion. 

In  1539  he  was  finally  released  at  the  intercession  of  the  cardinal 
Ippolito  d'Este,  who  came  from  France  to  invite  him  to  enter  the 
King's  service.  Cellini's  account  of  his  residence  in  France  has  great 
historic  value  as  throwing  vivid  side-lights  on  that  interesting  period 
in  the  development  of  French  social  life,  when  Francis  I.  was  laying 
the  foundation  of  the  court  society  which  was  later  on  brought  to 
perfection  by  Louis  XIV.  Cellini  was  one  among  that  crowd  of 
Italian  artists  gathered  at  the  court  in  Paris  and  Versailles,  whose 
culture  was  to  refine  the  manners  of  the  French  warrior  barons.  He 
worked  for  five  years  at  Fontainebleau  and  in  Paris.  Among  his 
works  there,  still  extant,  are  a  pair  of  huge  silver  candelabra,  the 
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gates  of  Fontainebleau,  and  a  nymph  in  bronze,  reposing  among 
trophies  of  the  chase,  now  in  the  Louvre.  Among  other  marks  of 
royal  favor  he  was  presented  with  a  castle,  Le  Petit  Nesle.  His 
efforts  to  gain  possession  of  this  grant  are  among  the  amusing  epi- 
sodes of  his  narrative. 

He  had  as  usual  numerous  quarrels,  and  falling  into  disfavor  with 
Madame  d'Estampes,  the  King's  favorite,  he  suddenly  left  Paris  and 
returned  alone  to  Florence.  The  remainder  of  his  life  he  passed 
mainly  in  the  service  of  Duke  Cosimo  de'  Medici.  The  chapters  of 
his  narrative  dealing  with  this  portion  give  a  most  vivid  picture  of 
artist  life  at  an  Italian  court  in  the  sixteenth  century.  To  this  third 
and  last  period  belongs  the  work  on  which  his  fame  as  sculptor 
rests,  the  bronze  Perseus  holding  the  head  of  Medusa,  completed  in 
1554  and  still  standing  in  the  Loggia  de'  Lanzi  in  Florence.  It  is  a 
typical  monument  of  the  Renaissance,  and  was  received  with  univer- 
sal applause 'by  all  Italy.  Odes  and  sonnets  in  Italian,  Greek,  and 
Latin  were  written  in  its  praise.  His  minute  description  of  its  cast- 
ing, and  of  his  many  trials  during  that  process,  are  among  the  most 
interesting  passages  of  the  narrative.  . 

In  1558  he  began  to  write  his  memoirs,  dictating  them  for  the 
greater  part  to  an  amanuensis;  and  he  carried  them  down  to  the 
year  1562.  The  events  of  the  remaining  nine  years  of  his  life  are  to 
be  gathered  from  contemporary  documents.  In  1558  he  received  the 
tonsure  and  first  ecclesiastical  orders,  but  married  two  years  later, 
and  died  in  1571.  He  was  buried  with  great  pomp  in  the  Church  of 
the  Annunciata  in  Florence. 

Besides  his  ( Memoirs >  he  also  wrote  treatises  on  the  goldsmith's 
art  and  on  sculpture,  with  especial  reference  to  bronze-founding. 
They  are  of  great  value  as  manuals  of  the  craftsmanship  of  the 
Renaissance,  and  excellent  specimens  of  good  Italian  style  as  applied 
to  technical  exposition.  And  like  all  cultivated  artists  of  his  time 
Cellini  also  tried  his  hand  at  poetry;  but  his  lack  of  technical  train- 
ing as  a  writer  comes  out  even  more  in  his  verse  than  in  his  prose. 
The  life  of  Benvenuto  was  one  of  incessant  activity,  laying  hold  of  the 
whole  domain  of  the  plastic  arts:  of  restless  wanderings  from  place 
to  place;  and  of  rash  deeds  of  violence.  He  lived  to  the  full  the  life 
of  his  age,  in  all  its  glory  and  all  its  recklessness.  As  the  most 
famous  goldsmith  of  his  time,  he  worked  for  all  the  great  personages 
of  the  day,  and  put  himself  on  a  footing  of  familiar  acquaintance 
with  popes  and  princes.  As  an  artist  he  came  into  contact  with  all 
the  phases  of  Italian  society,  since  a  passion  for  external  beauty  was 
at  that  time  the  heritage  of  the  Italian  people,  and  art  bodied  forth 
the  innermost  life  of  the  period.  Furniture,  plate,  and  personal 
adornments  were  not  turned  out  wholesale  by  machinery  as  they  are 
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to-day,  but  engaged  the  individual  attention  of  the  most  skilled 
craftsmen.  The  memory  and  the  traditions  of  Raphael  Sun/io  were 
still  cherished  by  his  pupils  when  Cellini  first  came  to  Rome  into  the 
brilliant  circle  of  Giulio  Romano  and  his  friends;  Michelangelo's  fres- 
coes were  studied  with  rapturous  admiration  by  the  young  Benvenuto, 
and  later  on  he  proudly  recorded  some  words  of  praise  of  the  mighty 
genius  whom  he  worshiped;  and  at  this  time,  too,  Titian  and  Tinto- 
retto set  the  heart  of  Venice  aglow  with  the  splendor  and  color  of 
their  marvelous  canvases.  The  contemporary  though  not  the  peer 
of  those  masters  of  the  brush  and  the  chisel,  Cellini,  endowed  with 
a  keen  feeling  for  beauty,  a  dexterous  hand,  and  a  lively  imagination, 
in  his  versatility  reached  out  toward  a  wider  sphere  of  activity,  and 
laid  hold  of  life  at  more  points,  than  they. 

He  reflected  the  Renaissance,  not  merely  on  its  higher  artistic 
aspeot,  but  he  touched  it  also  on  its  lower  darker  levels  of  brute  pas- 
sion,.coarseness,  and  vindictiveness.  He  had  more  than  o'ne  murder  to 
his  account,  and  he  did  not  slur  over  them  in  his  narrative,  for  in  his 
make-up  the  bravo  was  equally  prominent  with  the  artist.  Yet  we 
must  remember  that  homicides. were  of  common  occurrence  in  those 
days,  defended  by  casuists  and  condoned  by  the  Church.  Avenging 
one's  honor,  or  punishing  an  insult  with  the  dagger,  were  as  much  a 
social  custom  as  the  adornment  of  the  body  with  exquisitely  wrought 
fabrics  and  jewelry.  But  just  because  Cellini  was  so  thoroughly 
awake  to  all  the  influences  about  him,  and  so  entirely  bent  on  living 
his  life,  his  ( Memoirs*  are  perennially  fresh  and  attractive.  They 
are  the  plain  unvarnished  annals  of  a  career  extraordinary  even  in 
that  age  of  uncommon  experiences;  they  were  written,  as  he  says, 
because  (<all  men  of  whatever  quality  they  be,  who  have  done  any- 
thing of  excellence,  or  which  may  properly  resemble  excellence, 
ought,  if  they  are  persons  of  truth  and  honesty,  to  describe  their  life 
with  their  own  hand;  but  they  ought  not  to  attempt  so  fine  an  enter- 
prise till  they  have  passed  the  age  of  forty. w 

Cellini  was  past  fifty-eight  when  he  began  writing,  and  going  back 
to  his  earliest  boyhood,  he  set  down  the  facts  of  his  long  career  as 
he  remembered  them.  Of  course  he  is  the  hero  who  recounts  his 
own  story,  and  like  all  heroes  of  romance  he  plays  the  leading  part, 
is  always  in  the  right,  and  comes  out  handsomely  in  the  end.  Carp- 
ing critics  who  tax  him  with  lack  of  truth  in  dealing  with  his 
enemies,  and  with  pleading  his  own  cause  too  well,  are  apt  to  forget 
that  he  wrote  long  after  the  events  were  past,  and  that  to  an  ever- 
active  imagination  ruminating  over  bygone  happenings,  facts  become 
unconsciously  colored  to  assume  the  hue  the  mind  wishes  them  to 
have.  Yet  the  fidelity  and  accuracy  of  his  memory  are  remarkable, 
and  his  faculty  for  seeing,  combined  with  his  dramatic  way  of  putting 
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things  most  vividly,  flashes  before  our  eyes  the  scenes  he  recounts. 
He  does  not  describe  much;  he  indicates  a  characteristic  feature, 
habit,  or  attitude;  as  for  example,  in  referring  to  a  man  he  disliked, 
as  having  (<long  spidery  hands  and  a  shrill  gnat-like  voice » —  all 
that  is  needed  to  make  us  see  the  man  from  Cellini's  point  of  view. 
Again,  he  adds  much  to  the  vivacity  of  the  narrative  by  reporting 
conversation  as  a  dialogue,  even  if  he  has  it  himself  at  second-hand. 
So  in  his  trenchant,  nervous  manner  this  keen  observer,  while  aiming 
to  recount  only  the  facts  of  his  own  life  and  to  set  himself  on  a 
becoming  pedestal  in  the  eyes  of  posterity,  gives  us  at  the  same  time 
flash-lights  of  the  whole  period  in  which  he  played  a  part.  Popes 
Clement  VII.  and  Paul  III.,  Cosimo  de'  Medici  and  his  Duchess,  the 
King  of  France  and  Madame  d'  Estampes,  cardinals,  nobles,  princes, 
and  courtiers,  artists  of  every  description,  burghers  and  the  common 
folk, —  all  with  whom  he  came  in  contact, — are  brought  before  us  in  a 
living  pageant.  Looking  back  over  his  checkered  career,  he  lives  his 
intense  life  over  again,  and  because  he  himself  saw  so  vividly  at  the 
time,  he  makes  us  see  now.  We  have  here  invaluable  pictures,  by 
an  eye-witness  and  actor,  of  the  sack  of  Rome,  the  plague  and  siege 
of  Florence,  the  pomp  of  Charles  V.  at  Rome.  He  withdraws  the 
curtains  from  the  Papal  policies  and  court  intrigues,  not  with  a 
view  to  writing  history,  but  because  he  happened  to  have  some  rela- 
tions with  those  princes  and  wished  to  tell  us  about  them.  Again, 
he  was  no  critic  of  the  manners  of  his  time,  yet  he  presents  most 
faithful  pictures  of  artist  life  in  Rome,  Paris,  and  Florence.  He  was 
not  given  to  introspection  and  self-criticism,  but  he  describes  himself 
as  well  as  others,  not  by  analysis  but  by  deeds  and  words.  He  had 
no  literary  training;  he  wrote  as  he  talked,  and  gained  his  effect  by 
simplicity. 

He  was  recognized  as  the  first  goldsmith  of  his  time;  yet  as  a 
man  also  his  contemporaries  speak  well  of  him,  for  he  embodied  the 
virtues  of  his  age,  while  his  morals  did  not  fall  below  the  average 
code  of  the  Renaissance.  Vasari  says :  — (<  He  always  showed  himself 
a  man  of  great  spirit  and  veracity;  bold,  active,  enterprising,  and 
formidable  to  his  enemies;  a  man,  in  short,  who  knew  as  well  how 
to  speak  with  princes  as  to  exert  himself  in  his  art.* 

J.  A.  Symonds,  that  inspiring  student  of  the  Italian  Renaissance, 
sums  up  his  impressions  of  the  book  and  the  man  as  follows:  — 

<(I  am  confident  that  every  one  who  may  have  curiously  studied  Italian 
history  and  letters  will  pronounce  this  book  to  be  at  one  and  the  same  time 
the  most  perfect  extant  monument  of  vernacular  Tuscan  prose,  and  also  the 
most  complete  and  lively  source  of  information  we  possess  regarding  man- 
ners, customs,  ways  of  feeling,  and  modes  of  acting,  in  the  Court.  Those  who 
have  made  themselves  thoroughly  familiar  with  Cellini's  Memoirs  possess  the 
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substance  of  that  many-sided  epoch  in  the  form  of  an  epitome.  It  is  the  first 
book  which  a  student  of  the  Italian  Renaissance  should  handle  in  order  to 
obtain  the  right  direction  for  his  more  minute  researches.  It  is  the  last  book 
to  which  he  should  return  at  the  close  of  his  exploratory  voyages.  At  the 
commencement  he  will  find  it  invaluable  for  placing  him  at  the  exactly  proper 
point  of  view.  At  the  end  he  will  find  it  no  less  invaluable  for  testing  and 
verifying  the  conclusion  he  has  drawn  from  various  sources  and  a  wide  cir- 
cumference of  learning.  From  the  pages  of  this  book  the  genius  of  the 
Renaissance,  incarnate  in  a  single  personality,  leans  forth  and  speaks  to  us. 
Nowhere  else,  to  my  mind,  do  we  find  the  full  character  of  the  epoch  so 
authentically  stamped.  That  is  because  this  is  no  work  of  art  or  of  reflection, 
but  the  plain  utterance  of  a  man  who  lived  the  whole  life  of  his  age,  who  felt 
its  thirst  for  glory,  who  shared  its  adoration  of  the  beautiful,  who  blent  its 
paganism  and  its  superstition,  who  represented  its  two  main  aspects  of  exqui- 
site sensibility  to  form  and  almost  brutal  ruffianism.  We  must  not  expect 
from  Cellini  the  finest,  highest,  purest  accents  of  the  Renaissance.  .  .  . 
For  students  of  that  age  he  is  at  once  more  and  less  than  his  contemporaries: 
less,  inasmuch  as  he  distinguished  himself  by  no  stupendous  intellectual  qual- 
ities; more,  inasmuch  as  he  occupied  a  larger  sphere  than  each  of  them 
singly.  He  was  the  first  goldsmith  of  his  time,  an  adequate  sculptor,  a  rest- 
less traveler,  an  indefatigable  workman,  a  Bohemian  of  the  purest  water,  a 
turbulent  bravo,  a  courtier  and  companion  of  princes;  finally,  a  Florentine 
who  used  his  native  idiom  with  incomparable  vivacity  of  style. )J 


THE   ESCAPE   FROM   PRISON 
From  the  ( Memoirs  >:    Symonds's  Translation 

THE  castellan  was  subject  to  a  certain  sickness,  which  came 
upon  him  every  year  and  deprived  him  of  his  wits.  The 
sign  of  its  approach  was  that  he  kept  continually  talking, 
or  rather  jabbering,  to  no  purpose.  These  humors  took  a  dif- 
ferent shape  each  year;  one  time  he  thought  he  was  an  oil-jar; 
another  time  he  thought  he  was  a  frog,  and  hopped  about  as 
frogs  do;  another  time  he  thought  he  was  dead,  and  then  they 
had  to  bury  him;  not  a  year  passed  but  he  got  some  such  hypo- 
chondriac notions  into  his  head.  At  this  season  he  imagined 
that  he  was  a  bat,  and  when  he  went  abroad  to  take  the  air  he 
used  to  scream  like  bats  in  a  high  thin  tone;  and  then  he  would 
flap  his  hands  and  body  as  though  he  were  about  to  fly.  The 
doctors,  when  they  saw  the  fit  was  coming  on  him,  and  his  old 
servants,  gave  him  all  the  distractions  they  could  think  of;  and 
since  they  had  noticed  that  he  derived  much  pleasure  from  my 
conversation,  they  were  always  fetching  me  to  keep  him  com- 
pany. At  times  the  poor  man  detained  me  for  four  or  five 
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stricken  hours  without  ever  letting  me  cease  talking.  He  used 
to  keep  me  at  his  table,  eating  opposite  to  him,  and  never 
stopped  chatting  and  making  me  chat;  but  during  those  dis- 
courses I  contrived  to  make  a  good  meal.  He,  poor  man,  could 
neither  eat  nor  sleep;  so  that  at  last  he  wore  me  out.  I  was  at 
the  end  of  my  strength;  and  sometimes  when  I  looked  at  him, 
I  noticed  that  his  eyeballs  were  rolling  in  a  frightful  manner, 
one  looking  one  way  and  the  other  in  another. 

He  took  it  into  his  head  to  ask  me  whether  I  had  ever  had 
a  fancy  to  fly.  I  answered  that  it  had  always  been  my  ambi- 
tion to  do  those  things  which  offer  the  greatest  difficulties  to 
men,  and  that  I  had  done  them,;  as  to  flying,  the  God  of  Nature 
had  gifted  me  with  a  body  well  suited  for  running  and  leaping 
far  beyond  the  common  average,  and  that  with  the  talents  I 
possessed  for  manual  art  I  felt  sure  I  had  the  courage  to  try 
flying.  He  then  inquired  what  methods  I  should  use;  to  which 
I  answered  that,  taking  into  consideration  all  flying  creatures, 
and  wishing  to  imitate  by  art  what  they  derived  from  nature, 
none  was  so  apt  a  model  as  the  bat. 

No  sooner  had  the  poor  man  heard  the  name  bat,  which 
recalled  the  humor  he  was  suffering  under,  than  he  cried  out  at 
the  top  of  his  voice: — (<  He  says  true  —  he  says  true;  the  bat's 
the  thing  —  the  bat's  the  thing ! >J  Then  he  turned  to  me  and 
said,  <(  Benvenuto,  if  one  gave  you  the  opportunity,  should  you 
have  the  heart  to  fly  ? }>  I  said  that  if  he  would  set  me  at 
liberty,  I  felt  quite  up  to  flying  down  to  Prato,  after  making 
myself  a  pair  of  wings  out  of  waxed  linen.  Thereupon  he 
replied :  — (( I  too  should  be  prepared  to  take  flight ;  but  since  the 
Pope  has  bidden  me  guard  you  as  though  you  were  his  own 
eyes,  and  I  know  you  a  clever  devil  who  would  certainly  escape, 
I  shall  now  have  you  locked  up  with  a  hundred  keys  in  order 
to  prevent  you  slipping  through  my  fingers. y>  I  then  began  to 
implore  him,  and  remind  him  that  I  might  have  fled,  but  that 
on  account  of  the  word  which  I  had  given  him  I  would  never 
have  betrayed  his  trust;  therefore  I  begged  him  for  the  love  of 
God,  and  by  the  kindness  he  had  always  shown  me,  not  to  add 
greater  evils  to  the  misery  of  my  present  situation.  While  I 
was  pouring  out  these  entreaties,  he  gave  strict  orders  to  have 
me  bound  and  taken  and  locked  up  in  prison.  On  seeing  that 
it  could  not  be  helped,  I  told  him  before  all  his  servants :  <(  Lock 
me  well  up,  and  keep  good  watch  on  me;  for  I  shall  certainly 
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contrive  to  escape. w  So  they  took  me  and  confined  me  with  the 
utmost  care.  I  then  began  to  deliberate  upon  the  best  way  of 
making  my  escape.  No  sooner  had  I  been  locked  in,  than  I 
went  about  exploring  my  prison;  and  when  I  thought  I  had  dis- 
covered how  to  get  out  of  it,  I  pondered  the  means  of  descend- 
ing from  the  lofty  keep,  for  so  the  great  round  central  tower  is 
called.  I  took  those  new  sheets  of  mine,  which,  as  I  have  said 
already,  I  had  cut  in  strips  and  sewn  together;  then  I  reckoned 
up  the  quantity  which  would  be  sufficient  for  my  purpose. 
Having  made  this  estimate  and  put  all  things  in  order,  I  took 
out  a  pair  of  pincers  which  I  had  abstracted  from  a  Savoyard 
belonging  to  the  guard  of  the  castle.  This  man  superintended 
the  casks  and  cisterns;  he  also  amused  himself  with  carpenter- 
ing. Now  he  possessed  several  pairs  of  pincers,  among  which 
was  one  both  big  and  heavy.  I  then,  thinking  it  would  suit  my 
purpose,  took  it  and  hid  it  in  my  straw  mattress.  The  time  had 
now  come  for  me  to  use  it;  so  I  began  to  try  the  nails  which 
kept  the  hinges  of  my  door  in  place.  The  door  was  double,  and 
the  clinching  of  the  nails  could  not  be  seen;  so  that  when  I  at- 
tempted to  draw  one  out,  I  met  with  the  greatest  trouble;  in 
the  end  however  I  succeeded.  When  I  had  drawn  the  first  nail, 
I  bethought  me  how  to  prevent  its  being  noticed.  For  this  pur- 
pose I  mixed  some  rust,  which  I  had  scraped  from  old  iron, 
with  a  little  wax,  obtaining  exactly  the  same  color  as  the  heads 
of  the  long  nails  which  I  had  extracted.  Then  I  set  myself  to 
counterfeit  these  heads  and  place  them  on  the  holdfasts;  for  each 
nail  I  extracted  I  made  a  counterfeit  in  wax.  I  left  the  hinges 
attached  to  their  door-posts  at  top  and  bottom  by  means  of  some 
of  the  same  nails  that  I  had  drawn;  but  I  took  care  to  cut  these 
and  replace  them  lightly,  so  that  they  only  just  supported  the 
irons  of  the  hinges. 

All  this  I  performed  with  the  greatest  difficulty,  because  the 
castellan  kept  dreaming  every  night  that  I  had  escaped,  which 
made  him  send  from  time  to  time  to  inspect  my  prison.  The 
man  who  came  had  the  title  and  behavior  of  a  catchpoll.  He 
was  called  Bozza,  a  serving- man.  Giovanni  never  entered  my 
prison  without  saying  something  offensive  to  me.  He  came  from 
the  district  of  Piato,  and  had  been  an  apothecary  in  the  town 
there.  Every  evening  he  minutely  examined  the  holdfasts  of  the 
hinges  and  the  whole  chamber,  and  I  used  to  say :  — (<  Keep  a 
good  watch  over  me,  for  I  am  resolved  by  all  means  to  escape.* 
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These  words  bred  a  great  enmity  between  him  and  me,  so 
that  I  was  obliged  to  use  precautions  to  conceal  my  tools;  that 
is  to  say,  my  pincers  and  a  great  big  poniard  and  other  appur- 
tenances. All  these  I  put  away  together  in  my  mattress,  where  I 
also  kept  the  strips  of  linen  I  had  made.  When  day  broke, 
I  used  immediately  to  sweep  my  room  out;  and  though  I  am  by 
nature  a  lover  of  cleanliness,  at  that  time  I  kept  myself  unusually 
spick  and  span.  After  sweeping  up,  I  made  my  bed  as  daintily 
as  I  could,  laying  flowers  upon  it,  which  a  Savoyard  used  to 
bring  me  nearly  every  morning.  He  had  the  care  of  the  cistern 
and  the  casks,  and  also  amused  himself  with  carpentering;  it  was 
from  him  I  stole  the  pincers  which  I  used  in  order  to  draw  out 
the  nails  from  the  holdfasts  of  the  hinges. 

Well,  to  return  to  the  subject  of  my  bed;  when  Bozza  and 
Pedignone  came,  I  always  told  them  to  give  it  a  wide  berth,  so 
as  not  to  dirty  and  spoil  it  for  me.  Now  and  then,  just  to  irri- 
tate me,  they  would  touch  it  lightly,  upon  which  I  cried :  <(  Ah, 
dirty  cowards!  I'll  lay  my  hand  on  one  of  your  swords  there, 
and  will  do  you  a  mischief  that  will  make  you  wonder.  Do  you 
think  you  are  fit  to  touch  the  bed  of  a  man  like  me  ?  When  I 
chastise  you  I  shall  not  heed  my  own  life,  for  I  am  certain  to 
take  yours.  Let  me  alone  then  with  my  troubles  and  my  tribu- 
lations, and  don't  give  me  more  annoyance  than  I  have  already; 
if  not,  I  shall  make  you  see  what  a  desperate  man  is  f  able  to 
do."  These  words  they  reported  to  the  castellan,  who  gave  them 
express  orders  never  to  go  near  my  bed,  and  when  they  came  to 
me,  to  come  without  swords;  but  for  the  rest  to  keep  a  watchful 
guard  upon  me. 

Having  thus  secured  my  bed  from  meddlers,  I  felt  as  though 
the  main  point  was  gained;  for  there  lay  all  things  useful  to  my 
venture.  It  happened  on  the  evening  of  a  certain  feast-day  that 
the  castellan  was  seriously  indisposed;  his  humors  grew  extrava- 
gant; he  kept  repeating  that  he  was  a  bat,  and  if  they  heard 
that  Benvenuto  had  flown  away,  they  must  let  him  go  to  catch 
me  up,  since  he  could  fly  by  night  most  certainly  (<  as  well  or 
better  than  myself }) ;  for  it  was  thus  he  argued :  — (<  Benvenuto  is 
a  counterfeit  bat,  but  I  am  a  real  one;  and  since  he  is  committed 
to  my  care,  leave  me  to  act;  I  shall  be  sure  to  catch  him."  He 
had  passed  several  nights  in  this  frenzy,  and  had  worn  out  all 
his  servants;  whereof  I  received  full  information  through  divers 
channels,  but  especially  from  the  Savoyard,  who  was  my  friend  at 
heart. 
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On  the  evening  of  that  feast-day,  then,  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  escape,  come  what  might;  and  first  I  prayed  most  devoutly  to 
God,  imploring  his  Divine  Majesty  to  protect  and  succor  me  In 
that  so  perilous  a  venture.  Afterwards  I  set  to  work  at  all  the 
things  I  needed,  and  labored  the  whole  of  the  night.  It  was  two 
hours  before  daybreak  when  at  last  I  removed  those  hinges  with 
the  greatest  toil;  but  the  wooden  panel  itself,  and  the  bolt  too, 
offered  such  resistance  that  I  could  not  open  the  door;  so  I  had 
to  cut  into  the  wood;  yet  in  the  end  I  got  it  open,  and  shoulder- 
ing the  strips  of  linen  which  I  had  rolled  up  like  bundles  of  flax 
upon  two  sticks,  I  went  forth  and  directed  my  steps  toward  the 
latrines  of  the  keep.  Spying  from  within  two  tiles  upon  the 
roof,  I  was  able  at  once  to  clamber  up  with  ease.  I  wore  a 
white  doublet  with  a  pair  of  white  hose  and  a  pair  of  half-boots, 
into  which  I  had  stuck  the  poniard  I  have  mentioned. 

After  scaling  the  roof,  I  took  one  end  of  my  linen  roll  and 
attached  it  to  a  piece  of  antique  tile  which  was  built  into  the 
fortress  wall ;  it  happened  to  jut  out  scarcely  four  fingers.  In 
order  to  fix  the  band,  I  gave  it  the  form  of  a  stirrup.  When  I 
had  attached  it  to  that  piece  of  tile,  I  turned  to  God  and  said: 
<(  Lord  God,  give  aid  to  my  good  cause ;  you  know  that  it  is 
good;  you  see  that  I  am  aiding  myself. w  Then  I  let  myself  go 
gently  by  degrees,  supporting  myself  with  the  sinews  of  my 
arms,  until  I  touched  the  ground.  There  was  no  moonshine,  but 
the  light  of  a  fair  open  heaven.  When  I  stood  upon  my  feet  on 
solid  earth,  I  looked  up  at  the  vast  height  which  I  had  descended 
with  such  spirit;  and  went  gladly  away,  thinking  I  was  free.  But 
this  was  not  the  case ;  for  the  castellan  on  the  side  of  the  fortress 
had  built  two  lofty  walls,  the  space  between  which  he  used  for 
stable  and  hen-yard;  the  place  was  barred  with  thick  iron  bolts 
outside.  I  was  terribly  disgusted  to  find  there  was  no  exit  from 
this  trap;  but  while  I  paced  up  and  down  debating  what  to 
do,  I  stumbled  on  a  long  pole  which  was  covered  up  with 
straw.  Not  without  great  trouble,  I  succeeded  in  placing  it 
against  the  wall,  and  then  swarmed  up  it  by  the  force  of  my 
arms  until  I  reached  the  top.  But  since  the  wall  ended  in  a 
sharp  ridge,  I  had  not  strength  enough  to  drag  the  pole  up 
after  me.  Accordingly  I  made  my  mind  up  to  use  a  portion  of 
the  second  roll  of  linen  which  I  had  there;  the  other  was  left 
hanging  from  the  keep  of  the  castle.  So  I  cut  a  piece  off,  tied 
it  to  the  pole,  and  clambered  down  the  wall,  enduring  the 
utmost  toil  and  fatigue.  I  was  quite  exhausted,  and  moreover 
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had  flayed  the  inside  of  my  hands,  which  bled  freely.  This 
compelled  me  to  rest  awhile,  and  I  bathed  my  hands  in  my  own 
urine. 

When  I  thought  that  my  strength  was  recovered,  I  advanced 
quickly  toward  the  last  rampart,  which  faces  toward  Prato. 
There  I  put  my  bundle  of  linen  lines  down  upon  the  ground, 
meaning  to  fasten  them  round  a  battlement,  and  descend  the 
lesser  as  I  had  the  greater  height.  But  no  sooner  had  I  placed 
the  linen  than  I  became  aware  behind  me  of  a  sentinel,  who 
was  going  the  rounds.  Seeing  my  designs  interrupted  and  my 
life  in  peril,  I  resolved  to  face  the  guard.  This  fellow,  when  he 
noticed  my  bold  front,  and  that  I  was  marching  on  him  with 
weapon  in  hand,  quickened  his  pace  and  gave  me  a  wide  berth. 
I  had  left  my  lines  some  little  way  behind,  so  I  turned  with 
hasty  steps  to  regain  them;  and  though  I  came  within  sight  of 
another  sentinel,  he  seemed  as  though  he  did  not  choose  to  take 
notice  of  me.  Having  found  my  lines  and  attached  them  to  the 
battlement,  I  let  myself  go.  On  the  descent,  whether  it  was 
that  I  thought  I  had  really  come  to  earth  and  relaxed  my  grasp 
to  jump,  or  whether  my  hands  were  so  tired  that  they  could  not 
keep  their  hold,  at  any  rate  I  fell,  struck  my  head  in  falling, 
and  lay  stunned  for  more  than  an  hour  and  a  half,  so  far  as  I 
could  judge. 

It  was  just  upon  daybreak,  when  the  fresh  breeze  which 
blows  an  hour  before  the  sun  revived  me;  yet  I  did  not  imme- 
diately recover  my  senses,  for  I  thought  my  head  had  been  cut 
off,  and  fancied  that  I  was  in  purgatory.  With  time,  little  by 
little  my  faculties  returned,  and  I  perceived  that  I  was  outside 
the  castle,  and  in  a  flash  remembered  all  my  adventures.  I  was 
aware  of  the  wound  in  my  head  before  I  knew  my  leg  was 
broken;  for  I  put  my  hands  up  and  withdrew  them  covered 
with  blood.  Then  I  searched  the  spot  well,  and  judged  and 
ascertained  that  I  had  sustained  no  injury  of  consequence  there; 
but  when  I  wanted  to  stand  up,  I  discovered  that  my  right  leg 
was  broken  three  inches  above  the  heel.  Not  even  this  dismayed 
me:  I  drew  forth  my  poniard  with  its  scabbard;  the  latter  had 
a  metal  point  ending  in  a  large  ball,  which  had  caused  the 
fracture  of  my  leg;  for  the  bone  coming  into  violent  contact 
with  the  ball,  and  not  being  able  to  bend,  had  snapped  at  that 
point.  I  threw  the  sheath  away,  and  with  the  poniard  cut  a 
piece  of  the  linen  which  I  had  left.  Then  I  bound  my  leg  up 
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as  well  as  I  could,  and  crawled  on  all  fours  with  the  poniard  in 
my  hand  toward  the  city  gate.  When  I  reached  it,  I  found  it 
shut;  but  I  noticed  a  stone  just  beneath  the  door  which  did  not 
appear  to  be  very  firmly  fixed.  This  I  attempted  to  dislodge; 
after  setting  my  hands  to  it,  and  feeling  it  move,  it  easily  gave 
way,  and  I  drew  it  out.  Through  the  gap  thus  made  I  crept 
into  the  town. 


THE  CASTING  OF  PERSEUS 

From  the  * Memoirs*:   Symonds's  Translation 

ABANDONED  thus  to  my  own  resources,  I  took  new  courage  and 
banished    the    sad    thoughts    which    kept    recurring    to    my 
mind,  making  me  often  weep  bitter  tears  of  repentance  for 
having  left  France;    for  though  I  did  so  only  to  revisit  Florence, 
my  sweet  birthplace,  in  order  that  I  might  charitably  succor  my 
six  nieces,  this   good   action,  as  I  well   perceived,   had  been   the 
beginning  of  my  great  misfortune.     Nevertheless  I  felt  convinced 
that  when  my  Perseus  was  accomplished,  all  these  trials  would  be 
turned  to  high  felicity  and  glorious  well-being. 

Accordingly  I  strengthened  my 'heart,  and  with  all  the  forces 
of  my  body  and  my  purse,  employing  what  little  money  still 
remained  to  me,  I  set  to  work.  .  First  I  provided  myself  with 
several  loads  of  pine-wood  from  the  forests  of  Serristori,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Montelupo.  While  these  were  on  their  way,  I 
clothed  my  Perseus  with  the  clay  which  I  had  prepared  many 
months  beforehand,  in  order  that  it  might  be  duly  seasoned. 
After  making  its  clay  tunic  (for  that  is  the  term  used  in  this 
art)  and  properly  arming  it  and  fencing  it  with  iron  girders,  I 
began  to  draw  the  wax  out  by  means  of  a  slow  fire.  This 
melted  and  issued  through  numerous  air-vents  I  had  made;  for 
the  more  there  are  of  these  the  better  will  the  mold  fill.  When 
I  had  finished  drawing  off  the  wax,  I  constructed  a  funnel- 
shaped  furnace  all  round  the  model  of  my  Perseus.  It  was  built 
of  bricks,  so  interlaced,  the  one  above  the  other,  that  numerous 
apertures  were  left  for  the  fire  to  exhale  it.  Then  I  began  to 
lay  on  wood  by  degrees,  and  kept  it  burning  two  whole  days 
and  nights. 

At  length  when  all  the  wax  was  gone  and  the  mold  was 
well  baked,  I  set  to  work  at  digging  the  pit  in  which  to  sink  it. 
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This  I  performed  with  scrupulous  regard  to  all  the  rules  of  art. 
When  I  had  finished  that  part  of  my  work,  I  raised  the  mold 
by  windlasses  and  stout  ropes  to  a  perpendicular  position,  and 
suspending  it  with  the  greatest  care  one  cubit  above  the  level  of 
the  furnace,  so  that  it  hung  exactly  above  the  middle  of  the  pit, 
I  next  lowered  it  gently  down  into  the  very  bottom  of  the 
furnace,  and  had  it  firmly  placed  with  every  possible  precaution 
for  its  safety.  When  this  delicate  operation  was  accomplished,  I 
began  to  bank  it  up  with  the  earth  I  had  excavated;  and  ever 
as  the  earth  grew  higher  I  introduced  its  proper  air- vents,  which 
were  little  tubes  of  earthenware,  such  as  folks  use  for  drains 
and  suchlike  purposes.  At  length  I  felt  sure  that  it  was  admi- 
rably fixed,  and  that  the  filling  in  of  the  pit  and  the  placing  of 
the  air-vents  had  been  properly  performed.  I  also  could  see  that 
my  workpeople  understood  my  method,  which  differed  very  con- 
siderably from  that  of  all  the  other  masters  in  the  trade.  Feel- 
ing confident  then  that  I  could  rely  upon  them,  I  next  turned 
to  my  furnace,  which  I  had  filled  with  numerous  pigs  of  copper 
and  other  bronze  stuff.  The  pieces  were  piled  according  to  the 
laws  of  art;  that  is  to  say,  so  resting  one  upon  the  other  that 
the  flames  could  play  freely  through  them,  in  order  that  the 
metal  might  heat  and  liquefy  the  sooner. 

At  last  I  called  out  heartily  to  set  the  furnace  going.  The 
logs  of  pine  were  heaped  in,  and  what  with  the  unctuous  resin 
of  the  wood  and  the  good  draught  I  had  given,  my  furnace 
worked  so  well  that  I  was  obliged  to  rush  from  side  to  side  to 
keep  it  going.  The  labor  was  more  than  I  could  stand;  yet  I 
forced  myself  to  strain  every  nerve  and  muscle.  To  increase  my 
anxieties,  the  workshop  took  fire,  and  we  were  afraid  lest  the 
roofs  should  fall  upon  our  heads;  while  from  the  garden  such  a 
storm  of  wind  and  rain  kept  blowing  in  that  it  perceptibly  cooled 
the  furnace. 

Battling  thus  with  all  these  untoward  circumstances  for  several 
hours,  and  exerting  myself  beyond  even  the  measure  of  my 
powerful  constitution,  I  could  at  last  bear  up  no  longer,  and  a 
sudden  fever  of  the  utmost  possible  intensity  attacked  me.  I 
felt  absolutely  obliged  to  go  and  fling  myself  upon  my  bed. 
Sorely  against  my  will,  having  to  drag  myself  away  from  the 
spot,  I  turned  to  my  assistants, —  about  ten  or  more  in  all,  what 
with  master-founders,  hand-workers,  country  fellows,  and  my  own 
special  journeymen;  among  whom  was  Bernandino  Mannellini  of 
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Mugello,  my  apprentice  through  several  years.  To  him  in  partic- 
ular I  spoke: — <(  Look,  my  dear  Bernandino,  that  you  observe  the 
rules  which  I  have  taught  you;  do  your  best  with  all  dispatch, 
for  the  metal  will  soon  be  fused.  You  cannot  go  wrong;  these 
honest  men  will  get  the  channels  ready;  you  will  easily  be  able 
to  drive  back  the  two  plugs  with  this  pair  of  iron  crooks;  and  I 
am  sure  that  my  mold  will  fill  miraculously.  I  feel  more  ill  than  I 
ever  did  in  all  my  life,  and  verily  believe  it  will  kill  me  before 
a  few  hours  are  over."  Thus  with  despair  at  heart  I  left  them 
and  betook  myself  to  bed. 

No  sooner  had  I  got  to  bed  than  I  ordered  my  serving-maids 
to  carry  food  and  wine  for  all  the  men  into  the  workshop;  at 
the  same  time  I  cried,  <(I  shall  not  be  alive  to-morrow.0  They 
tried  to  encourage  me,  arguing  that  my  illness  would  pass  over, 
since  it  came  from  excessive  fatigue.  In  this  way  I  spent  two 
hours  battling  with  the  fever,  which  steadily  increased,  and  call- 
ing out  continually,  (<  I  feel  that  I  am  dying. w  My  house 
keeper,  who  was  named  Mona  Fiore  da  Castel  del  Rio,  a  very 
notable  manager  and  no  less  warm-hearted,  kept  chiding  me  for 
my  discouragement;  but  on  the  other  hand,  she  paid  me  every 
kind  attention  which  was  possible.  However,  the  sight  of  my 
physical  pain  and  moral  dejection  so  affected  her  that  in  spite  of 
that  brave  heart  of  hers,  she  could  not  refrain  from  shedding 
tears;  and  yet,  so  far  as  she  was  able,  she  took  care  I  should 
not  see  them. 

While  I  was  thus  terribly  afflicted,  I  beheld  the  figure  of  a 
man  enter  my  chamber,  twisted  in  his  body  into  the  form  of  a 
capital  S.  He  raised  a  lamentable,  doleful  voice,  like  one  who 
announces  their  last  hour  to  men  condemned  to  die  upon  the 
scaffold,  and  spoke  these  words :  <(  O  Benvenuto !  your  statue 
is  spoiled,  and  there  is  no  hope  whatever  of  saving  it. w  No 
sooner  had  I  heard  the  shriek  of  that  wretch  than  I  gave  a 
howl  which  might  have  been  heard  from  the  sphere  of  flame. 
Jumping  from  my  bed,  I  seized  my  clothes  and  began  to  dress. 
The  maids,  and  my  lad,  and  every  one  who  came  around  to  help 
me,  got  kicks  or  blows  of  the  fist,  while  I  kept  crying  out  in 
lamentation,  <(Ah!  traitors!  enviers!  This  is  an  act  of  treason, 
done  by  malice  prepense!  But  I  swear  by  God  that  I  will  sift 
it  to  the  bottom,  and  before  I  die  will  leave  such  witness  to 
the  world  of  what  I  can  do  as  shall  make  a  score  of  mortals 
marvel. >} 
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When  I  had  got  my  clothes  on,  I  strode  with  soul  bent  on 
mischief  toward  the  workshop;  there  I  beheld  the  men  whom  I 
had  left  erewhile  in  such  high  spirits,  standing  stupefied  and 
downcast.  I  began  at  once  and  spoke:  — <(  Up  with  you!  Attend 
to  me!  Since  you  have  not  been  able  or  willing  to  obey  the 
directions  I  guve  you,  obey  me  now  that  I  am  with  you  to  con- 
duct my  work  in  person.  Let  no  one  contradict  me,  for  in  cases 
like  this  we  need  the  aid  of  hand  and  hearing,  not  of  advice." 
When  I  had  uttered  these  words,  a  certain  Maestro  Alessandro 
Lastricati  broke  silence  and  said,  <(  Look  you,  Benvenuto,  you  are 
going  to  attempt  an  enterprise  which  the  laws  of  art  do  not 
sanction,  and  which  cannot  succeed. >} 

I  turned  upon  him  with  such  fury  and  so  full  of  mischief, 
that  he  and  all  the  rest  of  them  exclaimed  with  one  voice,  <(  On 
then!  Give  orders!  We  will  obey  your  last  commands,  so  long 
as  life  is  left  in  us."  I  believe  they  spoke  thus  feelingly  be- 
cause they  thought  I  must  fall  shortly  dead  upon  the  ground.  I 
went  immediately  to  inspect  the  furnace,  and  found  that  the 
metal  was  all  curdled;  an  accident  which  we  express  by  <( being 
caked. }>  I  told  two  of  the  hands  to  cross  the  road,  and  fetch 
from  the  house  of  the  butcher  Capretta  a  load  of  young  oak- 
wood,  which  had  lain  dry  for  above  a  year;  this  wood  had  been 
previously  offered  me  by  Madame  Ginevra,  wife  of  the  said  Ca- 
pretta. So  soon  as  the  first  armfuls  arrived,  I  began  to  fill  the 
grate  beneath  the  furnace.  Now  oak-wood  of  that  kind  heats 
more  powerfully  than  any  other  sort  of  tree;  and  for  this  rea- 
son, where  a  slow  fire  is  wanted,  as  in  the  case  of  gun-foundry, 
alder  or  pine  is  preferred.  Accordingly,  when  the  logs  took 
fire,  oh!  how  the  cake  began  to  stir  beneath  that  awful  heat,  to 
glow  and  sparkle  in  a  blaze!  At  the  same  time  I  kept  stirring 
up  the  channels,  and  sent  men  upon  the  roof  to  stop  the  con- 
flagration, which  had  gathered  force  from  the  increased  combus- 
tion in  the  furnace;  also  I  caused  boards,  carpets,  and  other 
hangings  to  be  set  up  against  the  garden,  in  order  to  protect  us 
from  the  violence  of  the  rain. 

When  I  had  thus  provided  against  these  several  disasters,  I 
roared  out  first  to  one  man  and  then  to  another,  (( Bring  this 
thing  here !  Take  that  thing  there ! "  At  this  crisis,  when  the 
whole  gang  saw  the  cake  was  on  the  point  of  melting,  they  did 
my  bidding,  each  fellow  working  with  the  strength  of  three.  I 
then  ordered  half  a  pig  of  pewter  to  be  brought,  which  weighed 
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about  sixty  pounds,  and  flung  it  into  the  middle  of  the  cake 
inside  the  furnace.  By  this  means,  and  by  piling  on  wood  and 
stirring  now  with  pokers  and  now  with  iron  rods,  the  curdled 
mass  rapidly  began  to  liquefy.  Then,  knowing  1  had  brought 
the  dead  to  life  again,  against  the  firm  opinion  of  those  igno- 
ramuses, I  felt  such  vigor  fill  my  veins  that  all  those  pains  of 
fever,  all  those  fears  of  death,  were  quite  forgotten. 

All  of  a  sudden  an  explosion  took  place,  attended  by  a  tre- 
mendous flash  of  flame,  as  though  a  thunderbolt  had  formed 
and  been  discharged  among  us.  Unwonted  and  appalling  terror 
astonied  every  one,  and  me  more  even  than  the  rest.  When  the 
din  was  over  and  the  dazzling  light  extinguished,  we  began  to 
look  each  other  in  the  face.  Then  I  discovered  that  the  cap 
of  the  furnace  had  blown  up,  and  the  bronze  was  bubbling 
over  from  its  source  beneath.  So  I  had  the  mouths  of  my  mold 
immediately  opened,  and  at  the  same  time  drove  in  the  two 
plugs  which  kept  back  the  molten  metal.  But  I  noticed  that  it 
did  not  flow  as  rapidly  as  usual,  the  reason  being  probably  that 
the  fierce  heat  of  the  fire  we  kindled  had  consumed  its  base 
alloy.  Accordingly  I  sent  for  all  my  pewter  platters,  porringers, 
and  dishes,  to  the  number  of  some  two  hundred  pieces,  and  had 
a  portion  of  them  cast,  one  by  one,  into  the  channels,  the  rest 
into  the  furnace.  This  expedient  succeeded,  and  every  one  could 
now  perceive  that  my  bronze  was  in  most  perfect  liquefac- 
tion, and  my  mold  was  filling;  whereupon  they  all  with  hearti- 
ness and  happy  cheer  assisted  and  obeyed  my  bidding,  while  I, 
now  here,  now  there,  gave  orders,  helped  with  my  own  hands, 
and  cried  aloud,  (<O  God!  thou  that  by  thy  immeasurable  power 
didst  rise  from  the  dead,  and  in  thy  glory  didst  ascend  to 
heaven !  w  .  .  .  Even  thus  in  a  moment  my  mold  was  filled ; 
and  seeing  my  work  finished,  I  fell  upon  my  knees,  and  with  all 
my  heart  gave  thanks  to  God. 

After  all  was  over,  I  turned  to  a  plate  of  salad  on  a  bench 
there,  and  ate  with  hearty  appetite,  and  drank  together  with  the 
whole  crew. 

Afterwards  I  retired  to  bed,  healthy  and  happy,  for  it  was 
now  two  hours  before  morning,  and  slept  as  sweetly  as  though  I 
had  never  felt  a  touch  of  illness.  My  good  housekeeper,  without 
my  giving  any  orders,  had  prepared  a  fat  capon  for  my  repast. 
So  that  when  I  rose,  about  the  hour  for  breaking  fast,  she  pre- 
sented herself  with  a  smiling  countenance  and  said,  (<  Oh,  is  that 
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the  man  who  felt  that  he  was  dying  ?  Upon  my  word,  I  think 
the  blows  and  Kicks  you  dealt  us  last  night,  when  you  were 
so  enraged,  and  had  that  demon  in  your  body  as  it  seemed,  must 
have  frightened  away  your  mortal  fever!  The  fever  feared  that 
it  might  catch  it  too,  as  we  did ! }>  All  my  poor  household, 
relieved  in  like  measure  from  anxiety  and  overwhelming  labor, 
went  at  once  to  buy  earthen  vessels  in  order  to  replace  the 
pewter  I  had  cast  away.  Then  we  dined  together  joyfully;  nay, 
I  cannot  remember  a  day  in  my  whole  life  when  I  dined  with 
greater  gladness  or  a  better  appetite. 

After  our  meal  I  received  visits  from  the  several  men  who 
had  assisted  me.  They  exchanged  congratulations  and  thanked 
God  for  our  success,  saying  they  had  learned  and  seen  things 
done  which  other  masters  judged  impossible.  I  too  grew  some- 
what glorious;  and  deeming  I  had  shown  myself  a  man  of  tal- 
ent, indulged  a  boastful  humor.  So  I  thrust  my  hand  into  my 
purse  and  paid  them  all  to  their  full  satisfaction. 

That  evil  fellow,  my  mortal  foe,  Messer  Pier  Francesco  Ricci, 
major-domo  of  the  Duke,  took  great  pains  to  find  out  how  the 
affair  had  gone.  In  answer  to  his  questions,  the  two  men  whom 
I  suspected  of  having  caked  my  metal  for  me  said  I  was  no 
man,  but  of  a  certainty  some  powerful  devil,  since  I  had  accom- 
plished what  no  craft  of  the  art  could  do;  indeed,  they  did  not 
believe  a  mere  ordinary  fiend  could  work  such  miracles  -as  I  in 
other  ways  had  shown.  They  exaggerated  the  whole  affair  so 
much,  possibly  in  order  to  excuse  their  own  part  in  it,  that  the 
major-domo  wrote  an  account  to  the  Duke,  who  was  then  in 
Pisa,  far  more  marvelous  and  full  of  thrilling  incidents  than 
what  they  had  narrated. 

After  I  had  let  my  statue  cool  for  two  whole  days,  I  began 
to  uncover  it  by  slow  degrees.  The  first  thing  I  found  was  that 
the  head  of  Medusa  had  come  out  most  admirably,  thanks  to  the 
air- vents;  for  as  I  had  told  the  Duke,  it  is  the  nature  of  fire  to 
ascend.  Upon  advancing  farther,  I  discovered  that  the  other 
head,  that,  namely,  of  Perseus,  had  succeeded  no  less  admirably; 
and  this  astonished  me  far  more,  because  it  is  at  a  considerably 
lower  level  than  that  of  the  Medusa.  Now  the  mouths  of  the 
mold  were  placed  above  the  head  of  Perseus  and  behind  his 
shoulders;  and  I  found  that  all  the  bronze  my  furnace  contained 
had  been  exhausted  in  the  head  of  this  figure.  It  was  a  miracle 
to  observe  that  not  one  fragment  remained  in  the  orifice  of  the 
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channel,  and  that  nothing  was  wanting  to  the  statue.  In  my 
great  astonishment  I  seemed  to  see  in  this  the  hand  of  God 
arranging  and  controlling  all. 

I  went  on  uncovering  the  statue  with  success,  and  ascertained 
that  everything  had  come  out  in  perfect  order,  until  I  reached 
the  foot  of  the  right  leg  on  which  the  statue  rests.  There  the 
heel  itself  was  formed,  and  going  further,  I  found  the  foot 
apparently  complete.  This  gave  me  great  joy  on  the  one  side, 
but  was  half  unwelcome  to  me  on  the  other,  merely  because  I 
had  told  the  Duke  that  it  could  not  come  out.  However,  when 
I  reached  the  end,  it  appeared  that  the  toes  and  a  little  piece 
above  them  were  unfinished,  so  that  about  half  the  foot  was 
wanting.  Although  I  knew  that  this  would  add  a  trifle  to  my 
labor,  I  was  very  well  pleased,  because  I  could  now  prove  to 
the  Duke  how  well  I  understood  my  business.  It  is  true  that 
far  more  of  the  foot  than  I  expected  had  been  perfectly  formed ; 
the  reason  of  this  was  that,  from  causes  I  have  recently  de- 
scribed, the  bronze  was  hotter  than  our  rules  of  art  prescribe; 
also  that  I  had  been  obliged  to  supplement  the  alloy  with  my 
pewter  cups  and  platters,  which  no  one  else,  I  think,  had  ever 
done  before. 

Having  now  ascertained  how  successfully  my  work  had  been 
accomplished,  I  lost  no  time  in  hurrying  to  Pisa,  where  I  found 
the  Duke.  He  gave  me  a  most  gracious  reception,  as  did  also 
the  Duchess;  and  although  the  major-domo  had  informed  them 
of  the  whole  proceedings,  their  Excellencies  deemed  my  perform- 
ance far  more  stupendous  and  astonishing  when  they  heard  the 
tale  from  my  own  mouth.  When  I  arrived  at  the  foot  of  Per- 
seus, and  said  it  had  not  come  out  perfect,  just  as  I  previously 
warned  his  Excellency,  I  saw  an  expression  of  wonder  pass  over 
his  face,  while  he  related  to  the  Duchess  how  I  had  predicted 
this  beforehand. 

Observing  the  Princess  to  be  so  well  disposed  towards  me,  I 
begged  leave  from  the  Duke  to  go  to  Rome.  He  granted  it  in 
most  obliging  terms,  and  bade  me  return  as  soon  as  possible  to 
complete  his  Perseus;  giving  me  letters  of  recommendation  mean- 
while to  his  ambassador,  Averardo  Serristori.  We  were  then 
in  the  first  years  of  Pope  Giulio  de  Monti. 
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A  NECKLACE   OF   PEARLS 
From  the  < Memoirs  >:   Symonds's  Translation 

I  MUST  beg  your  attention  now,  most  gracious  reader,  for  a  very 
terrible  event  which  happened. 

I  used  the  utmost  diligence  and  industry  to  complete  my 
statue,  and  went  to  spend  my  evenings  in  the  Duke's  wardrobe, 
assisting  there  the  goldsmiths  who  were  working  for  his  Excel* 
lency.  Indeed,  they  labored  mainly  on  designs  which  I  had 
given  them.  Noticing  that  the  Duke  took  pleasure  in  seeing  me 
at  work  and  talking  with  me,  I  took  it  into  my  head  to  go  there 
sometimes  also  by  day.  It  happened  upon  one  of  those  days 
that  his  Excellency  came  as  usual  to  the  room  where  I  was 
occupied,  and  more  particularly  because  he  heard  of  my  arrival. 
His  Excellency  entered  at  once  into  conversation,  raising  several 
interesting  topics,  upon  which  I  gave  my  views  so  much  to  his 
entertainment  that  he  showed  more  cheerfulness  than  I  had  ever 
seen  in  him  before.  All  of  a  sudden  one  of  his  secretaries 
appeared,  and  whispered  something  of  importance  in  his  ear; 
whereupon  the  Duke  rose,  and  retired  with  the  official  into 
another  chamber. 

Now  the  Duchess  had  sent  to  see  what  his  Excellency  was 
doing,  and  her  page  brought  back  this  answer :  — <(  The  Duke  is 
talking  and  laughing  with  Benvenuto,  and  is  in  excellent  good 
humor. w  When  the  Duchess  heard  this,  she  came  immediately 
to  the  wardrobe,  and  not  finding  the  Duke  there,  took  a  seat 
beside  us.  After  watching  us  at  work  a  while,  she  turned  to  me 
with  the  utmost  graciousness,  and  showed  me  a  necklace  of  large 
and  really  very  fine  pearls.  On  being  asked  by  her  what  I 
thought  of  them,  I  said  it  was  in  truth  a  very  handsome  orna- 
ment. Then  she  spoke  as  follows :  — (<  I  should  like  the  Duke  to 
buy  them  for  me;  so  I  beg  you,  my  dear  Benvenuto,  to  praise 
them  to  him  as  highly  as  you  can.)}  At  these  words,  I  disclosed 
my  mind  to  the  Duchess  with  all  the  respect  I  could,  and 
answered :  — <(  My  lady,  I  thought  this  necklace  of  pearls  be- 
longed already  to  your  illustrious  Excellency.  Now  that  I  am 
aware  you  have  not  yet  acquired  them,  it  is  right,  nay  more,  it 
is  my  duty,  to  utter  what  I  might  otherwise  have  refrained  from 
saying;  namely,  that  my  mature  professional  experience  enables 
me  to  detect  very  grave  faults  in  the  pearls,  and  for  this  reason 
I  could  never  advise  your  Excellency  to  purchase  them." 
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She  replied :  — (<  The  merchant  offers  them  for  six  thousand 
crowns;  and  were  it  not  for  some  of  those  trifling  defects  you 
speak  of,  the  rope  would  be  worth  over  twelve  thousand. w 

To  this  I  replied  that,  even  were  the  necklace  of  quite  flaw- 
less quality,  I  could  not  advise  any  one  to  bid  up  to  five  thousand 
crowns  for  it:  for  pearls  are  not  gems;  pearls  are  but  fishes' 
bones,  which  in  the  course  of  time  must  lose  their  freshness. 
Diamonds,  rubies,  emeralds,  and  sapphires,  on  the  contrary, 
never  grow  old;  these  four  are  precious  stones,  and  these  it  is 
right  to  purchase.  When  I  had  thus  spoken,  the  Duchess 
showed  some  signs  of  irritation,  and  exclaimed,  (<  I  have  a  mind 
to  possess  these  pearls;  so  prithee,  take  them  to  the  Duke  and 
praise  them  up  to  the  skies;  even  if  you  have  to  use  some  words 
beyond  the  bounds  of  truth,  speak  them  to  do  me  service;  it 
will  be  well  for  you!" 

I  have  always  been  the  greatest  friend  of  truth  and  foe  of 
lies;  yet  compelled  by  necessity,  unwilling  to  lose  the  favor  of 
so  great  a  princess,  I  took  those  confounded  pearls  sorely  against 
my  inclination,  and  went  with  them  over  to  the  other  room, 
whither  the  Duke  had  withdrawn.  No  sooner  did  he  set  eyes 
upon  me  than  he  cried,  <(O  Benvenuto,  what  are  you  about 
here  ? }>  I  uncovered  the  pearls  and  said,  <(  My  lord,  I  am  come 
to  show  you  a  most  splendid  necklace  of  pearls,  of  the  rarest 
quality,  and  truly  worthy  of  your  Excellency;  I  do  not  believe 
it  would  be  possible  to  put  together  eighty  pearls  which  could 
show  better  than  these  do  in  a  necklace.  My  counsel  therefore 
is  that  you  should  buy  them,  for  they  are  in  good  sooth  miracu- 
lous. w  He  responded  on  the  instant,  <(  I  do  not  choose  to  buy 
them;  they  are  not  pearls  of  the  quality  and  goodness  you 
affirm;  I  have  seen  the  necklace,  and  they  do  not  please  me. M 
Then  I  added,  « Pardon  me,  Prince !  These  pearls  exceed  in 
rarity  and  beauty  any  which  were  ever  brought  together  for  a 
necklace. w  The  Duchess  had  risen,  and  was  standing  behind  a 
door  listening  to  all  I  said.  Well,  when  I  had  praised  the  pearls 
a  thousandfold  more  warmly  than  I  have  described  above,  the 
Duke  turned  toward  me  with  a  kindly  look,  and  said,  <(  O  my 
dear  Benvenuto,  I  know  that  you  have  an  excellent  judgment 
in  all  these  matters.  If  the  pearls  are  as  rare  as  you  certify,  I 
should  not  hesitate  about  their  purchase;  partly  to  gratify  the 
Duchess  and  partly  to  possess  them,  seeing  I  have  always  need 
of  such  things,  not  so  much  for  her  Grace  as  for  the  various 
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uses  of  my  sons  and  daughters. )}  When  I  heard  him  speak  thus, 
having  once  begun  to  tell  fibs,  I  stuck  to  them  with  even  greater 
boldness;  I  gave  all  the  color  of  truth  I  could  to  my  lies,  con- 
fiding in  the  promise  of  the  Duchess  to  help  me  at  the  time  of 
need.  More  than  two  hundred  crowns  were  to  be  my  commis- 
sion on  the  bargain,  and  the  Duchess  had  intimated  that  I 
should  receive  so  much;  but  I  was  firmly  resolved  not  to  touch 
a  farthing,  in  order  to  secure  my  credit,  and.  convince  the  Duke 
I  was  not  prompted  by  avarice.  Once  more  his  Excellency 
began  to  address  me  with  the  greatest  courtesy :  (( I  know  that 
you  are  a  consummate  judge  of  these  things;  therefore,  if  you 
are  the  honest  man  I  always  thought  you,  tell  me  now  the 
truth. J>  Thereat  I  flushed  up  to  my  eyes,  which  at  the  same 
time  filled  with  tears,  and  said  to  him,  ((  My  lord,  if  I  tell  your 
most  illustrious  Excellency  the  truth,  I  shall  make  a  mortal  foe 
of  the  Duchess;  this  will  oblige  me  to  depart  from  Florence, 
and  my  enemies  will  begin  at  once  to  pour  contempt  upon  my 
Perseus,  which  I  have  announced  as  a  masterpiece  to  the  most 
noble  school  of  your  illustrious  Excellency.  Such  being  the  case, 
I  recommend  myself  to  your  most  illustrious  Excellency. >} 

The  Duke  was  now  aware  that  all  my  previous  speeches  had 
been,  as  it  were,  forced  out  of  me.  -So  he  rejoined,  (<  If  you 
have  confidence  in  me,  you  need  not  stand  in  fear  of  anything 
whatever. >J  I  recommenced,  <(  Alas !  my  lord,  what  can  prevent 
this  coming  to  the  ears  of  the  Duchess  ?  }>  The  Duke  lifted  his 
hand  in  sign  of  troth-pledge  and  exclaimed,  « Be  assured  that 
what  you  say  will  be  buried  in  a  diamond  casket. "  To  this 
engagement  upon  honor  I  replied  by  telling  the  truth  according 
to  my  judgment,  namely,  that  the  pearls  were  not  worth  above 
two  thousand  crowns.  The'  Duchess,  thinking  we  had  stopped 
talking,  for  we  now  were  speaking  in  as  low  a  voice  as  possible, 
[came  forward  and  began  as  follows:  — (<  My  lord,  do  me  the 
favor  to  purchase  this  necklace,  because  I  have  set  my  heart  on 
them,  and  your  Benvenuto  here  has  said  he  never  saw  a  finer 
row  of  pearls. "  The  Duke  replied,  (<  I  do  not  choose  to  buy 
them."  —  (<Why,  my  lord,  will  not  your  Excellency  gratify  me  by 
buying  them  ?»  — « Because  I  do  not  care  to  throw  my  money 
out  of  the  window. "  The  Duchess  recommenced,  "What  do 
you  mean  by  throwing  your  money  away,  when  Benvenuto,  in 
whom  you  place  such  well-merited  confidence,  has  told  me  that 
they  would  be  cheap  at  over  three  thousand  crowns  ? »  Then  the 
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Duke  said,  <(  My  lady!  my  Benvenuto  here  has  told  me  that  if  I 
purchase  this  necklace  I  shall  be  throwing  my  money  away, 
inasmuch  as  the  pearls  are  neither  round  nor  well-matched,  and 
some  of  them  are  quite  faded.  To  prove  that  this  is  so,  look 
here!  look  there!  consider  this  one  and  then  that.  The  necklace 
is  not  the  sort  of  thing  for  me."  At  these  words  the  Duchess 
cast  a  glance  of  bitter  spite  at  me,  and  retired  with  a  threatening 
nod  of  her  head  in  my  direction.  I  felt  tempted  to  pack  off  at 
once  and  bid  farewell  to  Italy.  Yet  my  Perseus  being  all  but 
finished,  I  did  not  like  to  leave  without  exposing  it  to  public 
view.  But  I  ask  every  one  to  consider  in  what  a  grievous  plight 
I  found  myself  1 


HOW   BENVENUTO   LOST   HIS   BROTHER 
From  the  < Memoirs  >:    Symonds's  Translation 

MY  BROTHER  at  this  period  was  also  in  Rome,  serving  Duke 
Alessandro,  on  whom  the  Pope  had  recently  conferred  the 
duchy  of  Penna.  This  prince  kept  in  his  service  a  multi- 
tude of  soldiers,  worthy  fellows,  brought  up  to  valor  in  the  school 
of  that  famous  general  Giovanni  de*  Medici;  and  among  these 
was  my  brother,  whom  the  Duke  esteemed  as  highly  as  the 
bravest  of  them.  One  day  my  brother  went  after  dinner  to  the 
shop  of  a  man  called  Baccino  della  Croce,  in  the  Banchi,  which 
all  those  men-at-arms  frequented.  He  had  flung  himself  upon 
a  settee  and  was  sleeping.  Just  then  the  guard  of  the  Bargello 
passed  by;  they  were  taking  to  prison  a  certain  Captain  Cisti,  a 
Lombard,  who  had  also  been  a  member  of  Giovanni's  troop,  but 
was  not  in  the  service  of  the  Duke.  The  captain,  Cattivanza 
degli  Strozzi,  chanced  to  be  in  the  same  shop;  and  when  Cisti 
caught  sight  of  him  he  whispered,  <(  I  was  bringing  you  those 
crowns  I  owed ;  if  you  want  them,  come  for  them  before  they  go 
with  me  to  prison. »  Now  Cattivanza  had  a  way  of  putting  his 
neighbors  to  the  push,  not  caring  to  hazard  his  own  person.  So, 
finding  there  around  him  several  young  fellows  of  the  highest 
daring,  more  eager  than  apt  for  so  serious  an  enterprise,  he  bade 
them  catch  up  Captain  Cisti  and  get  the  money  from  him,  and 
if  the  guard  resisted,  overpower  the  men,  provided  they  had  pluck 
enough  to  do  so. 
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The  young  men  were  but  four,  and  all  four  o^  them  without 
a  beard.  The  first  was  called  Bertino  Aldobrandi,  another 
Angtiillotto  of  Lucca;  I  cannot  recall  the  names  of  the  rest. 
Bertino  had  been  trained  like  a  pupil  by  my  brother,  and  my 
brother  felt  the  most  unbounded  love  for  him.  So  then  off 
dashed  the  four  brave  lads  and  came  up  with  the  guard  of  the 
Barge llo, —  upwards  of  fifty  constables,  counting  pikes,  arquebuses, 
and  two-handed  swords.  After  a  few  words  they  drew  their 
weapons,  and  the  four  boys  so  harried  the  guard  that  if  Captain 
Cattivanza  had  but  shown  his  face,  without  so  much  as  drawing, 
they  would  certainly  have  put  the  whole  pack  to  flight.  But 
delay  spoiled  all:  for  Bertino  received  some  ugly  wounds  and 
fell;  at  the  same  time  Anguillotto  was  also  hit  in  the  right  arm, 
and  being  unable  to  use  his  sword,  got  out  of  the  fray  as  well 
as  he  was  able.  The  others  did  the  same.  Bertino  Aldobrandi 
was  lifted  from  the  ground  seriously  injured. 

While  these  things  were  happening  we  were  all  at  table;  foi 
that  morning  we  had  dined  more  than  an  hour  later  than  usual. 
On  hearing  the  commotion  one  of  the  old  man's  sons,  the  elder, 
rose  from  table  to  go  and  look  at  the  scuffle.  He  was  called 
Giovanni;  and  I  said  to  him,  (c For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  go! 
In  such  matters  one  is  always  certain  to  lose,  while  there  is 
nothing  to  be  gained. }>  His  father  spoke  to  like  purpose,  (<  Pray, 
my  son,  don't  go ! w  But  the  lad,  without  heeding  any  one,  ran 
down  the  stairs.  Reaching  the  Banchi,  where  the  great  scrim- 
mage was,  and  seeing  Bertino  lifted  from  the  ground,  he  ran 
towards  home,  and  met  my  brother  Cecchino  on  the  way,  who 
asked  what  was  the  matter.  Though  some  of  the  bystanders 
signed  to  Giovanni  not  to  tell  Cecchino,  he  cried  out  like  a  mad- 
man how  it  was  that  Bertino  Aldobrandi  had  been  killed  by  the 
guard.  My  poor  brother  gave  vent  to  a  bellow  which  might 
have  been  heard  ten  miles  away.  Then  he  turned  to  Giovanni: 
(<  Ah  me !  but  could  you  tell  me  which  of  those  men  killed  him 
for  me  ? w  Giovanni  said  yes,  that  it  was  a  man  who  had  a  big 
two-handed  sword,  with  a  blue  feather  in  his  bonnet.  My  poor 
brother  rushed  ahead,  and  having  recognized  the  homicide  by 
those  signs,  he  threw  himself  with  all  his  dash  and  spirit  into 
the  middle  of  the  band,  and  before  his  man  could  turn  on  guard, 
ran  him  right  through  the  guts,  and  with  the  sword's  hilt  thrust 
him  to  the  ground.  Then  he  turned  upon  the  rest  with  such 
energy  and  daring  that  his  one  arm  was  on  the  point  of  putting 
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the  whole  band  to  flight,  had  it  not  been  that  while  wheeling 
round  to  strike  an  arquebusier,  this  man  fired  in  self-defense  and 
hit .  the  brave  unfortunate  young  fellow  above  the  knee  of  his 
right  leg.  While  he  lay  stretched  upon  the  ground  the  con- 
stables scrambled  off  in  disorder  as  fast  as  they  were  able,  lest  a 
pair  to  rny  brother  should  arrive  upon  the  scene. 

Noticing  that  the  tumult  was  not  subsiding,  I  too  rose  from 
table,  and  girding  on  my  sword  —  for  everybody  wore  one  then 
—  I  went  to  the  bridge  of  Sant'  Agnolo,  where  I  saw  a  group  of 
several  men  assembled.  On  my  coming  up  and  being  recognized 
by  some  of  them,  they  gave  way  before  me  and  showed  me 
what  I  least  of  all  things  wished  to  see,  albeit  I  made  mighty 
haste  to  view  the  sight.  On  the  instant  I  did  not  know  Cecchino, 
since  he  was  wearing  a  different  suit  of  clothes  from  that  in 
which  I  had  lately  seen  him.  Accordingly  he  recognized  me 
first  and  said,  <(  Dearest  brother,  do  not  be  upset  by  my  grave 
accident:  it  is  only  what  might  be  expected  in  my  profession; 
get  me  removed  from  here  at  once,  for  I  have  but  few  hours  to 
live."  They  had  acquainted  me  with  the  whole  event  while  he 
was  speaking,  in  brief  words  befitting  such  occasion.  So  I 
answered,  <(  Brother,  this  is  the  greatest  sorrow  and  the  greatest 
trial  that  could  happen  to  me  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life. 
But  be  of  good  cheer;  for  before  you  lose  sight  of  him  who  did 
the  mischief,  you  shall  see  yourself  revenged  by  my  hand.*' 
Our  words  on  both  sides  were  to  the  purport,  but  of  the  shortest. 

The  guard  was  now  about  fifty  paces  from  us;  for  Mafrio, 
their  officer,  had  made  some  of  them  turn  back  to  take  up  the 
corporal  my  brother  killed.  Accordingly,  I  quickly  traversed  that 
short  space,  wrapped  in  my  cape,  which  I  had  tightened  round 
me,  and  came  up  with  Maffio,  whom  I  should  most  certainly 
have  murdered;  for  there  were  plenty  of  people  round,  and  I 
had  wound  my  way  among  them.  With  the  rapidity  of  lightning 
I  had  half  drawn  my  sword  from  the  sheath,  when  Berlinghier 
Berlinghieri,  a  young  man  of  the  greatest  daring  and  my  good 
friend,  threw  himself  from  behind  upon  my  arms;  he  had  four 
other  fellows  of  like  kidney  with  him,  who  cried  out  to  Maffio, 
(<  Away  with  you,  for  this  man  here  alone  was  killing  you ! })  He 
asked,  « Who  is  he  ? >}  and  they  answered,  « Own  brother  to  the 
man  you  see  there. w  Without  waiting  to  hear  more,  he  made 
haste  for  Torre  di  Nona;  and  they  said,  <(  Benvenuto,  we  pre- 
vented you  against  your  will,  but  did  it  for  your  good;  now  let 
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us  go  to  succor  him  who  must  die  shortly. }>  Accordingly  we 
turned  and  went  back  to  my  brother,  whom  I  had  at  once 
conveyed  into  a  house.  The  doctors  who  were  called  in  con- 
sultation treated  him  with  medicaments,  but  could  not  decide  to 
amputate  the  leg,  which  might  perhaps  have  saved  him. 

As  soon  as  his  wound  had  been  dressed,  Duke  Alessandro 
appeared  and  most  affectionately  greeted  him.  My  brother  had 
not  as  yet  lost  consciousness ;  so  he  said  to  the  Duke,  (<  My  lord, 
this  only  grieves  me,  that  your  Excellency  is  losing  a  servant 
than  whom  you  may  perchance  find  men  more  valiant  in  the 
profession  of  arms,  but  none  more  lovingly  and  loyally  devoted 
to  your  service  than  I  have  been.})  The  Duke  bade  him  do  all 
he  could  to  keep  alive;  for  the  rest,  he  well  knew  him  to  be  a 
man  of  worth  and  courage.  He  then  turned  to  his  attendants, 
ordering  them  to  see  that  the  brave  young  fellow  wanted  for 
nothing. 

When  he  was  gone,  my  brother  lost  blood  so  copiously  —  for 
nothing  could  be  done  to  stop  it  —  that  he  went  off  his  head  and 
kept  raving  all  the  following  night,  with  the  exception  that  once, 
when  they  wanted  to  give  him  the  communion,  he  said,  <(You 
would  have  done  well  to  confess  me  before;  now  it  is  impossible 
that  I  should  receive  the  divine  sacrament  in  this  already  ruined 
frame;  it  will  be  enough  if  I  partake  of  it  by  the  divine  virtue 
of  the  eyesight,  whereby  it  shall  be  transmitted  into  my  immortal 
soul,  which  only  prays  to  Him  for  mercy  and  forgiveness. }> 
Having  spoken  thus,  the  Host  was  elevated;  but  he  straightway 
relapsed  into  the  same  delirious  ravings  as  before,  pouring  forth 
a  torrent  of  the  most  terrible  frenzies  and  horrible  imprecations 
that  the  mind  of  man  could  imagine;  nor  did  he  cease  once  all 
that  night  until  the  day  broke. 

When  the  sun  appeared  above  our  horizon  he  turned  to  me 
and  said,  (<  Brother,  I  do  not  wish  to  stay  here  longer,  for  these 
fellows  will  end  by  making  me  do  something  tremendous,  which 
may  cause  them  to  repent  of  the  annoyance  they  have  given  me." 
Then  he  kicked  out  both  his  legs  —  the  injured  limb  we  had 
inclosed  in  a  very  heavy  box  —  and  made  as  though  he  would 
fling  it  across  a  horse's  back.  Turning  his  face  round  to  me,  he 
called  out  thrice,  ((  Farewell,  farewell ! })  and  with  the  last  word 
that  most  valiant  spirit  passed  away. 

At  the  proper  hour,  toward  nightfall,  I  had  him  buried  with 
due  ceremony  in  the  Church  of  the  Florentines;  and  afterwards  I 
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erected  to  his  memory  a  very  handsome  monument'  of  marble, 
upon  which  I  caused  trophies  and  banners  to  be  carved.  I  must 
not  omit  to  mention  that  one  of  his  friends  had  asked  him  who 
the  man  was  that  had  killed  him,  and  if  he  could  recognize  him; 
to  which  he  answered  that  he  could,  and  gave  his  description. 
My  brother  indeed  attempted  to  prevent  this  coming  to  my  ears; 
but  I  got  it  very  well  impressed  upon  my  mind,  as  will  appear 
in  the  sequel. 


AN  ADVENTURE   IN   NECROMANCY 
From  the  < Memoirs  >:   Symonds's  Translation 

IT  HAPPENED  through  a  variety  of  singular  accidents  that  I  be- 
came intimate  with  a  Sicilian  priest,  who  was  a  man  of  very 

elevated  genius  and  well  instructed  in  both  Latin  and  Greek 
letters.  In  the  course  of  conversation  one  day  we  were  led  to 
talk  about  the  art  of  necromancy,  apropos  of  which  I  said, 
(<  Throughout  my  whole  life  I  have  had  the  most  intense  desire 
to  see  or  learn  something  of  this  art. w  Thereto  the  priest 
replied,  <(  A  stout  soul  and  a  steadfast  must  the  man  have  who 
sets  himself  to  such  an  enterprise. w  I  answered  that  of  strength 
and  steadfastness  of  soul  I  should  have  enough  and  to  spare, 
provided  I  found  the  opportunity.  Then  the  priest  said,  <(  If 
you  have  the  heart  to  dare  it,  I  will  amply  satisfy  your  curi- 
osity.}>  Accordingly  we  agreed  upon  attempting  the  adventure. 

The  priest  one  evening  made  his  preparations,  and  bade  me 
find  a  comrade,  or  not  more  than  two.  I  invited  Vincenzio 
Romoli,  a  very  dear  friend  of  mine,  and  the  priest  took  with 
him  a  native  of  Pistoja,  who  also  cultivated  the  black  art.  We 
went  together  to  the  Coliseum;  and  there  the  priest,  having 
arrayed  himself  in  necromancer's  robes,  began  to  describe  circles 
on  the  earth  with  the  finest  ceremonies  that  can  be  imagined.  I 
must  say  that  he  had  made  us  bring  precious  perfumes  and  fire, 
and  also  drugs  of  fetid  odor.  When  the  preliminaries  were  com- 
pleted he  made  the  entrance  into  the  circle,  and  taking  us  by 
the  hand,  introduced  us  one  by  one  inside  it.  Then  he  assigned 
our  several  functions;  to  the  necromancer,  his  comrade,  he  gave 
the  pentacle  to  hold;  the  other  two  of  us  had  to  look  after  the 
fire  and  the  perfumes;  and  then  he  began  his  incantations.  This 
lasted  more  than  an  hour  and  a  half;  when  several  legions 
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appeared,  and  the  Coliseum  was  all  full  of  devils.  I  was  occu- 
pied with  the  precious  perfumes,  and  when  the  priest  perceived 
in  what  numbers  they  were  present  he  turned  to  me  and  said, 
(<  Benvenuto,  ask  them  something. }>  I  called  on  them  to  reunite 
me  with  my  Sicilian  Angelica.  That  night  we  obtained  no 
answer;  but  I  enjoyed  the  greatest  satisfaction  of  my  curiosity  in 
such  matters.  The  necromancer  said  that  we  should  have  to  go 
a  second  time,  and  that  I  should  obtain  the  full  accomplishment 
of  my  request;  but  he  wished  me  to  bring  with  me  a  little  boy 
of  pure  virginity. 

I  chose  one  of  my  shop-lads,  who  was  about  twelve  years  old, 
and  invited  Vincenzio  Romoli  again;  and  we  also  took  a  certain 
Agnolino  Gaddi,  who  was  a  very  intimate  friend  of  both.  When 
we  came  once  more  to  the  place  appointed,  the  necromancer 
made  just  the  same  preparations,  attended  by  the  same  and  even 
more  impressive  details.  Then  he  introduced  us  into  the  circle, 
which  he  had  reconstructed  with  art  more  admirable  and  yet 
more  wondrous  ceremonies.  Afterwards  he  appointed  my  friend 
Vincenzio  to  the  ordering  of  the  perfumes  and  the  fire,  and  with 
him  Agnolino  Gaddi.  He  next  placed  in  my  hand  the  pentacle, 
which  he  bid  me  turn  toward  the  points  he  indicated,  and  under 
the  pentacle  I  held  the  little  boy,  my  workman.  Now  the  necro- 
mancer began  to  utter  those  awful  invocations,  calling  by  name 
on  multitudes  of  demons  who  are  captains  of  their  legions,  and 
these  he  summoned  by  the  virtue  and  potency  of  God,  the 
Uncreated,  Living,  and  Eternal,  in  phrases  of  the  Hebrew,  and 
also  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  tongues;  insomuch  that  in  a  short 
space  of  time  the  whole  Coliseum  was  full  of  a  hundredfold 
as  many  as  had  appeared  upon  the  first  occasion.  Vincenzio 
Romoli,  together  with  Agnolino,  tended  the  fire  and  heaped  on 
quantities  of  precious  perfumes.  At  the  advice  of  the  necro- 
mancer I  again  demanded  to  be  reunited  with  Angelica.  The 
sorcerer  turned  to  me  and  said,  <(  Hear  you  what  they  have 
replied  —  that  in  the  space  of  one  month  you  will  be  where  she 
is  ? w  Then  once  more  he  prayed  me  to  stand  firm  by  him, 
because  the  legions  were  a  thousandfold  more  than  he  had  sum- 
moned, and  were  the  most  dangerous  of  all  the  denizens  of  hell; 
and  now  that  they  had  settled  what  I  asked,  it  behoved  us  to  be 
civil  to  them  and  dismiss  them  gently.  On  the  other  side,  the 
boy,  who  was  beneath  the  pentacle,  shrieked  out  in  terror  that  a 
million  of  the  fiercest  men  were  swarming  rotind  and  threatening 
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us.  He  said  moreover  that  four  huge  giants  had  appeared,  who 
were  striving  to  force  their  way  inside  the  circle.  Meanwhile 
the  necromancer,  trembling  with  fear,  kept  doing  his  best  with 
mild  and  soft  persuasions  to  dismiss  them.  Vincenzio  Romoli, 
who  quaked  like  an  aspen-leaf,  looked  after  the  perfumes. 
Though  I  was  quite  as  frightened  as  the  rest  of  them,  I  tried  to 
show  it  less,  and  inspired  them  all  with  marvelous  courage;  but 
the  truth  is  that  I  had  given  myself  up  for  dead  when  I  saw  the 
terror  of  the  necromancer.  The  boy  had  stuck  his  head  between 
his  knees,  exclaiming,  <(  This  is  how  I  will  meet  death,  for  we 
are  certainly  dead  men. »  Again  I  said  to  him,  (<  These  creatures 
are  all  inferior  to  us,  and  what  you  see  is  only  smoke  and 
shadow;  so  then  raise  your  eyes."  When  he  had  raised  them  he 
cried  out,  (<The  whole  Coliseum  is  in  flames,  and  the  fire  is 
advancing  on  us ; w  then  covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  he 
groaned  again  that  he  was  dead,  and  that  he  could  not  endure 
the  sight  longer.  The  necromancer  appealed  for  my  support, 
entreating  me  to  stand  firm  by  him,  and  to  have  asafetida  flung 
upon  the  coals;  so  I  turned  to  Vincenzio  Romoli,  and  told  him 
to  make  the  fumigation  at  once.  While  uttering  these  words  I 
looked  at  Agnolino  Gaddi,  whose  eyes  were  starting  from  their 
sockets  in  his  terror,  and  who  was  more  than  half  dead,  and  said 
to  him,  (<Agnolo,  in  time  and  place  like  this  we  must  not  yield 
to  fright,  but  do  the  utmost  to  bestir  ourselves;  therefore  up 
at  once,  and  fling  a  handful  of  that  asafetida  upon  the  fire." 
The  boy,  roused  by  that  great  stench  and  noise,  lifted 
his  face  a  little,  and  hearing  me  laugh,  he  plucked  up  courage, 
and  said  the  devils  were  taking  to  flight  tempestuously.  So  we 
abode  thus  until  the  matin  bells  began  to  sound.  Then  the  boy 
told  us  again  that  but  few  remained,  and  those  were  at  a  dis- 
tance. When  the  necromancer  had  concluded  his  ceremonies  he 
put  off  his  wizard's  robe,  and  packed  up  a  great  bundle  of  books 
which  he  had  brought  with  him;  then  all  together  we  issued 
with  him  from  the  circle,  huddling  as  close  as  we  could  to  one 
another,  especially  the  boy,  who  had  got  into  the  middle,  and 
taken  the  necromancer  by  his  gown  and  me  by  the  cloak.  All 
the  while  that  we  were  going  toward  our  houses  in  the  Banchi 
he  kept  saying  that  two  of  the  devils  he  had  seen  in  the  Coliseum 
were  gamboling  in  front  of  us,  skipping  now  along  the  roofs 
and  now  upon  the  ground.  The  necromancer  assured  me  that 
often  as  he  had  entered  magic  circles,  he  had  never  met  with 
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such  a  serious  affair  as  this.  He  also  tried  to  persuade  me  to 
assist  him  in  consecrating  a  book,  by  means  of  which  we  should 
extract  immeasurable  wealth,  since  we  could  call  up  fiends  to 
show  us  where  treasures  were,  whereof  the  earth  is  full;  and 
after  this  wise  we  should  become  the  richest  of  mankind:  love 
affairs  like  mine  were  nothing  but  vanities  and  follies  without 
consequence.  I  replied  that  if  I  were  a  Latin  scholar  I  should 
be  very  willing  to  do  what  he  suggested.  He  continued  to  per- 
suade me  by  arguing  that  Latin  scholarship  was  of  no  import- 
ance, and  that  if  he  wanted,  he  could  have  found  plenty  of  good 
Latinists;  but  that  he  had  never  met  with  a  man  of  soul  so  firm 
as  mine,  and  •  that  I  ought  to  follow  his  counsel.  Engaged  in 
this  conversation,  we  reached  our  homes,  and  each  one  of  us 
dreamed  all  that  night  of  devils. 

As  we  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting  daily,  the  necromancer 
kept  urging  me  to  join  in  his  adventure.  Accordingly  I  asked 
him  how  long  it  would  take,  and  where  we  should  have  to  go. 
To  this  he  answered  that  we  might  get  through  with  it  in  less 
than  a  month,  and  that  the  most  suitable  locality  for  the  purpose 
was  the  hill  country  of  Norcia:  a  master  of  his  in  the  art  had 
indeed  consecrated  such  a  book  quite  close  to  Rome,  at  a  place 
called  the  Badia  di  Farfa;  but  he  had  met  with  some  difficulties 
there,  which  would  not  occur  in  the  mountains  of  Norcia:  the 
peasants  also  of  that  district  are  people  to  be  trusted,  and  have 
some  practice  in  these  matters,  so  that  at  a  pinch  they  are  able 
to  render  valuable  assistance. 

This  priestly  sorcerer  moved  me  so  by  his  persuasions  that 
I  was  well  disposed  to  comply  with  his  request;  but  I  said  I 
wanted  first  to  finish  the  medals  I  was  making  for  the  Pope.  I 
had  confided  what  I  was  doing  about  them  to  him  alone,  beg- 
ging him  to  keep  my  secret.  At  the  same  time  I  never  stopped 
asking  him  if  he  believed  that  I  should  be  reunited  to  my 
Sicilian  Angelica  at  the  time  appointed;  for  the  date  was  drawing 
near,  and  I  thought  it  singular  that  I  heard  nothing  about  her. 
The  necromancer  told  me  that  it  was  quite  certain  I  should  find 
myself  where  she  was,  since  the  devils  never  break  their  word 
when  they  promise,  as  they  did  on  that  occasion ;  but  he  bade 
me  keep  my  eyes  open  and  be  on  the  lookout  against  some 
accident  which  might  happen  to  me  in  that  connection,  and  put 
restraint  upon  myself  to  endure  somewhat  against  my  inclination, 
for  he  could  discern  a  .great  and  imminent  danger  in  it:  well 
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would  it  be  for  me  if  I  went  with  him  to  consecrate  the  book. 
since  this  would  avert  the  peril  that  menaced  me  and  would 
make  us  both  most  fortunate. 

I  was  beginning  to  hanker  after  the  adventure  more  than  he 
did;  but  I  said  that  a  certain  Maestro  Giovanni  of  Castel 
Bolognese  had  just  come  to  Rome,  very  ingenious  in  the  art  of 
making  medals  of  the  sort  I  made  in  steel,  and  that  I  thirsted 
for  nothing  more  than  to  compete  with  him  and  take  the  world 
by  storm  with  some  great  masterpiece,  which  I  hoped  would 
annihilate  all  those  enemies  of  mine  by  the  force  of  genius  and 
not  the  sword.  The  sorcerer  on  his  side  went  on  urging, 
"Nay,  prithee,  Benvenuto,  come  with  me  and  shun  a  great  dis- 
aster which  I  see  impending  over  you."  However,  I  had  made 
my  mind  up,  come  what  would,  to  finish  my  medal,  and  we 
were  now  approaching  the  end  of  the  month.  I  was  so  absorbed 
and  enamored  by  my  work  that  I  thought  no  more  about 
Angelica  or  anything  of  that  kind,  but  gave  my  whole  self  up 
to  it. 


BENVENUTO  LOSES  SELF-CONTROL  UNDER  SEVERE 
PROVOCATION 

From  the  < Memoirs  >:  Symonds's  Translation 

IT  HAPPENED  one  day,  close  on  the  hours  of  vespers,  that  I  had 
to  go,  at  an  unusual  time  for  me,  from  my  house  to  my  work- 
shop; for  I  ought  to  say  that  the  latter  was  in  the  Banchi, 
while  I  lived  behind  the  Banchi,  and  went  rarely  to  the  shop; 
all  my  business  there  I  left  in  the  hands  of  my  partner,  Felice. 
Having  stayed  a  short  while  in  the  workshop,  I  remembered 
that  I  had  to  say  something  to  Alessandro  del  Bene.  So  I  arose, 
and  when  I  reached  the  Banchi,  I  met  a  man  called  Ser  Bene- 
detto, who  was  a  great  friend  of  mine.  He  was  a  notary,  born 
in  Florence,  son  of  a  blind  man  who  said  prayers  about  the 
streets  for  alms,  and  a  Sienese  by  race.  This  Ser  Benedetto  had 
been  very  many  years  at  Naples;  afterwards  he  had  settled  in 
Rome,  where  he  transacted  business  for  some  Sienese  merchants 
of  the  Chigi.  My  partner  had  over  and  over  again  asked  him 
for  some  moneys  which  were  due  for  certain  little  rings  con- 
fided to  Ser  Benedetto.  That  very  day,  meeting  him  in  the 
Banchi,  he  demanded  his  money  rather  roughly,  as  his  wont  was, 
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Benedetto  was  walking  with  his  masters,  and  they,  annoyed 
by  the  interruption,  scolded  him  sharply,  saying  they  would  be 
served  by  somebody  else,  in  order  not  to  have  to  listen  to  such 
barking. 

Ser  Benedetto  did  the  best  he  could  to  excuse  himself,  swore 
that  he  had  paid  the  goldsmith,  and  said  he  had  no  power  to 
curb  the  rage  of  madmen.  The  Sienese  took  his  words  ill,  and 
dismissed  him  on  the  spot.  Leaving  them,  he  ran  like  an  arrow 
to  my  shop,  probably  to  take  revenge  upon  Felice.  It  chanced 
that  just  in  the  middle  of  the  street  we  met.  I,  who  had  heard 
nothing  of  the  matter,  greeted  him  most  kindly,  according  to  my 
custom,  to  which  courtesy  he  replied  with  insults.  Then  what 
the  sorcerer  had  said  flashed  all  at  once  upon  my  mind;  and 
bridling  myself  as  well  as  I  was  able,  in  the  way  he  bade  me, 
I  answered :  — 

<(  Good  brother  Benedetto,  don't  fly  into  a  rage  with  me,  for 
I  have  done  you  no  harm,  nor  do  I  know  anything  about  these 
affairs  of  yours.  Please  go  and  finish  what  you  have  to  do  with 
Felice.  He  is  quite  capable  of  giving  you  a  proper  answer;  but 
inasmuch  as  I  know  nothing  about  it,  you  are  wrong  to  abuse  me 
in  this  way,  especially  as  you  are  well  aware  that  I  am  not  the 
man  to  put  up  with  insults. J> 

He  retorted  that  I  knew  everything,  and  that  he  was  the 
man  to  make  me  bear  a  heavier  load  than  that,  and  that  Felice 
and  I  were  two  great  rascals.  By  this  time  a  crowd  had  gathered 
round  to  hear  the  quarrel.  Provoked  by  his  ugly  words,  I  stooped 
and  took  up  a  lump  of  mud  —  for  it  had  rained  —  and  hurled  it 
with  a  quick  and  unpremeditated  movement  at  his  face.  He 
ducked  his  head,  so  that  the  mud  hit  him  in  the  middle  of  the 
skull.  There  was  a  stone  in  it  with  several  sharp  angles,  one 
of  which  striking  him,  he  fell  stunned  like  a  dead  man;  where- 
upon all  the  bystanders,  seeing  the  great  quantity  of  blood, 
judged  that  he  was  really  dead. 

While  he  was  still  lying  on  the  ground,  and  people  were 
preparing  to  carry  him  away,  Pompeo  the  jeweler  passed  by. 
The  Pope  had  sent  for  him  to  give  orders  about  some  jewels. 
Seeing  the  fellow  in  such  a  miserable  plight,  he  asked  who  had 
struck  him;  on  which  they  told  him,  "Benvenuto  did  it,  but  the 
stupid  creature  brought  it  down  upon  himself. »  No  sooner  had 
Pompeo  reached  the  Pope  than  he  began  to  speak :  <(  Most 
blessed  Father,  Benvenuto  has  this  very  moment  murdered 
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Tobbia;  I  saw  it  with  my  own  eyes.  *  On  this  the  Pope  in  a 
fury  ordered  the  Governor,  who  was  in  the  presence,  to  take  and 
hang  me  at  once  in  the  place  where  the  homicide  had  been 
committed;  adding  that  he  must  do  all  he  could  to  catch  me, 
and  not  appear  again  before  him  until  he  had  hanged  me. 
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CELTIC   LITERATURE 

BY   WILLIAM   SHARP  AND   ERNEST  RHYS 

|HE  widespread  and  deepening  contemporary  interest  in  Celtic 
literature  is  primarily  due  to  four  distinct  influences.  The 
publication  (followed  by  its  world-wide  repute  and  the  bit- 
terest literary  controversy  of  modern  days)  of  Macpherson's  <Ossian) 
comes  first.  There  is  no  inorganic  development  in  art,  whether  the 
art  of  words  or  any  other:  in  the  fundamental  sense,  there  is  no  acci- 
dent. It  is  a  mistake  therefore  to  speak  of  Macpherson's  ( Ossian } 
as  a  startling  meteor  which  flashed  across  the  world  of  literature,  a 
brief  apparition  out  of  a  void  into  which  it  has  returned,  leaving  only 
a  mass  of  debris  to  testify  to  its  actuality  and  bygone  splendor:  a 
mistake,  for  this  famous  production  was  indirectly  but  closely  related 
to  another  literary  influence,  the  publication  of  Bishop  Percy's  cele- 
brated <Reliques  of  Ancient  English  Poetry.*  In  art  there  is  no 
room  for  accidents:  for  art  is  an  organic  development,  and  the  most 
seemingly  arbitrary  variations  are  inevitable  or  at  least  natural. 

After  Macpherson's  ( Ossian >  the  next  important  influence  is  the 
^abinogion,*  as  retold  in  English  from  the  early  Welsh  originals 
by  Lady  Charlotte  Guest.  The  influence,  as  well  as  the  inherent 
beauty  and  interest,  of  each  of  these  famous  productions  will  be 
dealt  with  later  in  these  volumes. 

(  Ossian  J  and  the  ( Mabinogion >  afforded  a  new  standpoint.  The 
two  heralds  of  the  treasure  we  have  inherited  in  this  Celtic  literature 
of  the  past  were  Ernest  Renan  and  Matthew  Arnold.  Renan  by  his 
treatise  on  < La  Poesie  des  Races  Celtiques,  >  and  later  Matthew 
Arnold  by  his  essay  on  ( Celtic  Literature,*  accomplished  an  almost 
inestimable  service.  Everything  that  has  been  done  since  is  but  a 
variation  along  the  lines  indicated  by  these  two  great  critics;  and 
with  this  result,  that  it  is  already  a  commonplace  to  say  we  have  in 
the  Celtic  literature  of  the  past  not  only  an  almost  inexhaustible 
mine  of  beauty,  but  the  material  for  a  new  and  vivid  Anglo-Celtic 
literature  of  the  imagination. 

In  the  ensuing  brief  sketch  of  some  of  the  main  features  of  this 
subject,  at  once  so  fascinating  and  so  important,  no  attempt  is  made 
to  do  other  than  to  interest,  and  perhaps  allure  further,  the  general 
reader.  For  convenience's  sake,  this  brief  paper  may  be  divided  into 
four  sections:  —  Irish,  Scottish,  Welsh,  and  Cornish. 
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I-IRISH 

*FROM  what  dragon's  teeth,  and  when  sown,  sprang  forth  this 
warlike  crop?"  asks  Mr.  Standish  O'Grady,  writing  in  his  ( History 
of  Ireland y  of  the  host  of  famous  heroic  men  and  women  whose 
names  have  come  down  to  us  from  the  antique  periods  of  the  Gael. 
<(Out  of  the  ground  they  start,"  he  tells  us,  "the  armies  of  her 
demigods  and  champions, — beautiful  heroic  forms, — in  the  North  the 
Red  Branch,  in  the  South  the  Ernai  or  Clan  Dega,  in  tl 
Queen  Meave  and  her  champions,  in  the  Southeast  that  mysterious 
half-red  Meave  and  her  martial  grooms ! )J 

A  wonderful  world!  that  heroic  Ireland,  the  old  Ireland  of  Queen 
Meave  and  Cuculain,  which  only  now  for  the  first  time  is  become  at 
all  a  possible  region  for  the  most  of  us.  It  is  due  to  the  remark- 
able modern  band  of  Irish  writers  and  scholars  represented  by  Mr. 
O'Grady  in  the  one  category,  and  his  older  namesake,  Mr.  Standish 
Hayes  O'Grady  of  the  <Silva  Gadelica,>  in  the  other,  that  this  litera- 
ture is  at  last  unsealed  for  those  readers  who  have  no  Gaelic  equip- 
ment to  aid  them.  With  their  aid  Queen  Meave  emerges  into  new 
life  in  poetry  and  romance;  Cuculain  is  seen  fighting  afresh  his 
ancient  battles;  and  St.  Patrick  encounters  again  the  primitive 
Ossian:  all  these,  fortunately,  are  now  as  much  within  the  reach  of 
an  American  audience  as  their  classic  prototypes  in  Homer  or  in 
the  northern  sagas.  These  few  more  familiar  names,  out  of  the  vast 
number  which  threaten  confusion  in  the  old  Irish  romances  and 
bardic  books,  may  serve  as  clues  in  the  perplexing  labyrinth  of  a 
subject  which  seems  at  first  so  difficult  to  penetrate.  Take  Queen 
Meave,  for  instance:  how  do  we  arrive  at  her  place  and  story,  so 
early  in  the  centuries?  She  belongs  to  the  second  great  cycle  of 
Irish  legendary  history,  in  which  she  has  Cuculain,  Conor  mac 
Nessa,  Fergus,  and  Deirdre,  as  companions  in  romance.  In  this  cycle 
the  dramatic  centre  is  the  fierce  interminable  war  between  Con- 
naught  and  Ulster,  brought  about  by  the  treacherous  murder  of  the 
sons  of  Usnach.  The  story  of  their  tragic  end,  and  of  the  melan- 
choly death  of  Deirdre,  is  one  of  the  most  moving  in  all  Irish  tra- 
dition. But  the  master-romance  of  the  cycle  is  not  that  of  Deirdre, 
but  of  Queen  Meave  and  her  foray  in  quest  of  the  famous  bull  of 
Louth ;  a  tale  familiar  in  Irish  under  its  title  of  (  The  Cattle-spoiling 
of  Cooley.* 

If  one  is  tired  of  the  modern  world  and  its  literary  interpreta- 
tions, its  self-conscious  fictions  and  impressionistic  poetry,  one  cannot 
do  better  than  dive  deep  into  the  past,  where  Queen  Meave  marches 
in  half-barbaric  splendor  and  beauty  across  the  stage  of  the  ancient 
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Eri,  which  was  approximately  contemporaneous  with  the  birth  of 
Christ.  That  was  the  time  when  the  Red  Branch  mustered  in  the 
north  its  heroic  array  of  warriors,  descendants  of  Ir,  the  son  of 
Milesius;  and  of  the  Red  Branch  came  Cuculain  the  mighty.  Con- 
naught,  the  Ireland  west  of  the  Shannon,  was  Queen  Meave's  patri- 
mony, where  still  lived  the  chief  remnant  of  the  prehistoric  Firbolgs, 
the  race  that  once  fought  with  the  gods  themselves.  And  we  have 
still  to  supply  the  mid-Ireland,  with  Tara  as  capital,  and  Cairbre  as 
king;  the  Leinster  of  that  day,  subject  to  Finn  and  Far-Cu;  and  the 
Munster,  subject  to  Lok  and  Eocha,  with  the  children  of  Conairy 
Mor  the  Beautiftil,  too,  ranging  the  south  in  their  fullness  of  power.. 
The  colors  to  be  got  out  of  this  Celtic  antiquity,  the  spirit  of  life 
that  surges  in  its  romantic  annals,  the  fine  fury  of  its  heroes,  the 
beauty  and  picturesqueness  of  its  women,  combine  to  make  a  story 
that  only  an  Ireland  of  the  first  century  could  have  inspired,  and 
that  only  an  Ireland  of  the  sixth  to  the  ninth  century  could  have 
written. 

Throughout  Celtic  history,  the  sixth  century  is  for  many  reasons 
a  climacteric  period.  In  Irish  literature,  we  reach  about  the  year 
575  a  first  point  to  which  we  can  refer  approximately  the  more  con- 
scious operation  of  its  genius.  Then  it  was  that  it  made  its  first 
open  claim  to  something  like  a  national  recognition.  At  the  famous 
conclave  of  that  year,  held  at  Druimceta,  it  attained  an  almost  aca- 
demic position  and  organization.  In  this  conclave,  the  then  king  of 
the  Scottish  Gaels,  the  leading  King  of  the  Irish,  and  St.  Columcill, 
assisted  at  the  deliberations  which  decided  the  caste  and  privileges 
of  the  Illuminati.  There  seem  to  have  been  three  grades:  the  first, 
a  pseudo-Druidic  order,  the  Gradh  Ecna;  the  second,  one  of  law- 
makers and  lawyers;  the  third,  the  Bardic  order,  the  Gradh  Fill,  the 
poets  being  termed  File  in  Irish.  Of  the  many  degrees  to  which  the 
poets  or  File  could  attain,  the  highest  (as  in  the  other  grades,  of 
Ecna,  <(  Wisdom,"  and  of  Fene,  <<Law>>)  was  the  Ollave,  or  Doctor. 
These  doctors  of  literature,  so  to  call  them,  were  already  the  con 
tinuators  of  a  great  tradition,  especially  in  poetry.  They  had  to 
carry,  written  only  in  their  heads,  an  immense  body  of  bardic  and 
religious  legendary  history  and  philosophy.  And  inasmuch  as  they 
were  the  sole  depositories  of  this  profound  and  occult  learning,  to 
say  nothing  of  those  heroic  tales  and  romances  in  which  the  Celtic 
people  so  delighted,  they  received  high  honor  wherever  they  went. 
When  the  chief  poet,  the  ollave,  or  doctor  of  poetry,  arrived,  in  his 
weather-beaten  cloak  of  dark  crimson  trimmed  with  white  feathers, 
accompanied  by  his  little  band  of  disciples,  at  some  chieftain's 
house,  he  was  received  with  signal  hospitality  and  treated  to  the 
best  his  host  could  afford. 
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While  literature  was  still  oral,  it  is  clear  that  despite  the  care 
used  in  its  preservation  in  the  bardic  schools,  it  could  not  be  main- 
tained with  the  absolute  accuracy  of  a  written  or  a  printed  text. 
The  remoter  the  historical  matter  to  be  remembered,  the  less  likely 
was  it  to  be  preserved,  literatim  et  verbatim,  without  those  little  liber- 
ties of  the  imagination  which  the  Celtic  word-master  of  earlier  ages 
was  always  ready  to  take.  Thus  the  first  cycle  of  Irish  legendary 
history,  dating  back  many  centuries  before  the  Christian  era, — the 
primitive  and  mythological  cycle, —  allows  full  license  to  the  imagina- 
tion, working  upon  a  basis  of  semi-barbaric  tradition,  with  a  mixture 
in  it  of  nature-myths  and  remotest  history.  Both  because  of  the 
extent  and  the  extreme  difficulty  of  the  materials  afforded  by  this 
cycle  in  the  study  of  the  pre-Christian  religious  beliefs  of  the  Celtic 
races,  its  stories  will  always  form  a  great  hunting-ground  for  Celtic 
students.  We  learn  from  it  how  the  Nemedians  were  overtaken  by 
the  Fomorians  and  fought  with  them,  almost  to  extermination,  on 
Tory  Island,  escaping  then  to  the  south  of  Europe,  particularly  to 
Greece;  and  a  couple  of  centuries  later  returned,  under  their  new 
name  of  the  Firbolgs.  The  Nemedians  meanwhile  supplied  similarly 
a  recrudescent  race,  the  Tuatha  De  Danann,  of  whom  came  the 
Dagda, —  the  all-king,  almost  the  Zeus  of  ancient  Ireland.  The  same 
cycle  supplies  us  also  with  the  mythical  types  correspondent  to  those 
of  the  Greek  mythology:  e.  g.,  Ogmuir,  the  Irish  Heracles;  Lug  or 
Lugh,  the  Apollo;  Diancea,  the  Esculapius;  Manannan,  the  Neptune; 
and  so  forth.  We  have  also  Bridget,  the  Goddess  of  Poetry,  the 
Gaelic  Muse,  and  the  first  and  foremost  of  the  many  illustrious 
Brians  of  Gaelic  story.  Later  critics  differ  ingeniously  about  the  pre- 
cise origins  and  significations  of  many  of  these  prehistoric  figures. 
Our  own  conjecture  is,  and  it  lays  claim  to  no  great  originality  or 
finality,  that  we  have  in  this  Danann  cycle  an  ail-but  inextricable 
commixture  of  primitive  nature-myths  and  folk-tales  brought  by 
the  Milesian  and  pre-Milesian  immigrants  from  the  Aryan  cradle  in 
the  East,  together  with  a  certain  addition  of  confused  history  relat- 
ing to  the  earliest  adventures  of  the  new-come  races  upon  Irish 
ground.  But  such  as  this  traditional  cycle  was,  it  provided  the 
background  for  the  much  later  second  cycle,  of  which  we  have 
already  spoken,  and  which  bears  the  Red  Branch  aloft  as  a  sign.  In 
sight  of  the  Red  Branch,  the  darker  part  of  the  journey  is  over;  and 
the  mists  of  mythology  only  form  the  veil  shutting  out  all  but  the 
mere  human  foreground. 

We  have  spoken  so  far  of  two  cycles — the  Mythological,  whose 
chronology  is  a  matter  for  further  criticism  to  decide;  the  Heroic, 
or  Red  Branch,  which  we  place  at  the  beginning  of  the  Christian 
era. 
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Now  we  come  to  a  third  cycle:  the  (<  Fenian, })  named  after  Finn 
Mac  Cool,  according  to  most  Irish  writers;  the  ^Ossianic,0  named 
after  Ossian,  Finn's  famous  son,  according  to  most  Scotch.  We  need 
only  speak  of  it  here  of  course  on  its  purely  Irish  side  and  from 
the  Fenian  aspect,  as  the  reader  will  find  it  fully  dealt  with  under 
its  Ossianic  aspect  elsewhere.  The  heroes  of  this  cycle,  if  we  accept 
their  historical  existence  in  Ireland,  lived  from  the  second  to  the 
fourth  centuries  of  the  Christian  era.  Art,  his  grandson  Cormac, 
and  Cormac's  son,  Cairbre ;  Cool,  his  son  Finn,  and  King  Goll :  these, 
with  Owen  Mor  and  many  another,  fill  the  Fenian  romances  with 
their  fierce  and  picturesque  pursuit  of  destiny  and  death.  They  only 
await  the  hand  of  that  predestined  shaper  into  final  and  positive  and 
modernly  intelligible  form  of  the  confused  romances  which  treat  of 
their  doings,  to  add  a  new.  epic  to  the  larger  literature  which  has  the 
Old  World  for  its  text  and  the  New  World  for  its  interpreter. 

These  three  great  cycles  of  Irish  romance  by  no  means  exhaust 
the  wealth  of-  story,  still  lurking  perdu  in  old  MSS.  or  in  rare  and 
rarely  read  works.  Some  of  these  additional  tales  have  already 
reached  American  readers  under  modern  retellings  or  poetic  inter- 
pretations ;  such  as,  e.  g.,  ( The  Voyage  of  Maeldune, y  retold  mem- 
orably, and  differently  enough,  in  flowing  hexametrical  periods  by 
Tennyson :  — 

<(And  we  came  to  the  Isle  of  Shouting;  we  landed;  a  score  of  wild  birds 

Cried  from  the  topmost  summit  with  human  voices  and  words; 

Once  in  an  hour  they  cried,  and  whenever  their  voices  pealed, 

The  steer  fell  down  at  the  plow  and  the  harvest  died  from  the  field, 

And  the  men  dropt  dead  in  the  valleys,  and  half  of  the  cattle  went  lame, 

And  the  roof  sank  in  on  the  hearth,  and  the  dwelling  broke  into  flame; 

And  the  shouting  of  these  wild  birds  ran  into  the  hearts  of  my  crew, 

Till  they  shouted  along  with  the  shouting,  and  seized  one  another  and  slew; 

But  I  drew  them  the  one  from  the  other;  I  saw  that  we  could  not  stay, 

And  we  left  the  dead  to  the  birds,  and  we  sailed  with  our  wounded  away.» 

Tennyson  took  his  version  from  Joyce's  < Early  Celtic  Romances.  > 
In  this  volume  we  have,  among  other  legendary  romances,  five  or 
six  of  the  most  wonderful  or  moving  tales  in  Celtic  or  any  other 
literature.  Three  of  these  are  —  <  The  Three  Sorrowful  Tales  of  Erin,> 
comprising  <  The  Fate  of  the  Children  of  Usna>  (or  'Deirdre*);  <The 
Fate  of  the  Children  of  Lir>;  and  <  The  Fate  of  the  Children  of 
Tuirenn.'  The  names  of  the  three  others  are  <  The  Voyage  of  Mael- 
dun>  (the  oldest  copy  of  which  is  dated  iioo),  <The  Pursuit  of 
Dermot  and  Grania,>  and  ( Ossian  in  the  Land  of  Youth.  >  Of  these 
perhaps  the  story  of  < Deirdre  >  is  the  best  known,  and  American 
readers  may  be  referred  to  the  fine  epical  version  by  Dr.  Robert  D. 
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Joyce  (< Deirdre  >),  published  some  years  ago  by  Roberts  Brothers 
of  Boston.  Two  brief  examples  of  the  short  episodical  narratives 
which  make  up  the  marvelous  <  Voyage  of  Maeldun  >  may  be  cited 
here, —  <The  Miller  of  HelP  and  <  Signs  of  Home,*  the  latter  giving 
the  return  of  the  Celtic  Ulysses  and  his  companions. 


THE  MILLER  OF  HELL 

THE  next  island  they  came  to,  which  was  not  far  off  from  the 
last,  had  a  large  mill  on  it;  and  near  the  door  stood  the 
miller,  a  huge-bodied,  strong,  burly  man.  They  saw  num- 
berless crowds  of  men  and  horses  laden  with  corn  coming 
towards  the  mill;  and  when  their  corn  was  ground  they  went 
away  towards  the  west.  Great  herds  of  all  kinds  of  cattle  cov- 
ered the  plain  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and  among  them 
many  wagons,  laden  with  every  kind  of  wealth  that  is  produced 
on  the  ridge  of  the  world.  All  these  the  miller  put  into  the 
mouth  of  his  mill  to  be  ground;  and  all  as  the}'  came  forth  went 
westward. 

Maeldun  and  his  people  now  spoke  to  the  miller,  and  asked 
him  the  name  of  the  mill,  and  the  meaning  of  all  they  had  seen 
on  the  island.  And  he,  turning  quickly  towards  them,  replied  in 
a  few  words:  — 

<(This  mill  is  called  the  Mill  of  Inver-tre-Kenand,  and  I  am 
the  Miller  of  Hell.  All  the  corn  and  all  the  riches  of  the  world 
that  men  are  dissatisfied  with,  or  which  they  complain  of  in  any 
way,  are  sent  here  to  be  ground;  and  also  every  precious  article 
and  every  kind  of  wealth  which  men  try  to  conceal  from  God. 
All  these  I  grind  in  the  Mill  of  Inver-tre-Kenand  and  send  them 
away  afterwards  to  the  west." 

He  spoke  no  more,  but  turned  round  and  busied  himself 
again  with  his  mill.  And  the  voyagers,  with  much  wonder  and 
awe  in  their  hearts,  went  to  their  curragh  and  sailed  away. 

SIGNS   OF  HOME 

SOON  after  they  saw  a  beautiful  verdant  island,   with  herds  of 
oxen,   cows,   and  sheep  browsing  all  over  its  hills  and  val- 
leys;  but  no  houses  nor  inhabitants  to  be  seen.      And  they 
rested  some  time  on  this  island   and   ate   the   flesh  of  the  cows 
and  sheep, 
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One  day  while  they  were  standing  on  a  hill  a  large  falcon 
flew  by;  and  two  of  the  crew,  who  happened  to  look  closely  at 
him,  cried  out  in  the  hearing  of  Maeldun:  — 

«See  that  falcon!  he  is  surely  like  the  falcons  of  Erin!" 

<(  Watch  him  closely, })  cried  Maeldun,  <(  and  observe  exactly  in 
what  direction  he  is  flying. )} 

And  they  saw  that  he  flew  to  the  southeast,  without  turning 
or  wavering. 

They  went  on  board  at  once;  and  having  unmoored,  they 
sailed  to  the  southeast  after  the  falcon.  After  rowing  the  whole 
day,  they  sighted  land  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  which  seemed 
to  them  like  the  land  of  Erin. 

Of  all  the  books  of  the  kind  published  since  Macpherson's  ( Ossian,  > 
Lady  Charlotte  Guest's  ( Mabinogion, >  and  Villemarque's  (  Barzaz- 
Breiz,*  this  collection  of  Dr.  Joyce's  has  had  the  most  marked  influ- 
ence. It  consists  of  eleven  tales,  and  was  the  first  readable  collection 
of  the  old  Gaelic  prose  romances  published  in  English.  So  far  as 
the  general  public  is  concerned,  Dr.  Joyce's  method  is  unquestion- 
ably the  best.  <(A  translation, w  he  says,  (<may  either  follow  the  very 
words,  or  reproduce  the  life  and  spirit,  of  the  original;  but  no  trans- 
lation can  do  both.  If  you  render  word  for  word,  you  lose  the  spirit; 
if  you  wish  to  give  the  spirit  and  manner,  you  must  depart  from  the 
exact  words  and  frame  your  own  phrases.  I  have  chosen  this  latter 
course.  My  translation  follows  the  original  closely  enough  in  nar- 
rative and  incident;  but  so  far  as  mere  phraseology  is  concerned,  I 
have  used  the  English  language  freely,  not  allowing  myself  to  be 
trammeled  by  too  close-  an  adherence  to  the  very  words  of  the  text. 
The  originals  are  in  general  simple  in  style;  and  I  have  done  my 
best  to  render  them  into  simple,  homely,  plain  English.  In  short, 
I  have  tried  to  tell  the  stories  as  I  conceive  the  old  Shenachies  them- 
selves would  have  told  them  if  they  had  used  English  instead  of 
Gaelic. » 

Another  characteristic  and  admirably  edited  translation  of  one  of 
these  miscellaneous  stories  that  lie  outside  the  three  cycles  of  Irish 
romance  is  (The  Vision  of  Mac  Cougleime,*  which  we  owe  to  Dr. 
Kuno  Meyer  (London:  Nutt). 

Among  the  legendary  Celtic  romances  is  the  short  but  beautiful 
and  characteristic  account  of  Ossian's  expedition  to  the  Isle  of  the 
Blest  or  the  Land  of  Youth,  and  his  subsequent  return  as  an  old  and 
decrepit  man  —  in  a  word,  the  Celtic  Rip  Van  Winkle.  This  legend 
not  only  underlies  all  the  spiritual  romances  of  Celtic  Ireland  and 
Scotland,  but  has  profoundly  appealed  to  the  imagination  of  the 
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whole  complex  English  race  of  to-day,  whether  under  the  badge  of 
the  rose,  the  thistle,  the  shamrock,  or  the  leek,  whether  under  the 
banner  of  the  United  Kingdom  or  that  of  the  Stars  and  Stripes. 


OISIN   IN  TIRNANOGE; 

' 

OR 

THE  LAST  OF  THE  FENI 

[According  to  an  ancient  legend,  Finn's  son  Oisin,  the  hero  poet,  survived 
to  the  time  of  St.  Patrick,  two  hundred  years  (the  legend  makes  it  three  hun- 
dred) after  the  other  Feni.  On  a  certain  occasion,  when  the  saint  asked  him 
how  he  had  lived  to  such  a  great  age,  the  old  hero  related  his  story,  of 
which  the  following  is  the  close.] 

I  LIVED  in  the  Land  of  Youth  more  than  three  hundred  years; 
but  it  appeared  to  me  that  only  three  years  had  pa 

since  the  day  I  parted  from  my  friends.  At  the  end  of  that 
time  I  began  to  have  a  longing-  desire  to  see  my  father  Finn 
and  all  my  old  companions,  and  I  asked  leave  of  Niam  and  of 
the  king  to  visit  Erin.  The  king  gave  permission,  and  Niam 
said :  — 

<(I  will  give  consent,  though  I  feel  sorrow  in  my  heart,  for 
I  fear  much  you  will  never  return  to  me.* 

I  replied  that  I  would  surely  return,  and  that  she  need  not 
feel  any  doubt  or  dread,  for  that  the  white  steed  knew  the  way, 
and  would  bring  me  back  in  safety.  Then  she  addressed  me  in 
these  words,  which  seemed  very  strange  to.  me :  — 

(<I  will  not  refuse  this  request,  though  your  journey  afflicts 
me  with  great  grief  and  fear.  Erin  is  not  now  as  it  was  when 
you  left  it.  The  great  king  Finn  and  his  Feni  are  all  gone; 
and  you  will  find,  instead  of  them,  a  holy  father  and  hosts  of 
priests  and  saints.  Now,  think  well  on  what  I  say  to  you,  and 
keep  my  words  in  your  mind.  If  once  you  alight  from  the 
white  steed,  you  will  never  come  back  to  me.  Again  I  warn 
you,  if  you  place  your  feet  on  the  green  sod  in  Erin,  you  will 
never  return  to  this  lovely  land.  A  third  time,  O  Oisin,  my 
beloved  husband,  a  third  time  I  say  to  you,  if  you  alight  from 
the  white  steed  you  will  never  see  me  again. w 

I  promised  that  I  would  faithfully  attend  to  her  words,  and 
that  I  would  not  alight  from  the  white  steed.  Then  as  I  looked 
into  her  gentle  face  and  marked  her  grief,  my  heart  was 
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weighed  down  with  sadness,  and  my  tears  flowed  plentifully; 
but  even  so,  my  mind  was  bent  on  coming"  back  to  Erin. 

When  I  had  mounted  the  white  steed,  he  galloped  straight 
toward  the  shore.  We  moved  as  swiftly  as  before  over  the  clear 
sea.  The  wind  overtook  the  waves  and  we  overtook  the  wind, 
so  that  we  straightway  left  the  Land  of  Youth  behind;  and  we 
passed  by  many  islands  and  cities  till  at  length  we  landed  on 
the  green  shores  of  Erin. 

As  I  traveled  on  through  the  country,  I  looked  closely  around 
me;  but  I  scarcely  knew  the  old  places,  for  everything  seemed 
strangely  altered.  I  saw  no  sign  of  Finn  and  his  host,  and  I 
began  to  dread  that  Niam's  saying  was  coming  true.  At  length 
I  espied  at  a  distance  a  company  of  little  men  and  women,*  all 
mounted  on  horses  as  small  as  themselves;  and  when  I  came 
near,  they  greeted  me  kindly  and  courteously.  They  looked  at 
me  with  wonder  and  curiosity,  and  they  marveled  much  at  my 
great  size  and  at  the  beauty  and  majesty  of  my  person. 

I  asked  them  about  Finn  and  the  Feni ;  whether  they  were 
still  living,  or  if  any  sudden  disaster  had  swept  them  away. 
And  one  replied:  — 

<(  We  have  heard  of  the  hero  Finn,  who  ruled  the  Feni  of 
Erin  in  times  of  old,  and  who  never  had  an  equal  for  bravery 
and  wisdom.  The  poets  of  the  Gaels  have  written  many  books 
concerning  his  deeds  and  the  deeds  of  the  Feni,  which  we  can- 
not now  relate;  but  they  are  all  gone  long  since,  for  they  lived 
many  ages  ago.  We  have  heard  also,  and  we  have  seen  it 
written  in  very  old  books,  that  Finn  had  a  son  named  Oisin. 
Now  this  Oisin  went  with  a  young  fairy  maiden  to  Tirnanoge, 
and  his  father  and  his  friends  sorrowed  greatly  after  him  and 
sought  him  long;  but  he  was  never  seen  again. }) 

When  I  heard  all  this  I  was  filled  with  amazement,  and  my 
heart  grew  heavy  with  great  sorrow.  I  silently  turned  my  steed 
away  from  the  wondering  people,  and  set  forward  straightway 
for  Allen  of  the  mighty  deeds,  on  the  broad  green  plains  of 
Leinster.  It  was  a  miserable  journey  to  me;  and  though  my 
mind,  being  full  of  sadness  at  all  I  saw  and  heard,  forecasted 
further  sorrows,  I  was  grieved  more  than  ever  when  I  reached 
Allen.  For  there  indeed  I  found  the  hill  deserted  and  lonely, 
and  my  father's  palace  all  in  ruins  and  overgrown  with  grass 
and  weeds. 

*The  gigantic  race  of  the  Feni  had  all  passed  away,  and  Erin  was  now 
inhabited  by  people  who  looked  very  small  in  Oisin  s  eyes. 
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I  turned  slowly  away,  and  afterwards  fared  through  the  land 
;n  every  direction  in  search  of  my  friends.  But  I  met  only 
crowds  of  little  people,  all  strangers,  who  gazed  on  me  with 
wonder;  and  none  knew  me.  I  visited  every  place  throughout 
the  country  where  I  knew  the  Feni  had  lived;  but  I  found  their 
houses  all  like  Allen,  solitary  and  in  ruins. 

At  length  I  came  to  Glenasmole,*  where  many  a  time  I  had 
hunted  in  days  of  old  with  the  Feni,  and  there.  I  saw  a  crowd 
of  people  in  the  glen.  As  soon  as  they  saw  me,  one  of  them 
came  forward  and  said:  — 

(<Come  to  us,  thou  mighty  hero,  and  help  us  out  of  our  strait; 
for  thou  art  a  man  of  vast  strength. w 

I  went  to  them,  and  found  a  number  of  men  trying  in  vain 
to  raise  a  large  flat  stone.  It  was  half  lifted  from  the  ground; 
but  those  who  were  under  it  were  not  strong  enough  either  to 
raise  it  further  or  to  free  themselves  from  its  weight.  And  they 
were  in  great  distress,  and  on  the  point  of  being  crushed  to 
death. 

I  thought  it  a  shameful  thing  that  so  many  men  should  be 
unable  to  lift  this  stone,  which  Oscar,  if  he  were  alive,  would 
take  in  his  right  hand  and  fling  over  the  heads  of  the  feeble 
crowd.  After  I  had  looked  a  little  while,  I  stooped  forward  and 
seized  the  flag  with  one  hand;  and  putting  forth  my  strength,  I 
flung  it  seven  perches  from  its  place,  and  relieved  the  little  men. 
But  with  the  great  strain  the  golden  saddle-girth  broke,  and 
bounding  forward  to  keep  myself  from  falling,  I  suddenly  came 
to  the  ground  on  my  two  feet. 

The  moment  the  white  steed  felt  himself  free,  he  shook  him- 
self and  neighed.  Then,  starting  off  with  the  speed  of  a  cloud- 
shadow  on  a  March  day,  he  left  me  standing  helpless  and  sor- 
rowful. Instantly  a  woeful  change  came  over  me:  the  sight  of 
my  eyes  began  to  fade,  the  ruddy  beauty  of  my  face  fled,  I  lost 
all  my  strength,  and  I  fell  to  the  earth,  a  poor  withered  old 
man,  blind  and  wrinkled  and  feeble. 

The  white  steed  was  never  seen  again.  I  never  recovered 
my  sight,  my  youth,  or  my  strength;  and  I  have  lived  in  this 
manner,  sorrowing  without  ceasing  for  my  gentle  golden-haired 
wife  Niam,  and  thinking  ever  of  my  father  Finn,  and  of  the 
lost  companions  of  my  youth. 

*  Glenasmole,  a  fine  valley  about  seven  miles  south  of  Dublin,  through 
which  the  river  Dodder  flows. 
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Between  these  romances  and  the  first  definite  Christian  writings 
the  numerous  Ossianic  colloquies  and  narrative  poems,  and  the  Irish 
Annals,  form  the  connecting  links.  The  Ossianic  poetry,  even  where 
it  is  specially  Irish  in  character,  we  have  elected  to  leave  aside  for 
*&e  present,  for  reasons  already  given;  but  it  must  be  remembered 
that  they  form  a  very  important  section  in  themselves,  and  amount 
in  Irish  alone  to  some  fifty  thousand  lines,  even  on  a  fairly  moderate 
computation. 

Turning  to  the  Annals,  we  are  confronted  at  once  by  that  extraor- 
dinary repository  of  Irish  lore,  history,  and  legend  known  as  c  The 
Annals  of  the  Four  Masters.*  This  remarkable  testament  of  the 
Irish  genius  was  due  primarily  to  the  zeal  and  energy  of  Michael 
O'Clery,  born  at  Donegal  about  1580  —  the  last  of  a  long  line  of 
scholars.  Having  become  a  Franciscan,  in  his  conventual  calling 
he  was  living  far  away  from  his  native  soil,  at  St.  Anthony's  monas- 
tery in  Louvain.  But  there  he  had  another  Donegal  man,  ^Edh  the 
son  of  Bhaird  (Ward),  for  fellow  worker;  and  the  two  together 
formed  the  idea  of  collecting  and  putting  into  permanent  form  the 
valuable  MS.  flotsam  of  old  Irish  literature  which  in  earlier  days, 
wandering  in  their  own  land,  they  had  found  drifting  insecurely 
hither  and  thither.  The  plan  they  proposed  was  for  O'Clery  to  get- 
leave  of  absence  and  return  to  Ireland,  there  to  roam  up  and  down 
the  land,  collecting  and  copying  every  valuable  MS.  he  could  lay 
hands  on;  then  transmitting  the  copy  to  his  co-worker  in  Louvain. 
JEdh  son  of  Ward  died  too  soon  to  carry  out  fully  his  part  of  the 
undertaking:  but  another  Irish  Franciscan,  Father  Colgan,  took  up 
the  task;  and  it  was  he  who  gave  the  book  its  present  title,  'The 
Annals  of  the  Four  Masters,'  calling  it  after  the  four  men  who  chiefly 
collaborated  in  the  work,  viz.,  Michael  O'Clery,  Farfassa  O'Mulconry, 
Peregrine  O'Clery,  and  Peregrine  O'Duigenan.  The  Annals,  thus 
laboriously  brought  to  a  triumphant  close,  carry  history  back  to  the 
Deluge,  and  down  to  the  years  contemporary  with  their  compilers 
and  authors,  and  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century.  « There 
is  no  event  of  Irish  history, }>  says  Dr.  Hyde,  <(from  the  birth  of  Christ 
to  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  that  the  first  inquiry  of 
the  student  will  not  be — What  do  the  Four  Masters  say  about  it?* 
The  Annals  indeed  present  in  their  curiously  epitomized  and  synchro- 
nized pages  the  .concentrated  essence  of  thousands  of  the  confused 
MSS.  which  the  Four  Masters  collated,  sifted,  and  interpreted  with 
consummate  art  and  intelligence.  They  wrote,  we  may  add,  in  an 
archaic,  almost  cryptic  style,  full  of  bardic  euphemisms  and  other 
difficulties;  so  that  it  is  fortunate  even  for  Celtic  scholars  that 
O'Donovan's  seven  great  volumes,  in  his  quarto  edition,  present  the 
text  with  an  accompanying  English  translation. 


CELTIC   LITERATURE 

The  more  one  compares  the  great  work  of  the  Four  Masters  with 
other  succeeding  works  of  the  same  historical  order,  the  more  one 
sees  how  great  was  the  effect  upon  Irish  literature  of  the  growth  of 
Christian  influence.  St.  Patrick's  are  the  world-wide  name  and  fame 
which  most  clearly  mark  the  early  Christian  history  of  Ireland,  when 
the  new  divine  creed  entered  into  the  land  and  confronted  the  Celtic 
paganism.  Many  are  the  exquisite  legends  of  St.  Patrick,  often  so 
naively  and  so  tenderly  told;  with  glimmerings  here  and  there 
already  of  the  humor  which  we  connect  so  much  with  the  Irish 
temper  of  mind,  and  which  received  probably  its  greatest  stimulus 
when  an  Irishman  of  earlier  times  wished,  in  all  courtesy,  to  rec- 
oncile his  old  fighting  instincts  with  the  Christian  gentleness  and 
self-sacrifice.  This  as  it  may  be,  the  hagiology  of  the  mediaeval 
Irishman  is  in  delightful  contrast  to  the  tales  of  battle  and  foray  in 
the  three  great  cycles  of  early  romance.  As  for  St.  Patrick,  the 
legendary  and  apocryphal  literature  that  centres  about  him  amounts 
in  verse  and  prose  to  an  immense  bulk.  Much  of  this  matter  has  of 
course  very  small  historical  value;  but  it  may  be  conceded  that 
Patrick's  traditional  role  as  a  law-maker  and  reviser,  in  connection 
with  the  revision  of  the  Brehon  Law,  deserves  serious  attention. 
Similarly,  though  we  do  not  accept  more  than  a  small  part  of 
the  poems  attributed  to  him  as  really  his,  there  is  enough  to  show 
him  a  poet,  as  well  as  a  great  teacher  and  preacher  and  lawgiver. 
What  is  most  to  the  purpose,  perhaps,  is  that  he  made  his  life  a 
poem;  so  that  the  mediaeval  scribes  can  hardly  speak  of  him  without 
adorning  and  beautifying  the  tale  they  have  to  tell.  Less  known  but 
hardly  less  interesting  is  St.  Columcill,  whom  Dr.  Hyde  claims  (<  to 
have  been,  both  in  his  failings  and  his  virtues,  the  most  typical  of 
Irishmen;  at  once  sentimental  and  impulsive,  an  eminent  type  of  the 
race  he  came  from,"  Dr.  Hyde  goes  on  to  relate,  in  illustration  of 
this,  the  tale  of  the  heron  in  lona:  —  When  <(he  saw  the  bird  flying 
across  the  water  from  the  direction  of  Ireland,  and  alighting  half 
frozen  with  cold  and  faint  with  flight  upon  the  rocky  coast  there,  he 
sent  out  one  of  his  monks  to  go  round  the  island  and  warm  and 
cherish  and  feed  the  bird;  < because,'  said  he  weeping,  <it  has  come 
from  the  land  I  shall  never  see  on  earth  again ! )  M  Surely  one  of 
the  most  touching  sentences  ever  uttered  in  all  the  long  series  of 
the  lament  of  the  Celt  in  exile! 

The  Lives  of  the  Saints  form  altogether  a  most  important  and 
characteristic  section  of  Irish  literature.  Even  when  composed  in 
Latin,  they  remain  so  saturated  with  Celtic  feeling  and  coloring  that 
they  may  fairly  be  counted  among  Irish  books.  Dr.  Hyde  names 
several  Latin  lives  of  St.  Patrick  alone,  ascribed  to  St.  Benignus,  St. 
Ultan,  St.  Eleran,  and  others  of  his  later  followers.  Of  St.  Columcill 


CELTIC  LITERATURE 

(St.  Cohimba),  one  of  the  fullest,  written  in  Irish  in  the  sixteenth 
century,  was  compiled  at  Lifford  under  the  direction  of  Manus 
O'Donnell,  Prince  of  Tirconnell;  though  Adamnan's  Latin  life  of  the 
Saint  is  the  most  important  book  on  the  subject,  written  as  it  was 
only  a  hundred  years  after  the  death  of  Columba,  and  by  one  who 
was  his  spiritual  successor  as  Abbot  of  lona. 

The  Danish  invasion  of  Ireland,  lasting  from  the  ninth  to  the 
eleventh  centuries,  draws  a  red  line  across  the  history  of  its  litera- 
ture. During  that  troubled  period  many  of  the  most  priceless  of  its 
MSS.  were  destroyed,  and  violent  disruptions  threatened  every  phase 
of  learning.  However,  the  old  impulse  of  the  sixth  century  still 
lived;  and  we  find  in  the  tenth,  Cormac,  Bishop  of  Cashel,  first 
among  a  redoubtable  band  of  men  of  letters  and  men*  of  affairs  who 
strove  successfully  to  maintain  the  Irish  spirit.  Cormac's  c  Glossary > 
is  the  oldest  book  of  its  kind,  and  invaluable  as  a  monument;  and 
the  reputed  poems  of  Gorm'ly,  his  betrothed  bride,  whom  he  never 
married,  and  whose  tale  is  a  sad  and  strange  one,  form  in  their 
different  ways  an  extremely  characteristic  expression  of  the  Irish 
literature  of  the  time. 

During  the  eleventh  and  twelfth  centuries,  the  older  Irish  romances 
multiplied  themselves  and  begat  new  ones  in  the  most  astonishing 
way.  (  The  Book  of  Leinster }  mentions  one  hundred  and  eighty-one 
tales,  duly  classified:  Love-tales,  Battle-tales,  Tales  of  Travel,  Forays, 
Feasts,  Visions,  Tragedies,  etc.  What  we  have  called  the  doctors 
of  literature  devoted  themselves  henceforth  more  to  prose  than  to 
poetry,  and  poetry  fell  more  and  more  into  the  hands  of  those  who 
wrote  not  for  the  elect  but  for  the  people. 

There  was  no  new  development  of  Irish  poetry,  such  as  there  was 
of  Welsh  poetry  in  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries.  The 
bardic  schools,  which  did  50  much  for  Irish  poetry  from  the  sixth 
century  to  the  seventeenth,  insisted  upon  its  conventions  to  a  degree 
that  was  excessive.  Geoffrey  Keating,  who  carried  on  his  great  work 
at  the  same  time  as  the  Four  Masters,  in  the  first  half  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  and  who  was  a  poet  as  well  as  a  historian,  still 
used  the  bardic  prosody,  and  wrote  some  delightful  poems  by  its 
rules;  but  he  lent  his  influence  to  aid  the  new  liberty  in  prose  and 
verse  that  Irish  literature  was  learning.  Keating's  name  is  of  first- 
rate  importance  in  its  record,  for  this  very  reason.  He  was  the  first 
really  to  conceive  of  Irish  literature  as  a  literature  for  the  people, 
and  not  only  for  the  elect.  He  was  the  first  to  do  this;  and  partly 
because  he  did  it,  he  was  the  last  great  landmark  in  the  larger 
Gaelic  literature  of  Ireland.  His  ( History  of  Ireland,'  the  result 
of  an  enforced  retirement  from  preaching,  was,  says  Dr.  Hyde, 
(<the  most  popular  book  ever  written  in  Irish. »  He  marks  too  the 
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transition,  as  we  pointed  out,  from  the  old  bardic  tradition  in  Irish 
poetry.  After  his  coming  the  bards  threw  away  their  superfluous 
prosody  and  wrote  for  the  people,  and  became  poets  indeed,  instead 
of  the  most  ingenious  of  schoolmen.  The  result  was  the  remarkable 
body  of  Irish  poetry  which  belongs  to  the  last  three  centuries,  and 
which  contains  many  of  the  characteristics  of  folk-song  and  culture 
poetry,  in  a  most  tuneful  and  idiosyncratic  fashion  quite  its  own. 
Let  us  listen  again  to  Dr.  Hyde  on  this  point:  — 

<(What  the  popular  ballads  of  the  folk  had  been  like  prior  to  the  seven- 
teenth century  we  have  no  means  of  knowing.  No  scribe  would  demean  his 
learned  pen  by  committing  them  to  paper;  but  from  that  date  down  to  the 
beginning  of  the  present  century  the  bards  —  the  great  houses  being  fallen  — 
turned  instinctively  to  the  general  public,  and  threw  behind  them  the  metres 
that  required  so  many  years  of  study  in  the  schools,  and  dropped  at  a  stroke 
several  thousand  words  which  no  one  understood  except  the  great  chiefs  or 
those  trained  by  the  poets,  while  they  broke  out  into  beautiful  but  at  the 
same  time  intelligible  verse,  which  no  one  who  has  once  heard  and  learned  is 
likely  to  forget.  This  is  to  my  mind  the  real  glory  of  the  modern  Irish 
nation;  this  is  the  sweetest  creation  of  Gaelic  literature;  this  is  the  truest  note 
of  the  enchanting  Irish  siren,  and  he  who  has  once  heard  it  and  remains 
deaf  to  its  charm  has  neither  heart  for  song  nor  soul  for  music.  The  Gaelic 
poetry  of  the  last  two  centuries  is  the  most  sensuous  attempt  to  convey  music 
in  words  ever  made  by  man.  It  is  absolutely  impossible  to  convey  the 
lusciousness  of  sound,  richness  of  rhythm,  and  perfection  of  harmony  in 
another  language. }> 

Discounting  what  we  will  in  the  natural  enthusiasm  of  one  who 
has  devoted  himself  heart  and  soul  to  the  cause  of  the  Gaelic 
tongue  and  of  Irish  literature,  quite  enough  remains  to  carry  the 
contention  for  the  continuing  interest  of  native  Irish  poetry  after  so 
many  centuries.  That  such  a  poetry  and  such  a  language  should 
suddenly  decay  after  so  noble  and  enriched  a  record  in  the  past,  is 
nothing  short  of  a  tragedy  in  the  history  of  tongues. 

Dr.  Hyde's  own  collection  of  the  (Love  Songs  of  Connacht*  is  the 
best  example  that  American  readers  could  possibly  have  of  this 
Irish  poetry,  the  late  flowering  of  •  so  venerable  and  noble  a  tree. 
And  with  this  work,  and  some  of  the  collections  of  the  folk-tales 
still  current  in  Erse-speaking  Ireland,  made  by  Dr.  Hyde,  Mr.  Jere- 
miah Curtin,  and  Mr.  Larminie,  and  Englished  for  us,  we  must  bring 
this  brief  outline  of  the  Irish  contribution  to  Celtic  literature  to  a 
close.  Its  modern  interpretation  is  only  now  beginning  to  take  its 
due  place,  let  us  remember,  both  at  the  hands  of  its  scholars  and  on 
the  lips  of  its  poets.  And  if  any  reader  should  think  the  scholars 
still,  after  all  we  have  said,  too  difficult  to  follow,  let  us  recommend 
them  to  turn  to  the  poems  and  tales  of  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats  and  to  the 
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romantic  pages  of  Mr.  Stan  dish  O'Grady,  the  latest  exponents  in  our 
more  modern  tongue  of  that  imagination,  and  that  subtlety  and 
energy  of  thought,  which  are  characteristically  Irish. 

Of  the  three  great  cycles  of  Gaelic  literature,  the  third  is  the  (so- 
called)  Ossianic.  Of  this  cycle  Finn  (Fionn,  Fingal)  is  the  central 
hero.  The  second  great  cycle  is  that  which  treats  of  the  heroes  of 
the  Ultonians,  *.  <?.,  the  Red  Branch  of  Ulster;  among  this  cycle 
Cuculain  (Cuchullin,  Cohoolin,  Coolin)  is  the  supreme  type.  No  liv- 
ing writer  has  so  well  reconstructed  the  past  for  us  as  Mr.  Standish 
O'Grady  has  done,  and  nowhere  is  he  so  successful  as  in  his  vivid 
and  beautiful  historical  romance,  of  which  Cuculain  is  the  hero.  Of 
the  famous  (<  battle-prop  of  the  valor  and  torch  of  the  chivalry  of  the 
Ultonians }>  Mr.  O'Grady  has  given  us  an  account  which  deserves  to 
pass  into  the  fixed  literature  of  our  race.  Apart  from  its  vividness, 
charm,  and  power,  (  The  Coming  of  Cuculain  >  affords  a  general  idea 
of  the  first  great  heroic  cycle  (its  predecessor  dealing  entirely 
with  mythical  or  mythopoeic  beings),  and  of  primitive  heroic  life  as 
reflected  in  that  literature.  The  excerpts  selected  are  (i)  the  opening 
of  the  romance,  and  (2)  from  the  chapter  telling  how  Cuculain  won 
his  knighthood. 


FROM  <THE  COMING  OF  CUCULAIN  > 


THE  Red  Branch  feasted  one  night  in  their  great  hall  at 
Emain  Macha.  So  vast  was  the  hall  that  a  man  such  as 
men  are  now,  standing  in  the  centre  and  shouting  his 
loudest,  would  not  be  heard  at  the  circumference;  yet  the  low 
laughter  of  the  King  sitting  at  one  end  was  clearly  audible  to 
those  who  sat  around  the  Champion  at  the  other.  The  sons  of 
Dithorba  made  it,  giants  of  the  elder  time,  laboring-  there  under 
the  shoutings  of  Macha  and  the  roar  of  her  sounding  thongs. 
Its  length  was  a  mile  and  nine  furlongs  and  a  cubit.  With  her 
brooch-pin  she  plowed  its  outline  upon  the  plain,  and  its 
breadth  was  not  much  less.  Trees  such  as  earth  nourished  then 
upheld  the  mossy  roof  beneath  which  feasted  that  heroic  brood, 
the  great-hearted  children  of  Rnry,  huge  offsprings  of  the  gods 
and  giants  of  the  dawn  of  time.  For  mighty  exceedingly  were 
these  men.  At  the  noise  of  their  running  to  battle  all  Ireland 
shook,  and  the  illimitable  Lir  trembled  in  his  watery  halls;  the 
roar  of  their  brazen  chariots  reverberated  from  the  solid  canopy 
of  heaven,  and  their  war-steeds  drank  rivers  dry. 
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A  vast  murmur  rose  from  the  assembly,  for  like  distant 
thunder  or  the  far-off  murmuring  of  agitated  waters  was  the  con- 
tinuous hum  of  their  blended  conversation  and  laughter,  while 
ever  and  anon,  cleaving  the  many-tongued  confusion,  uprose 
friendly  voices,  clearer  and  stronger  than  battle  trumpets,  when 
one  hero  challenged  another  to  drink,  wishing  him  victory  and 
success,  and  his  words  rang  round  the  hollow  dome.  Innumer- 
able candles,  tall  as  spears,  illuminated  the  scene.  The  eyes  of 
the  heroes  sparkled,  and  their  faces,  white  and  ruddy,  beamed 
with  festal  mirth  and  mutual  affection.  Their  yellow  hair  shone. 
Their  banqueting  attire,  white  and  scarlet,  glowed  against  the 
outer  gloom.  Their  round  brooches  and  mantle-pins  of  gold  or 
silver  or  golden  bronze,  their  drinking  vessels  and  instruments 
of  festivity,  flashed  and  glittered  in  the  light.  They  rejoiced  in 
their  glory  and  their  might  and  in  the  inviolable  amity  in 
which  they  were  knit  together;  a  host  of  comrades,  a  knot  of 
heroic  valor  and  affection,  which  no  strength  or  cunning,  and 
no  power  seen  or  unseen,  could  ever  release  or  untie. 

At  one  extremity  of  the  vast  hall,  upon  a  raised  seat,  sat 
their  young  king,  Concobar  Mac  Nessa,  slender,  handsome,  and 
upright.  A  canopy  of  bronze,  round  as  the  bent  sling  of  the 
Sun-god,  the  long-handed,  far-shooting  son  of  Ethlend,  encircled 
his  head.  At  his  right  hand  lay  a  staff  of  silver.  Far  away  at 
the  other  end  of  the  hall,  on  a  raised  seat,  sat  the  Champion, 
Fergus  Mac  Roy,  like  a  colossus.  The  stars  and  clouds  of  night 
were  round  his  head  and  shoulders,  seen  through  the  wide  and 
high  entrance  of  the  Dun,  whose  doors  no  man  has  ever  seen 
closed  and  barred.  Aloft,  suspended  from  the  dim  rafters,  hung 
the  naked  forms  of  great  men  clear  against  the  dark  dome, 
having  the  cords  of  their  slaughter  around  their  necks  and  their 
white  limbs  splashed  with  blood.  Kings  were  they,  who  had 
murmured  against  the  sovereignty  of  the  Red  Branch.  Through 
the  wide  doorway  out  of  the  night  flew  a  huge  bird,  black  and 
gray,  unseen;  and  soaring  upwards  sat  upon  the  rafters,  its  eyes 
like  burning  fire.  It  was  the  Mor  Reega,  or  Great  Queen,  the 
far-striding,  terrible  daughter  of  larnmas  (Iron-Death).  Her 
voice  was  like  the  shouting  of  ten  thousand  men.  Dear  to  he* 
were  these  heroes.  More  she  rejoiced  in  them  feasting  than  in 
the  battle  prowess  of  the  rest. 

When  supper  was  ended,  their  bard,  in  his  singing-robes  and 
girt  around  the  temples  with  a  golden  fillet,  stood  up  and  sang. 
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He  sang  how  once  a  king  of  the  Ultonians,  having  plunged  into 
the  sea-depths,  there  slew  a  monster  which  had  wrought  much 
havoc  amongst  fishers  and  seafaring  men.  The  heroes  attended 
to  his  song,  leaning  forward  with  bright  eyes.  They  applauded 
the  song  and  the  singer,  and  praised  the  valor  of  the  heroic 
man  who  had  done  the  deed.  Then  the  Champion  struck  the 
table  with  his  clenched  hands  and  addressed  the  assembly. 
Wrath  and  sorrow  were  in  his  voice.  It  resembled  the  brool 
of  lions,  heard  afar  by  seafaring  men  upon  some  savage  shore 
on  a  still  night. 

<(  Famous  deeds, }>  he  said,  (<  are  not  wrought  now  among  the 
Red  Branch.  I  think  we  are  all  become  women.  I  grow  weary 
of  these  huntings  in  the  morning  and  mimic  exercises  of  war, 
and  this  training  of  steeds  and  careering  of  brazen  chariots 
stained  never  with  aught  but  dust  and  mire,  and  these  unearned 
feastings  at  night  and  vain  applause  of  the  brave  deeds  of  our 
forefathers.  Come  now,  let  us  make  an  end  of  this.  Let  us 
conquer  Banba  (Ireland)  wholly  in  all  her  green  borders,  and  let 
the  realms  of  Lir,  which  sustain  no  foot  of  man,  be  the  limit  of 
her  sovereignty.  Let  us  gather  the  tributes  of  all  Ireland,  after 
many  battles  and  much  warlike  toil.  Then  more  sweetly  shall 
we  drink,  while  the  bards  chant  our  prowess.  Once  I  knew  a 
coward  who  boasted  endlessly  about  his  forefathers,  and  at  last 
my  anger  rose,  and  with  a  flat  hand  I  slew  him  in  the  middle 
of  his  speech,  and  paid  no  eric,  for  he  was  nothing.  We  have 
the  blood  of  heroes  in  our  veins,  and  we  sit  here  nightly  boast- 
ing about  them:  about  Rury,  whose  name  we  bear;  and  Macha 
the  warrioress,  who  brought  hither  bound  the  sons  of  Dithorba 
and  made  them  rear  this  mighty  Dun;  and  Kimbaoth  son  of 
Fiontann;  and  my  namesake  Fergus,  whose  crooked  mouth  was 
no  dishonor,  and  the  rest  of  our  hero  sires;  and  we  consume  the 
rents  and  tributes  of  Ulster  which  they  by  their  prowess  con- 
quered to  us,  and  which  flow  hither  in  abundance  from  every 
corner  of  the  province.  Valiant  men  too  will  one  day  come 
hither  and  slay  us  as  I  slew  that  boaster,  and  here  in  Emain 
Macha  their  bards  will  praise  them.  Then  in  the  halls  of  our 
dead  shall  we  say  to  our  sires,  (A11  that  you  got  for  us  by  your 
blood  and  your  sweat,  that  we  have  lost,  and  the  glory  of  the 
Red  Branch  is  at  an  end.'  }) 

That  speech  was  pleasing-  to  the  Red  Branch,  and  they  cried 
out  that  Fergus  Mac  Roy  had  spoken  well.  Then  all  at  once,  on 
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a  sudden  impulse,  they  sang  the  battle  song  of  the  Ultonians, 
ana  shouted  for  the  war  so  that  the  building  quaked  and  rocked, 
and  in  the  hall  of  the  weapons  there  was  a  clangor  of  falling 
shields,  and  men  died  that  night  for  extreme  dread,  so  mightily 
shouted  the  Ultonians  around  their  king  and  around  Fergus. 


On  the  morrow  there  was  a  great  hasting  of  the  Red  Branch 
on  the  plain  of  the  assemblies.  It  was  May-day  morning  and 
the  sun  shone  brightly,  but  at  first  through  radiant  showers. 
The  trees  were  putting  forth  young  buds;  the  wet  grass  sparkled. 
All  the  martial  pomp  and  glory  of  the  Ultonians  were  exhibited 
that  day.  Their  chariots  and  war-horses  ringed  the  plain.  All 
the  horses'  heads  were  turned  towards  the  centre  where  were 
Concobar  Mac  Nessa  and  the  chiefs  of  the  Red  Branch.  The 
plain  flashed  with  gold,  bronze,  and  steel,  and  glowed  with  the 
bright  mantles  of  the  innumerable  heroes,  crimson  and  scarlet, 
blue,  green,  or  purple.  The  huge  brooches  on  their  breasts,  of 
gold  and  silver  or  gold-like  bronze,  were  like  resplendent  wheels. 
Their  long  hair,  yellow  for  the  most  part,  was  bound  with  orna- 
ments of  gold.  Great  truly  were  those  men;  their  like  has  not 
come  since  upon  the  earth.  They  were  the  heroes  and  demigods 
of  the  heroic  age  of  Erin,  champions  who  feared  naught  beneath 
the  sun;  mightiest  among  the  mighty,  huge,  proud,  and  uncon- 
querable, and  loyal  and  affectionate  beyond  all  others;  all  of  the 
blood  of  Ir,  son  of  Milesius,  the  Clanna  Rury  of  great  renown, 
rejoicing  in  their  valor,  their  splendor,  their  peerless  king. 
Concobar  had  no  crown.  A  plain  circle  of  beaten  gold  girt  his 
broad  temples.  In  the  naked  glory  of  his  regal  manhood  he 
stood  there  before  them  all,  but  even  so  a  stranger  would  have 
swiftly  discovered  the  captain  of  the  Red  Branch;  such  was  his 
stature,  his  bearing,  such  his  slow-turning,  steady-gazing  eyes 
and  the  majesty  of  his  bearded  countenance.  His  countenance 
was  long,  broad  above  and  narrow  below,  his  nose  eminent,  his 
beard  bipartite,  curling  and  auburn  in  hue,  his  form  without  any 
blemish  or  imperfection.  .  .  . 

<(  Let  the  tameless  horses  of  Macha  be  harnessed  to  the 
chariot, B  cried  Concobar,  (<  and  let  Laeg,  son  of  the  King  of 
Gabra,  drive  them  hither,  for  those  are  the  horses  and  that  the 
chariot  which  shall  be  given  this  day  to  Cuculain. }> 
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Then,  son  of  Sualtam,  how  in  thy  guileless  breast  thy  heart 
leaped  when  thou  heaudest  the  thundering  of  the  great  war-car 
and  the  wild  neighing  of  the  immortal  steeds,  as  they  broke 
from  the  dark  stable  into  the  clear-shining  light  of  day,  and 
heard  behind  them  the  ancient  roaring  of  the  brazen  wheels,  as 
in  the  days  when  they  bore  forth  Macha  and  her  martial  groom 
against  the  giants  of  old,  and  mightily  established  in  Eiria  the 
Red  Branch  of  the  Ultonians!  Soon  they  rushed  to  view  from 
the  rear  of  Emain,  speeding  forth  impetuously  out  of  the  hollow- 
sounding  ways  of  the  city  and  the  echoing  palaces  into  the 
open,  and  behind  them  in  the  great  car  green  and  gold,  above 
the  many-twinkling  wheels,  the  charioteer,  with  floating  mantle, 
girt  round  the  temples  with  the  gold  fillet  of  his  office,  leaning 
backwards  and  sideways  as  he  labored  to  restrain  their  fury 
unrestrainable :  a  gray  long-maned  steed,  whale-bellied,  broad- 
chested,  with  mane  like  flying  foam,  under  one  silver  yoke,  and 
a  black  lustrous  tufty-maned  steed  under  the  other;  such  steeds 
as  in  power,  size,  and  beauty  the  earth  never  produced  before 
and  never  will  produce  again. 

Like  a  hawk  swooping  along  the  face  of  a  cliff  when  the 
wind  is  high;  or  like  the  rush  of  March  wind  over  the  smooth 
plain;  or  like  the  fleetness  of  the  stag  roused  from  his  lair  by 
the  hounds  and  covering  his  first  field,  was  the  rush  of  those 
steeds  when  they  had  broken  through  the  restraint  of  the  chari- 
oteer, as  though  they  galloped  over  fiery  flags;  so  that  the  earth 
shook  and  trembled  with  the  velocity  of  their  motion,  and  all 
the  time  the  great  .car  brayed  and  shrieked  as  the  wheels  of 
solid  and  glittering  bronze  went  round,  and  strange  cries  and 
exclamations  were  heard,  for  they  were  demons  that  had  their 
abode  in  that  car. 

The  charioteer  restrained  the  steeds  before  the  assembly,  but 
nay-the-less  a  deep  purr  like  the  purr  of  a  tiger  proceeded 
from  the  axle.  Then  the  whole  assembly  lifted  up  their  voices 
and  shouted  for  Cuculain,  and  he  himself,  Cuculain  the  son  of 
Sualtam,  sprang  into  his  chariot  all  armed,  with  a  cry  as  of  a 
warrior  springing  into  his  chariot  in  the  battle,  and  he  stood 
erect  and  brandished  his  spears,  and  the  war  sprites  of  the  Gael 
shouted  along  with  him;  for  the  Bocanahs  and  Bananahs  and  the 
Geniti  Gluidi,  the  wild  people  of  the  glens,  and  the  demons  of 
the  air,  roared  around  him,  when  first  the  great  warrior  of  the 
Gael,  his  battle-arms  in  his  hands,  stood  equipped  for  war  in  his 
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chariot  before  all  the  warriors  of  his  tribe,  the  kings  of  the 
Clanna  Rury  and  the  people  of  the  Emain  Macha.  Then  too 
there  sounded  from  the  Tec  Brae  the  boom  of  shields  and  the 
clashing  of  swords  and  the  cries  and  shouting  of  the  Tuatha  De*e 
Danann,  who  dwelt  there  perpetually;  and  Lu  the  long-handed, 
the  slayer  of  Balor,  the  destroyer  of  the  Fornoroh,  the  immortal, 
the  invisible,  the  maker  and  the  decorator  of  the  firmament,  whose 
hound  was  the  sun,  and  whose  son  the  viewless  wind,  thundered 
from  heaven  and  bent  his  sling  five-hued  against  the  clouds; 
and  the  son  of  the  illimitable  Lir  in  his  mantle  blue  and  green, 
foam-fringed,  passed  through  the  assembly  with  a  roar  of  far-off 
innumerable  waters,  and  the  M6*r  Reega  stood  in  the  midst  with 
a  foot  on  either  side  of  the  plain,  and  shouted  with  the  shout  of 
a  host,  so  that  the  Ultonians  fell  down  like  reaped  grass  with 
their  faces  to  the  earth,  on  account  of  the  presence  of  the  Mof 
Reega  and  on  account  of  the  omens  and  great  signs. 

The  following  poems  from  the  ancient  Erse  are  taken  from  the 
<Lyra  Celtica:  an  Anthology  of  Representative  Celtic  Poetry,'  edited 
by  Elizabeth  A.  Sharp. 


THE  MYSTERY  OF  AMERGIN 

JAM  the  wind  which  breathes  upon  the  sea, 
I  am  the  wave  of  the  ocean, 
I  am  the  murmur  of  the  billows, 
I  am  the  ox  of  the  seven  combats, 
I  am  the  vulture  upon  the  rocks, 
I  am  a  beam  of  the  sun, 
I  am  the  fairest  of  plants, 
I  am  a  wild  boar  in  valor, 
I  am  a  salmon  in  the  water, 
I  am  a  lake  in  the  plain, 
I  am  a  word  of  science, 
I  am  the  point  of  the  lance  of  battle, 
I   am   the    God   who   creates   in   the   head   [/.    e.,  of 

man]  the  fire  [/.  e.,  the  thought]. 
Who  is  it  who  throws  light  into  the  meeting  on  the  mountain 

[if  not  I]  ? 

Who  announces  the  ages  of  the  moon  [if  not  I]  ? 
Who  teaches  the  place  where  couches  the  sun  [if  not  I]  ? 
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THE   SONG  OF  FIONN 

MAY-DAY,  delightful  time!     How  beautiful  the  color! 
The    blackbirds    sing    their    full   lay.     Would   that   Lasg   were 

here! 

The  cuckoos  sing  in  constant  strains.     How  welcome  is  the  noble 
Brilliance    of    the    seasons    ever!     On    the    margin    of   the    branching 

woods 
The   summer   swallows   skim   the    stream:   the   swift  horses  seek  the 

pool ; 
The   heather    spreads    out   her   long   hair;   the    weak   fair  bow-down 

grows. 
Sudden  consternation  attacks  the  signs,  the  planets,  in  their  courses 

running,  exert  an  influence: 
The  sea  is  lulled  to  rest,  flowers  cover  the  earth. 


VISION    OF  A  FAIR  WOMAN 

TELL  us  some  of  the  charms  of  the  stars: 
Close  and  well  set  were  her  ivory  teeth; 
White  as  the  canna  upon  the  moor 

Was  her  bosom  the  tartan  bright  beneath. 

Her  well-rounded  forehead  shone 

Soft  and  fair  as  the  mountain  snow; 
Her  two  breasts  were  heaving  full; 

To  them  did  the  hearts  of  heroes  flow. 

Her  lips  were  ruddier  than  the  rose; 

Tender  and  tunefully  sweet  her  tongue, 
White  as  the  foam  adown  her  side 

Her  delicate  fingers  extended  hung. 

Smooth  as  the  dusky  down  of  the  elk 

Appeared  her  shady  eyebrows  to  me; 
Lovely  her  cheeks  were,  like  berries  red; 

From  every  guile  she  was  wholly  free. 

Her  countenance  looked  like  the  gentle  buds 
Unfolding  their  beauty  in  early  spring; 

Her  yellow  locks  like  the  gold-browed  hills; 

And  her  eyes  like  the  radiance  the  sunbeams  bring. 
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In  contemporary  Celtic  poetry  no  one  surpasses  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats, 
particularly  in  the  re-creation  of  that  wonderful  past  with  whose 
atmosphere  his  whole  work  is  charged.  As  an  example  of  Mr.  Yeats's 
narrative  method  with  legendary  themes  we  may  quote  some  lines 
from  his  beautiful  (The  Wanderings  of  Oisin)  (Ossian):  — 


FLED  foam  underneath  us,  and  round  us  a  wandering  and  milky 
smoke, 

High  as  the  saddle-girth,  covering  away  from  our  glances  the  tide; 
And  those  that  fled,  and  that  followed,  from  the  foam-pale  distance 

broke ; 
The  immortal  desire  of  immortals  we  saw  in  their  faces,  and  sighed. 

I  mused  on  the  chase  with  the  Fenians,  and  Bran,  Sgeolan,  Lomair, 
And  never  a  song  sang  Neave,  and  over  my  finger-tips 
Came  now  the  sliding  of  tears  and  sweeping  of  mist-cold  hair, 
And  now  the  warmth  of  sighs,  and  after  the  quiver  of  lips. 

Were  we  days  long  or  hours  long  in  riding,  when,  rolled  in  a  grisly 
peace, 

An  isle  lay  level  before  us,  with  dripping  hazel  and  oak? 

And  we  stood  on  a  sea's  edge  we  saw  not;  for  whiter  than  new- 
washed  fleece 

Fled  foam  underneath  us,  and  round  us  a  wandering  and  milky  smoke. 

And  we  rode  on  the  plains  of  the  sea's  edge  —  the  sea's  edge  barren 

and  grav 

Gray  sands  on  the  green  of  the  grasses  and  over  the  dripping  trees, 
Dripping  and  doubling  landward,  as  though  they  would  hasten  away 
Like  an  army  of  old  men  longing  for  rest  from  the  moan  of  the  seas. 

But  the  trees  grew  taller  and  closer,  immense  in  their  wrinkling  bark; 
Dropping — a  murmurous  dropping — old  silence  and  that  one  sound; 
For  no  live  creatures  lived  there,  no  weasels  moved  in  the  dark  — 
Long  sighs  arose  in  our  spirits,  beneath  us  bubbled  the  ground. 

And  the  ears  of  the  horse  went  sinking  away  in  the  hollow  night; 
For  as   drift   from   a  sailor   slow   drowning  the  gleams  of  the   world 

and  the  sun, 

Ceased  on  our  hands  and  our  faces,  on  hazel  and  oak  leaf,  the  light, 
And  the  stars  were  blotted  above  us,  and  the  whole  of  the  world 

was  one. 
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Finally,  here  is  one  of  Mr.  Yeats's  <(old  songs  re-sung }): — 

THE  MADNESS   OF   KING  GOLL 

I   SAT  on  cushioned  otter  skin : 
My  word  was  law  from  Ith  to  Emen, 
And  shook  at  Invar  Amargin 

The  hearts  of  the  world-troubling  seamen, 
A.nd  drove  tumult  and  war  away 

From  girl  and  boy  and  man  and  beast; 
The  fields  grew  fatter  day  by  day, 

The  wild  fowl  of  the  air  increased; 
And  every  ancient  Ollave  said, 
While  he  bent  down  his  faded  head, — 
<(He  drives  away  the  Northern  cold.}) 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old, 

I  sat  and  mused  and  drank  sweet  wine; 

A  herdsman  came  from  inland  valleys, 
Crying,  the  pirates  drove  his  swine 

To  fill  their  dark-beaked  hollow  galleys. 
I  called  my  battle-breaking  men 

And  my  loud  brazen  battle-cars 
From  rolling  vale  and  rivery  glen, 

And  under  the  blinking  of  the  stars 
Fell  on  the  pirates  of  the  deep, 
And  hurled  them  in  the  gulph  of  sleep: 
These  hands  won  many  a  torque  of  gold. 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old. 

But  slowly,  as  I  shouting  slew 

And  trampled  in  the  bubbling  mire, 
In  my  most  secret  spirit  grew 

A  whirling  and  a  wandering  fire: 
I  stood:  keen  stars  above  me  shone, 

Around  me  shone  keen  eyes  of  men: 
And  with  loud  singing  I  rushed  on 

Over  the  heath  and  spungy  fen, 
And  broke  between  my  hands  the  staff 
Of  my  long  spear  with  song  and  laugh, 
That  down  the  echoing  valleys  rolled. 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old. 

And  now  I  wander  in  the  woods 

When  summer  gluts  the  golden  bees, 
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Or  in  autumnal  solitudes 

Arise  the  leopard-colored  trees; 
Or  when  along  the  wintry  strands 

The  cormorants  shiver  on  their  rocks; 
I  wander  on,  and  wave  my  hands, 

And  sing,  and  shake  my  heavy  locks. 
The  gray  wolf  knows  me;  by  one  ear 
I  lead  along  the  woodland  deer; 
The  hares  run  by  me,  growing  bold. 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old. 

I  came  upon  a  little  town 

That  slumbered  in  the  harvest  moon, 
And  passed  a-tiptoe  up  and  down, 

Murmuring  to  a  fitful  tune, 
How  I  have  followed,  night  and  day, 

A  tramping  of  tremendous  feet, 
And  saw  where  this  old  tympan  lay, 

Deserted  on  a  doorway  seat, 
And  bore  it  to  the  woods  with  me; 
Of  some  unhuman  misery 
Our  married  voices  wildly  trolled. 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old. 

I  sang  how,  when  day's  toil  is  done, 

Orchil  shakes  out  her  long  dark  hair 
That  hides  away  the  dying  sun 

And  sheds  faint  odors  through  the  air: 
When  my  hand  passed  from  wire  to  wire 

It  quenched,  with  sound  like  falling  dew, 
The  whirling  and  the  wandering  fire, 

But  left  a  mournful  ulalu; 
For  the  kind  wires  are  torn  and  still, 
And  I  must  wander  wood  and  hill, 
Through  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold. 
They  will  not  hush,  the  leaves  a-flutter  round  me,  the  beech-leaves  old. 
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II  — SCOTTISH 

EARLY  Celtic  literature  in  Scotland  is  so  intimately  allied  with  the 
Irish,  that  much  of  the  previous  section  must  be  held  to  belong  as 
much  to  the  present  one.  We  shall  not  need  to  recapitulate  here 
what  is  there  dealt  with.  The  two  Gaelic  currents  began  to  sepa- 
rate, if  almost  imperceptibly,  even  then;  and  only  in  century-long 
stages,  after  passing  the  point  marked  by  the  mediaeval  recapitu- 
lators  of  Ossian  and  St.  Patrick.  How  closely  intermingled  these 
currents  were  up  to  that  point  may  be  learnt  from  the  evidence  of 
such  exquisite  lines  as  those  preserved  by  the  Scottish  Dean  Mac- 
gregor,  entitled  <  Ossian  Sang>: — 

SWEET  is  the  voice  in  the  land  of  gold, 

And  sweeter  the  music  of  birds  that  soar, 

When  the  cry  of  the  heron  is  heard  on  the  wold, 
And  the  waves  break  softly  on  Bundatrore. 

Down  floats  on  the  murmuring  of  the  breeze 

The  call  of  the  cuckoo  from  Cossahun, 
The  blackbird  is  warbling  among  the  trees; 

And  soft  is  the  kiss  of  the  warming  sun. 

The  cry  of  the  eagle  of  Assaroe 

O'er  the  court  of  Mac  Morne  to  me  is  sweet, 

And  sweet  is  the  cry  of  the  bird  below 

Where  the  wave  and  the  wind  and  the  tall  cliff  meet. 

Finn  Mac  Cool  is  the  father  of  me, 

Whom  seven  battalions  of  Fenians  fear. 
When  he  launches  his  hounds  on  the  open  lea, 

Grand  is  their  cry  as  they  rouse  the  deer. 

The  last  verse  is  eloquent  as  to  the  common  traditions  of  the 
Scots  and  Irish  Gael.  Ossian  is  dealt  with  separately  under  his  own 
proper  heading,  however,  and  we  need  not  discuss  here  his  interest, 
literary  and  historical. 

'  Turning  to  St.  Patrick,  let  us  accept  provisionally  the  account 
that  makes  him  of  Gaelo-Brythonic  race,  born  about  387  A.  D.  at  Kil- 
patrick  on  the  Clyde, —  Strathclyde  being  an  old  famous  region  of  the 
northern  Brythonic  stock.  The  remains,  in  prose  and  verse,  of  the 
early  Scottish  literature  dealing  with  St.  Patrick  are  of  course  not  so 
numerous  as  the  Irish;  but  as  the  two  were  freely  interchangeable* 

*«The  early  literature  of  the  Scottish  Gael,»  says  the  Rev.  Nigel  MacNeill 
in  his  interesting  work  <The  Literature  of  the  Highlanders^  « cannot  be  well 
understood  apart  from  early  Irish  literature.  The  ballads  of  the  two  countries 
describe  the  same  struggles,  the  characters  engaging  in  the  strife  are  the 
same  and  bear  the  same  names.  >* 
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in  the  early  period  when  his  record  was  being  written  down,  it  fol- 
lows that  where  Irish  memoranda  of  his  true  and  his  legendary  his- 
tory, his  hymns,  and  so  forth,  existed,  the  Scottish  chroniclers  and 
bards  would  accept  them  without  feeling  the  need  of  making  a  sep- 
arate record.  Nor  must  we  forget,  in  speaking  of  St.  Patrick,  that 
the  pre-Christian  romantic  mythology,  with  its  Firbolgs  and  ancient 
heroic  gods,  giants,  and  men,  is  just  as  much  to  be  limned  into  the 
background  of  the  picture  in  the  case  of  early  Scottish  as  in  that  of 
Irish  Gaelic  tradition  and  its  earliest  scriptive  forms. 

Curiously  enough,  if  Scotland  gave  Ireland  the  saint  that  in  course 
of  time  became  almost  its  national  symbol, — Patrick, —  Ireland  in  turn 
gave  Scotland  its  dearest  saint, — Columba.  He  was  born  in  521,  near 
Temple  Douglas  (Tulach-Dubh-glaise}\  in  545  founded  a  church  in 
Derry;  later,  the  famous  church  at  Kells;  and  in  563,  after  some 
jealousy  had  been  at  work  against  him,  he  left  for  Ireland,  and  after 
pausing  at  Colonsay,  he  went  on  to  la,  now  known  the  world  over  as 
lona.  lona  has  become  now  the  locus  dassici  of  the  Gaelic,  not  to 
say  the  whole  Scottish  race.  Recently,  a  writer  of  profound  imagina- 
tion, Miss  Fiona  Macleod,  has  dated  from  its  lonely  shores  the  ded- 
ication of  that  impressive  book  (The  Sin-Eater,  and  Other  Tales, * 
showing  how  it  still  keeps  for  those  of  the  true  faith  its  old  effect:  — 

«I  mo  cridhe,  i  mo  ghraidh,» 
(Isle  of  my  heart,  isle  of  my  love,) 

as  Columba  is  said  to  have  called  it.  His  followers,  the  little  sacred 
circle  of  twelve,  (the  Family  of  lona,*  had  to  be  militant  with  a 
vengeance:  Milesian  —  or  soldiering  —  as  well  as  cleric,  in  their  work; 
and  the  old  traditions  are  full  of  references  to  their  fight  against  the 
Feinne  and  the  house  of  Ossian.  But  having  so  far  prevailed  as 
they  did,  they  became  in  turn  the  chroniclers  of  the  very  things  they 
had  fought  against.  So  in  a  sense,  and  a  very  real  one,  lona  is  the 
first  centre  of  the  literature  of  the  Scots  Gaels  to  which  we  can 
point.  The  total  effect  of  Columba,  or  Columcill,  upon  Gaelic  life 
and  literature,  Irish  and  Scots,  was  immense  indeed;  to  gather  whose 
force  one  must  read  in  the  <Book  of  Deer*  and  the  old  Irish  MSS. 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  Latin  hymnology  of  the  Celtic  church  on 
the  other. 

But  in  speaking  of  Columba  let  us  not  forget  the  tender  and 
beautiful  figure  of  St.  Bridget, —  another  of  that  mysterious  train, 
including  Merlin  and  St.  Patrick,  which  has  associations  with  Strath- 
clyde  — 

« Bonnie  sweet  St.  Bride  of  the 
Yellow,  yellow  hair!» 

St.  Bridget,  the  St.  Mary  of  the  Gael,  whose  story  has  been  retold 
by  Miss  Fiona  Macleod  in  (The  Washer  of  the  Ford,>  may  first  be 
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found  depicted  by  the  side  of  Patrick  and  Columba  in  the  famous 
antique  relic,  the  ( Domhnach  Airgid,>  dating  back  to  the  sixth  or 
seventh  century.  She  appears  constantly  in  Gaelic  hagiology,  and 
with  poetic  as  well  as  saintly  fame  casting  a  halo  about  her  yellow 
hair.  O'Curry's  (MS.  Materials,*  and  other  collections  make  it  pos- 
sible, luckily,  for  other  than  purely  Gaelic  students  to  read  of  her 
as  she  appeared  in  early  time.  She  is  a  peculiarly  interesting  figure, 
because  in  the  Celtic  races  women  have  always  counted  peculiarly; 
and  there  are  signs  that  they  will  count  even  more  in  time  to 
come.  St.  Bridget  (Brigit,  Bride,  Breed),  then,  is  the  type  for  all 
time  of  the  Celtic  womanhood  dowered  with  divine  inspiration, 
poetry,  and  charm.  The  following  variant  on  an  old  Gaelic  poem  is 
by  Miss  Fiona  Macleod  (< From  the  Hills  of  Dream  > ) :  — 


ST.    BRIDGET'S  MILKING  SONG 

O  sweet  St.  Bride  of  the 
Yellow,  yellow  hair: 
Paul  said,  and  Peter  said, 
And  all  the  saints  alive  or  dead 
Vowed  she  had  the  sweetest  head, 
Bonnie  sweet  St.  Bride  of  the 
Yellow,  yellow  hair. 

White  may  my  milking  be, 

White  as  thee: 

Thy  face  is  white,  thy  neck  is  white, 
Thy  hands  are  white,  thy  feet  are  white, 
For  thy  sweet  soul  is  shining  bright — 

O  dear  to  me, 

O  dear  to  see, 

St.   Bridget  white! 

Yellow  may  my  butter  be, 

Soft  and  round: 
Thy  breasts  are  sweet, 
Soft,  round,   and  sweet, 
So  may  my  butter  be: 
So  may  my  butter  be,  O 

Bridget  sweet! 

Safe  thy  way  is,  safe,  O 

Safe,   St.  Bride: 

May  my  kye  come  home  at  even, 
None  be  fallin',  none  be  leavin', 
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Dusky  even,  breath-sweet  even, 
Here,  as  there,  where,  O 
St.  Bride,  thou 

Keepest  tryst  with  God  in  heaven, 

Seest  the  angels  bow. 
And  souls  be  shriven  — 
Here,  as  there,  'tis  breath-sweet  even, 

Far  and  wide  — 
Singeth  thy  little  maid, 
Safe  in  thy  shade, 

Bridget,  Bride! 

Passing  from  the  early  legendary  hagiological  chronicles  of  the 
Scots  Gaels,  we  come  to  a  period  when  the  reader  must  be  content 
to  go  again  to  Irish  sources  for  his  knowledge  of  the  continuators  of 
Gaelic  literature.  What  we  have  said  previously  of  the  Irish  may  be 
referred  to  here.  The  mediaeval  scribes  and  bards  busied  themselves 
mainly  with  reproducing  the  past,  though  with  a  vivid  coloring  out 
of  their  own  living  present.  When  we  have  referred  all  of  their 
subject-matter  dealing  with  the  saints  and  heroic  figures  of  primitive 
history  to  its  own  period,  all  that  remains  is  curiously  little.  Unfor- 
tunately, it  is  less  than  it  might  have  been,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  terrible  and  often  wanton  destruction  of  MSS.  which  has  bereft 
us,  in  Scotland  especially,  of  some  of  the  richest  treasures  the  Celtic 
genius  has  produced.  It  is  only  needed  to  instance  the  tailor  who 
was  found  cutting  up  an  ancient  MS.  for  patterns,  to  show  how 
almost  inconceivably  wholesale  the  havoc  thus  done  has  been  in  the 
last  six  centuries. 

Some  of  the  most  interesting  and  valuable  of  the  Scottish  con- 
tributions to  Gaelic  literature  are  in  what  we  may  call  ballad  form. 
Such  is  the  tragic  tale  of  <Deirdre,>  in  the  Glen-mason  MS.  (thirteenth 
century),  which  is  preserved  in  the  Advocates'  Library,  Edinburgh. 
Others  again  are  versions  of  poems  correspondent  to  those  given, 
for  instance,  in  the  <  Book  of  the  Dean  of  Lismore.*  Of  this  heroic 
poetry  much  would  have  been  lost  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  zeal  of 
collectors,  who  for  the  last  five  centuries  have  been  collecting  in  old 
MSS.  or  from  the  mouths  of  the  Highlanders  the  ballads  and  tales 
of  old  time.  (<The  last  and  greatest  of  the  ballad  and  tale  collect- 
ors,w  says  Mr.  MacNeill,  w  was  Mr.  Campbell,  who  in  1859-60  trav- 
ersed the  whole  Gaelic  area;  and  assisted  by  intelligent  Highlanders 
formed  large  collections,  of  which  he  has  given  a  considerable  quan- 
tity to  the  world  in  his  four  volumes  of  tales.  All  these  are  gen- 
uine productions. w  We  may  quote  further  what  the  same  writer 
says  of  the  uncertain  chronology  of  these  ballads: — <(They  may  have 
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been  composed  centuries  before  they  were  committed  to  writing. 
We  have  fragments,  such  as  the  Glen-mason  MS.,  written  as  early  as 
the  twelfth  century,  in  the  hand  and  language  common  to  the  learned 
in  both  Albin  and  Erin  at  the  time.  The  <Book  of  the  Dean  of  Lis- 
more,'  however,  is  written  phonetically  to  represent  the  spoken  lan- 
guage of  his  day,  and  is  mainly  in  the  Perthshire  dialect. >J  Cuculain 
and  many  other  of  the  heroes  that  we  mentioned  in  our  Irish  article 
reappear  in  these  ballads;  and  in  them  the  Feinne  fight  out  their 
ancient  battles  to  the  bitter  end.  A  new  and  rather  different  color- 
ing is  lent,  too,  to  the  Scottish  ballads  by  the  Norse  element,  and 
the  constant  wars  in  which  the  Vikings  and  the  Gaels  encountered 
time  after  time  lend  some  of  their  finest  episodes  to  this  poetry. 

If  we  turn  from  the  ballads  to  the  prose  tales  and  romances,  we 
find  the  same  strong  resemblances  and  the  same  significant  differ- 
ences. The  Irish  have  always  the  more  fluent  and  eloquent  a 
faculty  in  prose  and  verse.  Their  adjectival  energy  is  greater;  they 
are  more  given  to  extravagances  of  style,  both  in  point  of  sentiment 
and  of  humor.  The  Scotch  are  on  the  other  hand  more  simple 
and  more  terse,  and  they  touch  the  deeper  notes  of  pathos .  and  of 
mystery  more  often.  Nothing  more  instructive  can  be  devised  for 
the  Celtic  student  than  to  take  the  volumes  in  verse  and  prose 
representing  the  three  Celtic  lands,  Scotland,  Ireland,  Wales,  and  to 
compare  their  style,  method,  and  literary  idiosyncrasies.  For  this 
comparison  Mr.  Campbell's  wonderful  (  Tales  of  the  West  Highlands,  > 
in  prose,  and  in  verse  his  <  Leabhar  na  Feinne,  >  may  be  cited,  with 
works  of  Dr.  Hyde,  Mr.  Standish  Hayes  O'Grady,  Dr.  Joyce,  in 
Irish ;  and  in  Welsh,  the  ( Mabinogion >  in  Lady  Guest's  exquisite 
English  version,  or  the  ( Myvyrian  Archaeology. ) 

In  the  fourteenth  century,  which  gave  Dafydd  ap  Gwilym  t.o 
Wales,  we  find  Gaelic  becoming  more  definitely  a  conscious  literary 
language.  But  the  Dafydd  of  Scotland  came  more  than  a  century 
earlier,  being  born  at  the  end  of  the  twelfth  century.  This  was  the 
famous  Muireadacii  Albannach  (Murdoch  the  Scot),  several  of  whose 
poems  figure  in  the  Dean  of  Lismore's  book,  and  whose  effect  on 
succeeding  bards  was  only  less  powerful  than  Dafydd's  on  his  Welsh 
successors.  The  Dean's  book  has  poems,  too,  by  two  woman  poets: 
Efric,  wife  of  the  last  of  the  famous  MacNeills  of  Castle  Sween,  and 
Isabel,  Countess  of  Argyle.  Efric's  lament  for  her  husband  contains 
some  touching  lines;  e.  g.:  — 

«  There's  no  heart  among  our  women  j 

At  the  sport,  no  men  are  seen; 
Like  the  sky  when  windless,  silent 
Is  the  music  of  Dun  Sween !» 
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Sir  Duncan  Campbell,  (<  Duncan  Mac  Cailem,  the  good  knight,1* 
son  of  Sir  Colin,  is  another  of  the  poets  in  Dean  Macgregor's  collec- 
tion; but  perhaps  we  ought  to  pause  here  to  say  a  word  of  the  Dean 
himself.  <(  Sailing  in  among  the  inner  Hebridean  Isles, w  says  Mr.  Mac- 
Neill,  <J  we  find  in  the  fertile  island  of  Lismore  — ( the  great  garden  > 
—  a  man  in  the  fifteenth  century  often  referred  to  in  Gaelic  litera- 
ture: the  Rev.  Mr.  James  Macgregor.  A  native  of  Perthshire,  .  .  . 
with  a  heart  filled  with  the  enthusiasm  and  perfervid  spirit  of  his 
countrymen,  he  and  his  brother  got  up  the  collection  of-  songs  and 
ballads )J  to  which  we  have  had  occasion  so  often  to  refer.  But  we 
must  pass  on  now  to  the  later  period  of  Gaelic  literature,  in  which  the 
modern  developments  have  their  beginning.  The  Scots  Gael  entered 
on  a  new  phase,  we  are  told,  with  Mary  MacLeod  (Main  ni'n  Alastair 
Ruaidh),  who  was  born  at  Harris  in  1569,  and  died  a  centenarian  in 
Skye  in  1674.  Mairi  was  as  perfect  an  example  of  the  folk-minstrel 
as  Celtic  literature  can  provide;  for  she  could  not  even  write,  al- 
though her  prosody  is  elaborate,  and  her  metres  often  intricate  and 
original  to  a  degree.  The  first  of  the  distinctively  Jacobite  bards, 
who  flourished  at  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  and  through  the  eigh- 
teenth century,  was  John  MacDonald,  whose  *  Battle  of  Inverlochy  >  has 
been  vigorously  translated  by  Professor  Blackie.  Hector  Maclean; 
Roderick  Morrison,  called  An  Clarsair  Dall,  or  the  Blind  Harper, 
John  Maclean,  whose  songs  were  heard  by  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson  and 
Boswell  on  their  journey  to  the  Hebrides;  and  John  MacCodrum  (a 
poet  whose  wit  and  satiric  powers  remind  us  not  a  little  of  more  than 
one  of  the  Welsh  satirical  bards),  are  among  the  poets  of  this  time 
who  specially  deserve  note. 

In  the  eighteenth  century,  Gaelic  Scotland  produced  some  remark- 
able religious  poets,  including  David  MacKellar,  author  of  the  well- 
known  tMacKellar's  Hymn*;  John  Mackay;  Donal  Matheson,  who  had 
satirical  as  well  as  religious  power;  Lauchlan  Maclauchlan;  and 
Dugald  Buchanan. 

The  great  link  between  the  eighteenth  and  the  nineteenth  centu- 
ries is  Duncan  Ban  Macintyre,  <(a  name  loved  throughout  the  High- 
lands and  Islands. w  The  Hunter  Bard  of  Glenorchy,  as  he  is  often 
called, — though  his  best  title  is  the  affectionate  Gaelic  <(  Duncan  of 
the  Songs, » —  was  born  on  the  2oth  of  March,  1724,  at  Druimliaghart 
in  Glenorchy,  Argyll.  His  first  song  was  composed  on  a  sword  with 
which  he  was  armed  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk  —  where  he  served  on 
the  Royalist  side  as  substitute  for  a  neighboring  gentleman. 

<(This  sword,"  says  his  biographer,  Thomas  Pattison,  «the  poet  lost  or 
threw  away  in  the  retreat.  On  his  return  home  therefore  the  gentleman  to 
whom  it  belonged,  and  whose  substitute  he  had  been,  refused  to  pay  the 
sum  for  which  he  had  engaged  Duncan  Ban  to  serve  in  his  stead.  Duncan 
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consequently  composed  his  song  on  <  The  Battle  of  the  Speckled  Kirk  >  —  as 
Falkirk  is  called  in  Gaelic  —  in  which  he  good-hum oredly  satirized  the  gentle- 
man who  had  sent  him  to  the  war,  and  gave  a  woful  description  of  <the  black 
sword  that  worked  the  turmoil, >  and  whose  loss,  he  says,  made  its  owner 
<as  fierce  and  furious  as  a  gray  brock  in  his  den.>  The  song  immediately 
became  popular,  and  incensed  his  employer  so  much  that  he  suddenly  fell 
upon  the  poor  poet  one  day  with  his  walking-stick,  and  striking  him  on  the 
back,  bade  him  <go  and  make  a  song  about  that.>  He  was  however  after- 
ward  compelled  by  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane  to  pay  the  bard  the  sum  of  300 
merks  Scots  (^16,  17 s.  6d.),  which  was  his  legal  due.» 

Duncan  ended  his  days  in  Edinburgh,  where  he  died  in  1812, — one 
of  the  last  links  of  the  moving  record  of  the  early  eighteenth  century 
and  its  Jacobite  associations. 

Duncan  was  a  contemporary  of  Macpherson's,  and  with  Macpher- 
son  and  his  'Ossian,*  to  which  a  special  article  is  devoted  elsewhere, 
we  may  well  leave  our  chronicle,  forbearing  to  touch  on  tlie  debat- 
able ground  of  later  and  contemporary  Celtic  literature  in  Scotland. 
Enough  to  say  that  Duncan  Ban  Macintyre  has  no  lack  of  worthy 
followers  in  Gaelic  poetry,  and  that  with  the  Anglo-Celtic  develop- 
ment, associated  with  such  names  as  Dr.  Norman  Macleod,  Professor 
Blackie,  Robert  Buchanan,  George  MacDonald,  William  Black,  and, 
among  new-comers,  Miss  Fiona  Macleod  and  Mr.  Neil  Munro,  there 
seems  every  prospect  that  the  Gaelic  spirit  promises  to  achieve 
greatly  in  the  new  centuries  to  come. 

The  first  selection  is  from  the  ( Sean  Dana,'  or  Ancient  Poems, 
collected,  or  rather  written  (from  oral  legendary  lore  and  ballads),  by 
Dr.  John  Smith,  late  in  the  eighteenth  century. 
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How  mournful  is  the  silence  of  Night 
When  she  pours  her  dark  clouds  over  the  valleys! 
Sleep  has  overcome  the  youth  of  the  chase: 
He  slumbers  on  the  heath,  and  his  dog  at  his  knee. 
The  children  of  the  mountain  he  pursues 
In  his  dream,  while  sleep  forsakes  him. 

Slumber,  ye  children  of  fatigue; 
Star  after  star  is  now  ascending  the  height. 
Slumber!   thou  swift  dog  and  nimble  — 
Ossian  will  arouse  thee  not  from  thy  repose. 
Lonely  I  keep  watch, — 
And  dear  to  me  is  the  gloom  of  night 
When  I  travel  from  glen  to  glen, 
With  no  hope  to  behold  a  morning  or  "brightness. 
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Spare  thy  light,  O  Sun! 
Waste  not  thy  lamps  so  fast. 
Generous  is  thy  soul  as  the  King  of  Morven's: 
But  thy  renown  shall  yet  fade;  — 
Spare  thy  lamps  of  a  thousand  flames 
In  thy  blue  hall,   when  thou  retirest 
Under  thy  dark-blue  gates  to  sleep, 
Beneath  the  dark  embraces  of  the  storm. 
t  Spare  them,  ere  thou  art  forsaken  for  ever, 
As  I  am,  without  one  whom  I  may  love! 
Spare  them,  —  for  there  is  not  a  hero  now 
To  behold  the  blue  flame  of  the  beautiful  lamps! 

Ah,  Cona  of  the  precious  lights, 
Thy  lamps  burn  dimly  now: 
Thou  art  like  a  blasted  oak: 
Thy  dwellings  vand  thy  people  are  gone 
East  or  west;  on  the  face  of  thy  mountain, 
There  shall  be  no  more  found  of  them  but  the  trace! 
In  Selma,   Tara,  or  Temora 
There  is  not  a  song,  a  shell,  or  a  harp; 
They  have  all  become  green  mounds; 
Their  stones  have  fallen  into  their  own  meadows; 
The  stranger  from  the  deep  or  the  desert 
Will  never  behold  them  rise  above  the  clouds. 

And  O  Selma!   home  of  my  delight, 
Is  this  heap  my  ruin, 
Where  grows  the  thistle,  the  heather,  and  the  wild  grass? 


The   following   lines   of   St.    Columba   are    taken    from   the   <Lyra 
Celtica,'  cited  above :  — 

COLUMCILLE   FECIT 
(Sx.  COLUMBA  MADE  IT) 

DELIGHTFUL  would  it  be  to  me  to  be  in  Uchd  Ailiun 
On  the  pinnacle  of  a  rock, 
That  I  might  often  see 

The  face  of  the  ocean; 
That  I  might  see  its  heaving  waves 

Over  the  wide  ocean, 
When  they  chant  music  to  their  Father 
Upon  the  world's  course; 
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That  I  might  see  its  level  sparkling  strand, 

It  would  be  no  cause  of  sorrow; 
That  I  might  hear  the  song  of  the  wonderful  birds, 

Source  of  happiness; 
That  I  might  hear  the  thunder  of  the  crowding  waves 

Upon  the  rocks; 
That  I  might  hear  the  roar  by  the  side  of  the  church 

Of  the  surrounding  sea; 
That  I  might  see  its  noble  flocks 

Over  the  watery  ocean; 
That  I  might  see  the  sea  monsters, 

The  greatest  of  all  wonders; 
That  I  might  see  its  ebb  and  flood 

In  their  career; 
That  my  mystical  name  might  be,  I  say, 

Cul  ri  Erin  [Back  turned  to  Ireland]; 
That  contrition  might  come  upon  my  heart 

Upon  looking  at  her; 
That  I  might  bewail  my  evils  all, 

Though  it  were  difficult  to  compute  them; 
That  I  might  bless  the  Lord 

Who  conserves  all, 
Heaven  with  its  countless  bright  orders, 

Land,   strand,   and  flood; 
That  I  might  search  the  books  all, 

That  would  be  good  for  my  soul; 
At  times  kneeling  to  beloved  Heaven; 

At  times  psalm-singing; 
At  times  contemplating  the  King  of  Heaven, 

Holy  the  chief; 
At  times  at  work  without  compulsion, 

This  would  be  delightful; 
At  times  plucking  duilisc  from  the  rocks; 

At  times  at  fishing; 
At  times  giving  food  to  the  poor; 

At  times  in  a  carcair  [solitary  cell] : 
The  best  advice  in  the  presence  of  God 

To  me  has  been  vouchsafed. 
The  King  whose  servant  I  am  will  not  let 

Anything  deceive  me. 


The  third  selection  is  an  example  of  later   Gaelic.     This  stirring 
Hebridean  poem  is  sometimes  spoken  of  as  from  the  ancient  Gaelic. 


3436 


CELTIC   LITERATURE 


Probably  by  this  is  meant  merely  old  Gaelic,  mediaeval  or  even  later. 
The  translation  is  by  Mr.  Thomas  Pattison,  and  is  included  in  his 
<  Gaelic  Bards. >  He  has  the  following  note  upon  it. — 

"This  effusion,  although  in  its  original  form  it  is  only  a  kind  of  wild 
chant,  —  almost  indeed  half  prose,  —  yet  is  the  germ  of  the  ballad.  It  occurs 
in  many  of  the  tales  contained  in  that  collection, —  the  repository  of  old  Gaelic 
lore, —  the  <  Popular  Tales  of  the  West  Highlands,>  sometimes  more  and  some- 
times less  perfect.  The  original  will  be  found  in  the  second  volume  of  the 
Tales.  .  .  .  The  vigorous  and  elastic  spirit  that  pervades  these  verses 
must  have  strung  the  heart  of  many  a  hardy  mariner,  who  loved  to  feel 
the  fresh  and  briny  breeze  drive  his  snoring  birlinn  bounding  like  a  living 
creature  over  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  inland  loch,  or  the  huge  swell  of 
the  majestic 


IN  HEBRID  SEAS 

E  TURNED  her  prow  into  the  sea, 

Her  stern  into  the  shore, 
And  first  we  raised  the  tall  tough  masts, 

And  then  the  canvas  hoar; 


w 


Fast  filled  our  towering  cloud-like  sails, 
For  the  wind  came  from  the  land, 

And  such  a  wind  as  we  might  choose 
Were  the  winds  at  our  command: 

A  breeze  that  rushing  down  the  hill 
Would  strip  the  blooming  heather, 

Or  rustling  through  the  green-clad  grove, 
Would  whirl  its  leaves  together. 

But  when  it  seized  the  aged  saugh, 

With  the  light  locks  of  gray, 
It  tore  away  its  ancient  root, 

And  there  the  old  trunk  lay! 

It  raised  the  thatch  too  from  the  roof, 

And  scattered  it  along; 
Then  tossed  and  whirled  it  through  the  air, 

Singing  a  pleasant  song. 

It  heaped  the  ruins  on  the  land:  — 
Though  sire  and  son  stood  by, 

They  could  no  help  afford,  but  gaze 
With  wan  and  troubled  eye! 
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A  flap,  a  flash,  the  green  roll  dashed, 

And  laughed  against  the  red; 
Upon  our  boards,  now  here,  now  there, 

It  knocked  its  foamy  head. 

She  could  have  split  a  slender  straw, 

So  clean  and  well  she  went, 
As  still  obedient  to  the  helm 

Her  stately  course  she  bent. 

We  watched  the  big  beast  eat  the  small, 

The  small  beast  nimbly  fly, 
And  listened  to  the  plunging  eels, 

The  sea-gull's  clang  on  high. 

We  had  no  other  music 

To  cheer  us  on  our  way: 
Till  round  those  sheltering  hills  we  passed 

And  anchored  in  this  bay. 


Ill  — WELSH 

THE  laws  governing  the  life  of  languages  are  as  elusive  as  those 
that  decide  the  fate  of  races  and  empires.  Why  is  the  Welsh  tongue 
still  alive  and  vigorous,  and  the  Irish  (pace  Dr.  Douglas  Hyde)  mori- 
bund ?  It  is  a  difficult  question,  but  some  light  on  it  may  be  had  by 
traversing  the  early  history  of  Welsh  literature. 

The  like  difficulty  meets  us  in  both  Welsh  and  Irish:  that  of 
deciding  how  far  the  mediaeval  scribes  and  scholars  doctored  the 
older  material  which  fell  into  their  hands.  But  in  Welsh,  the  sepa- 
ration of  the  primitive  from  the  mediaeval  element  is  often  even  a 
more  difficult  task  than  in  Irish. 

In  sketching  the  early  course  of  Welsh  literature,  we  cannot  do 
better  than  turn  to  the  striking  instance  afforded  by  the  name  and 
fame  of  Merlin.  In  legendary  Welsh  history,  Merlin  appears  under 
almost  as  many  guises  as  he  does  in  the  pages  of  Malory's  (Morte 
d' Arthur. )  Merddin  Emrys  (Ambrosius),  Merddin  Sylvester  (Merlin 
the  Wild),  Merddin  ab  Morvryn  (or  Merlin  Caledonius),— his  name 
and  fame  vary  according  to  the  chronicler.  Of  these,  Merlin  the  son 
of  Morvryn,  the  most  tangible  in  the  list,  was  also  known  as  Caledo- 
nius, because  the  Kymry  of  the  sixth  century  lived  in  that  greater 
Wales  which  ranged  as  far  north  as  the  Caledonian  Forest.  After 
the  terrible  battle  of  Arderydd,  Merlin,  having  seen  his  kindred  all 
but  obliterated,  was  seized,  tradition  tells  us,  with  a  frenzy,  and 
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thereafter  his  bardic  utterances  assumed  a  more  and  more  mystical 
and  oracular  form.  This,  added  to  his  mysterious  and  magnetic  per- 
sonality and  wildly  impressive  personal  presence,  may  well  have  led 
on  in  process  of  time,  by  gradual  legendary  accretions,  to  the  final 
conception  of  a  Merlin  miraculous,  supernatural,  daemonic!  However 
this  may  be,  nothing  can  be  more  instructive  than  to  compare  the 
late  Merlin  with  the  early  Merlin,  and  to  trace  his  phases  in  Welsh 
folk-tale,  and  define  his  poetry  finally  in  the  pages  of  the  <  Black 
Book  of  Carmarthen.* 

The  <  Black  Book  of  Carmarthen,*  in  its  strikingly  decorative 
black  and  red  manuscript,  makes  a  wonderful  testament  of  old 
Welsh  poetry.  If  we  could  solve  all  its  problems  and  read  all  that 
is  written  between  its  lines,  we  should  be  very  near  the  great  secret 
of  the  Druidic  religion  and  of  Celtic  mythology,  as  well  as  the 
secret  of  Merlin's  actual  and  imaginary  effect  in  Welsh  literature. 

The  battle  of  Arderydd  has  been  cited  above  as  a  determining 
event  in  Merlin's  history.  The  opening  poem  in  the  <  Black  Book  of 
Carmarthen  *  is  a  remarkable  rhymed  dialogue  between  Merlin  and 
Taliesin,  some  of  whose  lines  are  extremely  imaginative  and  touch- 
ing in  their  archaic  simplicity.  Merlin  begins:  — 

<(How  sad  is  Merlin  now!  how  sad! 
Keduyf  and  Kadvan  —  are  they  dead? 
The  furious  slaughter  filled  the  field, 
And  pierced  was  the  Tryrwyd  shield !» 

Taliesin  replies:  — 

«His  house-folk  did  not  falter  in  the  fight!** 

So  it  goes  on,  telling  of  the  battle  and  its  consequences,  until  one 
reaches  at  the  end  that  mysterious  verse  which  haunts  the  imagina- 
tion and  the  ear  of  the  reader.  Merlin  again  speaks:  — 

«  Sevenscore  chieftains 
Were  turned  into  spirits; 
In  the  wood  of  Celyddon 
Were  they  transformed. 

The  wood  of  Celyddon  is  the  Caledonian  Forest.  So  far  as  these 
excerpts  go,  they  might  seem  to  be  the  writing  of  the  real  Merlin. 
There  is  internal  evidence  however  that  this  poem,  the  much  dis- 
puted poem  of  the  'Apple-trees,*  and  others  that  follow  it  in  the 
<  Black  Book,*  were  written  not  earlier  than  the  twelfth  century. 
Stephens,  usually  an  acute  critic,  imputes  in  his  ( Literature  of  the 
Kyfnry*  these  poems  to  Gwalchmai  and  other  bards  of  later  date. 
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But  even  so,  these  poets  evidently  founded  their  poems  upon  earlier 
ones,  traditionally  handed  on  as  Merlin's. 

From  such  later  sources  as  the  ( My vyrian  Archaeology, >  or  Skene's 
<Four  Ancient  Books  of  Wales, }  or  the  admirable  Oxford  texts  edited 
by  Professor  Rhys  and  Mr.  Gwenogfvyn  Evans,  one  can  rehabilitate 
at  will  the  Merlin  of  the  ( Black  Book  of  Carmarthen, J  much  as 
Villemarque  has  done  after  a  fashion  quite  his  own.  Enough  will 
so  be  certainly  discovered  to  outline  a  primitive  Merlin,  an  original 
sixth-century  Merlin,  under  the  impressive  mediaeval  robes  of  the 
Latin-Welsh  romantic  chroniclers  and  poets.  Enough  too  will  be 
made  clear  to  show  a  basis  of  myth  and  prehistoric  legend  behind 
the  remotest  recorded  name,  time,  or  place  that  can  be  counted 
historical. 

The  same  is  true  of  Taliesin,  who  appears,  by  the  poetical  remains 
attributed  to  him, —  some  of  them  clearly  mediaeval,  others  just  as 
clearly  .  primitive,  —  even  more  interesting  as  a  poet  than  Merlin. 
Just  as  there  are  several  Merlins,  however,  there  are  two  Taliesins: 
there  is  the  fifth-century  Taliesin,  and  there  is  the  pseudo-Taliesin 
of  the  twelfth.  Both  are  wonderful  in  their  way,  and  one  knows  not 
which  to  admire  most  — him  who  wrote  the  ( Battle  of  Gwenystrad,> 
which  is  undoubtedly  a  primitive  war  song,  or  the  mediaeval  poet 
who  chose  to  take  the  disguise  of  Taliesin,  and  taking-  too,  prob""/* 
some  of  the  traditional  fragments  of  his  early  poetry,  worked  them 
up  afresh  with  curious  mediaeval  art  a.nd  mystic  imagination.  For 
comparison  let  us  take  an  early  and  a  late  poem,  commonly  gath- 
ered, as  in  the  ( My  vyrian  Archaeology,'  under  one  head. 

Take  first  one  of  the  later  poems,  the  mystical  ( Song  to  the 
Wind,*  which  even  in  its  English  dress  won  Emerson's  admiration, 
and  which,  if  we  allow  for  all  differences  between  mediaeval  and 
modern  imagination,  is  as  wonderful  a  poem  of  its  kind  as  any  litera- 
ture is  likely  to  afford.  As  it  is  given  among  our  selections,  it  need 
not  be  quoted  here.  In  point  of  time  it  is  usual  to  assign  it, 
as  Stephens  does,  to  the  twelfth  or  thirteenth  century.  But  it 
seems  to  me  to  bear  traces  again  of  being  an  older,  more  primitive 
poem,  retouched  certainly,  and  probably  reshaped,  by  a  twelfth- 
century  poet.  And  now  for  a  genuine  Taliesin,  or  what  at  any  rate 
many  critics  think  to  be  genuine.  This  you  may  have  in  the  famous 
<Gwaith  Gwenystrad*  (Battle  of  Gwenystrad),  one  of  the  most  spir- 
ited war  poems  in  existence,  copied  and  recopied  by  a  long  succession 
of  Kymric  scribes,  and  which  the  writer  came  upon  first  in.  the  MS. 
collection  of  William  Morris  o  Gaergybi  yn  Mon,  who  flourished 
about  1758.  Here  are  four  lines  of  Morris's  copy  literatim,  which 
will  give  a  better  idea  than  any  criticism  of  mine  of  the  mingled 
realism  and  imagination  of  the  poem :  — 
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« Yn  nrws  rhyd  gwelais  i  wyr  lledruddion, 
Eirf  ddillwng  y  rhag  blawr  gofedon, 
Unynt  tanc  gan  aethant  golludion, 
Llaw  ynghroes  gryd  ygro  gran wyn ion.0 

And  here  is  a  rough,  vigorous  translation  of  these  lines  from  the 
same  volume:  — 

<(In  the  pass  of  the  fort  have  I  seen  men,  dyed  with  red,  who  hurtled 
their  arms.  .  .  .  They  fell  to  the  ground  together  when  the  day  was  lost, 
their  hands  on  the  crucifix.  And  horror  was  in  the  pale  face  of  the  dead 
warriors." 

A  succeeding  line, 

<(A  gwyar  a  uaglei  ar  ddillad,* 
(And  the  blood  was  tangled  in  their  clothing), 

adds  the  last  touch  of  dreadful  sincerity  to  the  account.  Ard  in 
other  primitive  poems  that  we  may  ascribe  to  Taliesin  are  effects  as 
convincing  and  vivid. 

But  we  must  leave  Taliesin  and  his  difficulties,  to  sketch  briefly 
the  course  of  poetry  between  his  actual  date  in  early  time  and  his 
noetic  resurrection  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Not  so  interesting  poetically 
but  moro  important  historically  is  the  next  of  the  Welsh  bards, 
Aneurin,  who  wrote  the  <Oododin.>  This  curious  and  interesting  war 
poem  tells  of  a  foray  made  by  tt^  Ottadini,  an  early  Kymric  tribe, 
living  in  the  greater  Wales  of  their  time,  on  the  Northumbrian 
coast.  Mr.  Stephens  imagines  Cattraeth,  which  figures  as  a  central 
scene  of  the  action  of  the  poem,  to  be  Catterick  in  Yorkshire;  and 
this  we  may  provisionally  accept. 

«The  Welshmen  went  to  Cattraeth;  and  merry  marched  the  host. 
But  thro'  drinking  the  gray  mead,  the  day— the  day  was   1. 

The  expedition  was  one  of  those  which  show  the  gradual  cession 
of  greater  Wales  by  the  Welsh,  and  their  retreat  to  the  lesser  Wales 
that  is  still  theirs. 

We  may  pause  here  to  remark  that  the  bardic  order  was  early 
constituted  among  the  Welsh,  as  among  the  Irish.  In  the  Laws  of 
Howel  Dda  (Howel  the  Good),  who  flourished  in  the  tenth  century, 
we  find  very  explicit  provision  made  for  the  bard: 

«In  case   of  fighting,   the   Bard  shall   play  the  <  Monarchy  of   Britain  > 

before  the  battle! 

«His  land  shall  be  free;  he  shall  have  a  horse  from  the  King! 
«He  shall  have  a  harp  from  the  King,  and  a  gold  ring  from  the  Queen, 

when  he  is  appointed.     The  harp  he  shall    never   part  with.» 
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Unless,  which  is  highly  probable,  we  have  lost  some  of  the  records 
of  the  eighth,  ninth,  and  tenth  centuries,  we  have  to  conclude  that 
Welsh  poetry  made  small  headway.  The  remarkable  laws  of  Howel 
Dda  are  the  monument  of  the  tenth  century.  In  the  eleventh  we 
come  upon  the  first  signs  of  a  revival  in  Meilir,  who  is  historically 
interesting,  and  in  his  last  poems  shows  himself  a  true  poet.  In  the 
twelfth  we  have  to  mark  a  distinct  further  step  in  Gwalchmai,  who 
is  the  first  conscious  poet  of  nature,  and  who  may  thus  claim  to  be 
the  founder  of  one  of  the  finest  traditions  in  all  Welsh  poetry.  Fol- 
lowing Gwalchmai  comes  the  princely  poet  Howel  the  Tall,  son  of 
Owain  Gwynedd  by  an  Irish  lady,  and  who  himself  wore  the  crown 
of  Gwynedd  for  a  brief  two  years.  He  died  in  1171  at  twenty-seven, 
after  a  life  of  stormiest  adventure;  but  in  the  intervals  of  battle  he 
found  time  to  write  some  of  the  loveliest  love  poems  that  all  Welsh 
literature  can  boast.  His  death  was  lamented  by  Periv  ab  Kedwoi 
in  a  much  less  conventional  and  more  moving  tone  than  the  official 
bards  generally  troubled  to  use  for  such  elegies.  A  century  or  so 
later,  and  we  find  Llywarch  ab  Llywelyn  (known  as  <(Prydydd  y 
Moch,*  the  Poet  of  the  Pigs)  writing  a  still  finer  and  more  ample 
lament  on  the  last  native  prince  of  Wales,  Llywelyn  ab  Gruffydd, 
"Llywelyn  ewi  Llyw  Olaf,"  as  he  is  still  fondly  called.  These  two 
laments  may  be  taken  as  typical  of  a  wide  section  of  Welsh  poetry, 
dealing  with  the  deaths  of  heroes  and  princes,  and  ranging  in  date 
from  the  fifth  or  sixth  century  to  the  nineteenth.  Llywelyn  the  Last 
died  in  1282,  and  thereafter  began  what  has  been  well  termed  (<The 
Great  Oppression  »  (y  Gorthrwm  Mawr),  by  which  Norman  and  Saxon 
combined  to  crush  the  language  and  expropriate  the  people  of  the 
country,  with  the  result  of  calling  up  at  last  Owen  Glendower's  hot 
spirit  to  fight  for  the  national  cause. 

But  it  is  remarkable  that  in  this  disastrous  period  arose  some  of 
the  finest  interpreters  of  her  genius  that  the  country  was  ever  to  find. 
Within  its  term  were,  without  a  doubt,  carried  to  an  approximate 
perfection  those  more  native  romances  that  we  term  'Mabinogion,*— 
the  most  exquisite  and  exquisitely  turned  tales,  in  point  of  art,  that 
the  Celtic  races  have  produced.  The  late  Lady  Charlotte  Guest's 
edition  of  the  <Mabinogion>  serves  very  well  to  convey,  in  a  trans- 
lation of  extreme  felicity,  to  non-Celtic  readers  the  art  and  spirit  of 
these  tales.  But  it  must  be  kept  in  mind  that  all  she  gives  are 
not  strictly  <  Mabinogion  > ;  several  of  them  are  more  properly  to  be 
called  romances,  as  showing  strong  traces  of  Norman  and  French 
influence.  The  *  Mabinogi J  originally  was  a  tale  to  be  recited  by  a 
mabinog,  i.  e,,  a  'prentice  to  the  bardic  craft  who  had  not  yet  obtained 
his  full  degree,  and  with  it  the  right  of  composing  and  reciting 
poetry.  The  idea  which  some  critics  have,  that  the  <Maoinogion) 
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were  boys'  tales,  or  still  worse,  nursery  tales,  is  quite  wrong.  Let  us 
remember  that  such  tales  were  the  delight  of  most  of  the  princely 
halls  and  winter  hearths  of  medieeval  Wales,  where  they  were  recited 
after  the  great  banquets  and  on  feast  nights  to  the  most  critical 
audience  that  could  be  afforded.  <The  Dream  of  Rhonabwy,*  <  Kil- 
hwch  and  Olwen,*  and  (Math,  Son  of  Mathonwy,'  may  be  mentioned 
as  among  the  tales  in  Lady  Gttest's  volume  which  are  most  natively 
original;  and  we  have  chosen  the  portrait  of  Olwen  from  the  second 
of  these  for  our  selections,  to  show  the  art  and  charm  of  the  Welsh 
romancers  in  the  Middle  Ages. 

If  the  (Mabinogion>  are  fine  as  prose,  we  have  an  equally  fine 
expression  of  this  time  in  poetry,  in  the  poems  of  Rhys  Goch  ab 
Rhicert  (Rhys  the  Red,  son  of  Rhicert)  and  the  ever  delightful 
Dafydd  ab  Gwilym,  who  will  be  found  treated  separately.  After 
Dafydd,  Welsh  poetry  was  to  enter  upon  a  new  phase,  not  fortunate 
even  in  its  immediate  effects,  disastrous  in  its  ultimate  ones.  It 
was  in  the  fourteenth  century  that  Welsh  prosody,  always  intricate, 
finally  waxed  proud,  so  to  speak,  of  its  complexity,  and  formed  for 
itself  a  hide-bound  code  which  was  to  become  the  bugbear  of  Welsh 
poetry  in  the  following  centuries.  To  give  any  adequate  account 
of  its  complexities  of  technique  and  the  whole  letter  of  its  syntax 
would  require  a  long  and  tedious  treatise  in  itself.  Enough  to  say 
that  the  underlying  principle  was  that  of  what  is  termed  in  Welsh 
"Eynghanedd,"  or  ft  consonancy w ;  by  which  rhymes  within  rhymes 
and  echoes  within  echoes  of  certain  dominant  syllables  were  insisted 
upon  arbitrarily,  until  almost  every  word  in  every  line  was  subject 
to  a  rigid  and  invincible  rule.  Art  for  art,  insisted  upon  in  this  way, 
could  only  end  in  conventionalizing  the  very  thing  it  was  meant  to 
assist. 

Poetry,  too  carefully  nursed  and  housed,  thus  fell  into  a  bad  way; 
but  luckily  meanwhile  a  new  literature  was  to  begin  for  Wales, 
along  quite  other  lines,  with  the  Reformation.  The  translation  of 
the  Bible  into  Welsh  by  Bishop  Morgan  in  the  sixteenth  century 
marks  an  epoch  in  the  life  of  the  Welsh  people  and  their  literature. 
Therewith  the  history  of  the  princes  and  the  great  lords  ends,  and 
the  history  of  the  people  —  and  a  people  mainly  peasant,  let  us 
remark  —  begins.  Its  profound  moral  force  apart,  and  judged  purely 
as  a  literary  force,  the  Bible,  admirably  and  idiomatically  translated, 
had  an  incalculable  effect.  It  set  a  fine  and  high  and  yet  simple 
standard  of  prose,  much  as  the  English  Bible  does;  and  taught  the 
possibilities  of  his  tongue  to  the  poorest  Welsh  peasant.  One  finds 
its  influence  strong  in  almost  every  prose  work  of  any  note  published 
in  the  last  three  centuries,  and  in  a  great  proportion  of  the  poetry. 
It  did  more  than  anything  of  later  time  to  save  the  language;  and 
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here  is  the  simple  explanation  of  the  extraordinary  difference 
between  the  fortunes  of  the  Welsh  and  the  Irish  tongue.  Wales — , 
the  Wales  of  the  people  —  became  profoundly  impressed  by  the 
religious  sentiment  and  the  heroic  and  profound  poetry  of  the 
Hebrews,  and  gained  from  them  a  new  stimulus  to  express  itself  and 
its  needs  and  aspirations  in  its  own  native  way  and  in  its  own 
tongue. 

A  characteristic  expression  of  the  homelier  moral  humor  of  the 
Welsh  is  to  be  had  in  the  (Canwyll  y  Cymry)  (Candle  of  Wales), 
by  Rhys  Pritchard,  the  famous  Elizabethan  vicar  of  Llandovery, 
which  for  two  centuries  was  the  most  popular  book  in  Wales  after 
the  Bible.  Its  simple  rhymed  didactics  do  not  often  rise  into  poetry; 
but  they  are  full  of  human  feeling,  expressed  in  a  terse  and  pro- 
verbial way,  with  distinct  individuality.  The  book  easily  leads  one 
on  to  the  very  remarkable  band  of  hymn  writers,  from  Anne  Griffiths 
to  Williams  Pantycelyn,  who  have  nourished  in  Welsh.  These,  and 
some  score  beside,  really  rank  by  their  imaginative  fervor  and 
inspiration  as  true  poets.  In  quite  another  vein,  but  probably  a 
very  ancient  and  traditional  one  in  Welsh,  we  have  the  homely 
interludes  of  Twm  O'r  Nant,  who  was  born  about  1750,  of  whose  life 
George  Borrow  gives  a  very  vigorous  account  in  (Wild  Wales. }  A 
greater  than  Twm  O'r  Nant,  and  born,  a  generation  earlier,  Gronney 
Owen,  a  man  of  the  finest  poetic  genius,  ought  to  have  a  special 
interest  for  American  readers  because  he  was  practically  exiled  from 
his  beloved  Anglesea  by  the  ungrateful  church  he  served;  and  died, 
poor  and  broken-hearted,  in  New  Brunswick  about  the  year  1780. 
His  <Cywydd  y  Faru>  (Ode  to  the  Day  of  Judgment),  his  touching 
lines  to  his  little  daughter  Elin,  or  his  Hogarthian  lines  upon  the 
London  garret  in  which  he  lived  for  a  time,  may  be  cited  as  show- 
ing the  various  sides  of  his  poetry,  of  which  unluckily  there  are  no 
adequate  translations  yet  forthcoming. 

In  prose  we  must  not  omit  to  mention  the  ( Bardd  Cwsg ' 
(The  Sleeping  Bard)  of  Elis  Wynne, — a  very  imaginative  and  idio- 
matic prose  epic-in-little,  describing  the  bard's  vision  of  a  curiously 
Welsh  Inferno.  Wynne's  prose  style  is  remarkably  fine  and  pure, 
modeled  on  the  best  Biblical  standard  of  a  Welsh  without  English 
admixture.  Welsh  prose  has  been  admirably  handled  too  by  some 
of  the  divines  who  have  flourished  within  the  past  two  centuries,  and 
who  have  not  confined  their  eloquence  to  the  pulpit.  Even  when 
the  State  church  had  no  sympathy  with  the  Welsh  people  and  their 
language,  many  of  its  individual  members  did  much  to  keep  the 
spirit  of  literature  alive;  while  the  nonconformist  ministers  of 
Wales  have  always  been  vigorously  and  eminently  devoted  to  the 
same  cause. 
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Under  happier  conditions  to-day,  the  latest  expression  of  this  vital 
persistence  of  the  Welsh  in  the  quest  of  spiritual  ideals  is  the  move- 
ment that  has  carried  the  new  national  university  to  completion, 
and  rallied  the  younger  generation  under  the  banner  of  <(  Cymru 
Fydd"  (Young  Wales).  The  songs  of  Ceiriog  Hughes,  the  poems  of 
Islwyn,  the  works  of  scholars  like  Professor  John  Rhys,  Canon  Sil- 
vain  Evans,  and  Mr.  Gwenogfvyn  Evans;  the  ardent  writing  and 
editing  of  Mr.  Owen  M.  Edwards  in  his  innumerable  magazines  and 
other  adventures;  and  the  novels  of  Daniel  Owen, — these  may  be 
named  as  among  the  influences  that  count  most  to  the  Wales  of  the 
nineteenth  century's  end. 

NOTE. —  For  citations  from  Welsh  literature  see  articles  on  Aneurin,  Mabi- 
nogion,  and  Taliesin.  The  Breton  branch  of  Celtic  literature  will  be  treated 
under  the  heading  <Villemarqu6,>  the  celebrated  collector  of  <Barzaz-Breiz.> 


IV  —  CORNISH 

THE  literature  of  a  single  county  of  England  is  not  likely  to  be 
very  extensive,  and  when  that  literature  and  its  language  died  for 
good  and  all,  a  century  ago,  it  becomes  still  more  limited.  Until  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIII. ,  though  for  some  time  English  had  been  very 
generally  spoken  throughout  the  county,  the  old  Celtic  Cornish,  hold- 
ing a  middle  position,  philologically  as  well  as  geographically,  between 
Welsh  and  Breton,  was  the  mother  tongue  of  at  any  rate  the  peas- 
antry as  far  east  as  the  Tamar.  The  great  ecclesiastical  revolution 
of  that  period  helped  to  destroy  it.  Neither  prayer-book  nor  Bible 
was  translated  into  it;  and  though  the  ardently  Catholic  Cornish  at 
first  would  have  none  of  the  former,  saying  that  it  was  <(but  like  a 
Christmas  game,"  they  were  overruled  by  the  forcible  argument  of 
<(apostolick  blows  and  knocks, w  and  had  to  submit.  Then  the  lan- 
guage receded  rapidly.  By  the  time  of  the  Great  Rebellion  Truro 
was  its  eastern  limit;  early  in  the  eighteenth  century  only  the  two 
western  claw-like  promontories  retained  it;  and  though  Dolly  Pent- 
reath,  who  died  in  1778,  was  not  really  the  last  person  who  spoke  it, 
it  was  dead  before  the  present  century  was  born.  A  few  traditional 
sentences,  the  numerals  up  to  twenty,  and  some  stray  words  lingered 
on  until  our  own  day, — twenty  years  ago  the  present  writer  took 
down  a  fair  collection  from  the  mouths  of  ancient  mariners  in 
Mount's  Bay, —  and  a  few  words  are  still  mixed  with  the  local  dia- 
lect of  English.  But  as  a  language  Cornish  is  dead,  though  its  ghost 
still  haunts  its  old  dwelling  in  the  names  of  villages,  houses,  woods, 
valleys,  wells,  and  rocks,  from  Tamar  to  Penwith. 
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As  may  be  expected,  a  great  proportion  of  the  literature  is  in 
verse,  and  most  of  that  is  in  dramatic  form.  So  little  is  there  that 
an  exhaustive  list  of  what  survives  is  quite  possible.  It  is  as  fol- 
lows:— 

1.  The  Poem  of  the  Passion.     A  versified  account  of  the  Passion  of 
our   Lord,  recounting  the   events  from   Palm   Sunday  to  Easter,   with 
the  addition  of  many  legendary   incidents  from  the  Gospel  of   Nico- 
demus   and   other   similar   sources.     The   earliest   MS.   (in   the   British 
Museum)  is  of   the   fifteenth  century,  which  is   probably  the   date  of 
its  composition.      It  has  been  twice  printed,  once  by  Davies  Gilbert, 
with   a   translation   by    John   Keigwin   in    1826,    and    by   Dr.   Whitley 
Stokes  in   1862. 

2.  The    Ordinalia.     Three    connected    dramas,    known    collectively 
under  this  title.     The   first   recounts   the  Creation  and   the  history  of 
the  world   as  far  as  Noah's   Flood.     The  second  act  of  this  gives  the 
story  of  Moses  and  of  David  and  the  Building  of  Solomon's  Temple, 
ending  with  the   curiously  incongruous   episode  of  the   martyrdom   of 
St.  Maximilla,  as  a   Christian,  by  the  bishop  placed  in  charge  of  the 
Temple  of  Solomon.     The  second  play  represents  the  life  of  our  Lord 
from  the  Temptation  to  the  Crucifixion,  and  this  goes  on  without  a 
break  into  the  third  play,  which  gives  the  story  of  the  Resurrection 
and  Ascension,  and  the  legend  of  the  death  of  Pilate.     The  connect- 
ing link  between   the  three  is  the  legend  of  the  wood  of  the  cross. 
This  well-known  story,  most  of  which  is  interwoven  with  the  whole 
trilogy,  is  as  follows :  — «-  Seth  was  sent  by  his  dying  father  to  beg  the 
promised  Oil  of  Mercy  to  save  him;    the  angel  who  guarded  Paradise 
gave  him  three  seeds,  or,  according  to  the  play,  apple-pips;  and  when 
he  returned  and   found  his  father   already   dead,  he   placed   them   in 
Adam's  mouth  and  buried  him  on  Mount  Moriah.     In  process  of  time 
the  three  seeds  grew  into  three  trees,  and  from  them  Abraham  gath- 
ered   the    wood    for    the    sacrifice    of    Isaac,    and    Moses    got    his   rod 
wherewith  he  smote  the  sea  and  the  rock.     Later  the  three  trees,  to 
symbolize  the  Trinity,  grew  into  one  tree,  and  David  sat  under  it  to 
bewail  his  sin.      But  Solomon   cut  it  down  to  make   a  beam  for  the 
Temple,  and  since  it  would  in  no  wise  fit  into  any   place,  he  cast  it 
out  and  set  it  as  a  bridge  over  Cedron.     Later  on  he  buried  it,  and 
from  the  place  where  it  lay  there  sprang  the  healing  spring  of  Beth- 
esda,  to    the    surface    of    which    it    miraculously   floated    up,  and   the 
Jews  found  it  and  made  of  it  the  Cross  of  Calvary. 

These  plays  were  probably  written  in  the  fifteenth  century,  per- 
haps by  one  of  the  priests  of  Glazeney  College  near  Falmouth,  and 
were  acted  with  others  that  are  now  lost  in  the  places  called  Planan- 
Guare  (the  Plain  of  the  Play),  of  which  several  still  remain.  The 
*  Ordinalia  *  were  published  with  a  translation  by  Edwin  Norris  in  1859. 
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3.  The  Creation  of  the   World,  with  Noahs  Flood,  was  a  modernized 
version  of  the  first  act  of  the  first  of  the  ^rdinalia*  trilogy.     It  was 
written   by   William   Jordan   of   Helston   in    1611;   but   the   author  has 
borrowed  whole  passages  of  considerable  length  from  the  older  p' 
The  language  represents  a  later  period  of  Cornish,   and  occasionally 
several  lines  of  English  are  introduced.     Perhaps  by  a  natural   Celtic 
antipathy  to   the  Saxon,  these   are  generally  put  into  the  mouths  of 
Lucifer  and  his  angels,  who  furnish  a  good  deal  of  the  comic  part  of 
the  piece.     This  play  was  published  by  Davies  Gilbert  in    1827,   and 
by  Dr.  Whitley  Stokes  in  1864. 

4.  The  Life  of  St.  Meriasek.     This    play,  written    in    1504,   is   per- 
haps the  most  interesting  of  the   batch.     The   story  at   least   of  the 
others   contains   nothing  very  new  to   most   people,    but   St.    Meriasek 
or  Meriadoc  (to  give  him  his  Breton  name),  the  patron  of  Camborne, 
is  not  a  well-known  character,  and  his  life,  full  as   it   is   of   allusions 
and   incidents   of   a   misty  period    of   Cornish  history,  is  most  curious 
and  interesting.     It   is   not   perhaps   simplified   by  being  mixed  up  in 
the  wildest  manner  with  the  legend  of  Constantine  and  St.  Sylvester, 
and   the   scenes    shift  about  from  Cornwall  or  Brittany  to  Rome,  and 
from  the   fourth   to  the  Heaven-knows- what  century,  with  bewildering 
frequency.     There  are  also  certain  other  legends  interwoven  with  the 
story,  and  it  seems  probable  that  at  least  three  plays  have  been,  as 
Dr.  Whitley  Stokes   expresses  it,  <(  unskillfully  pieced  together. w     Yet 
there   are   many  passages   of   considerable    literary   merit.     The   only 
existing  MS.  of   this   play  is   in   the  Hengwrt   collection   at  Peniarth, 
and  it  was  edited  and  translated  by  Dr.  Stokes  in   1872. 

5.  There  were  probably  many  other   plays   which    have   perished, 
but    one    other    there    certainly    was,    of   which    a    fragment    exists. 
What  it  was  called  or  what  it  was  about  no  one  knows,  but  an  actor 
in  it,    setting  about   to   learn   his   own   part  in  it,    wrote    that    short 
piece  of  tjiirty-six  lines  on  the  back  of  a  title-deed  of  some  land  in 
the  parish  of  St.    Stephen,   near  Bodmin.      The  deed  drifted  eventu- 
ally into  the  British  Museum,  and  the  present  writer  discovered  the 
Cornish  verses  on   it,   not  wholly  by  accident,    about   nineteen   years 
ago.     The  writing  belongs  to  the  latter  part  of   the   fourteenth  cen- 
tury, and  is  therefore  the  earliest  literary  fragment  of  the  language. 

6.  The  rest  of  the  literature  of  the  Cornish  language  consists  of  a 
few  songs,  epigrams,  mottoes,  proverbs,  and  the  like,  a  short  disserta- 
tion on  the  language,  and  the  tale  of  <  John  of  Chy-an-Hur,'  a  widely 
known   folk-tale.      These   are   mostly  in  the   latest    form    of    Cornish, 
and   are   contained   in   the   MS.    collection   of  William  Gwavas  in  the 
British  Museum   and  in  that  of  Dr.   Borlase,   until  lately  in  the  pos- 
session  of    his   descendants.      Most    of    them    have   been    printed   by 
Davies  Gilbert  (with  the   play  of  the  'Creation'),  by  William   Pryce 
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in  the  < Archaeologia  Cornu-Britannica >  in  1790,  by  Mr.  W.  C.  Bor- 
lase  in  the  Transactions  of  the  Royal  Institution  of  Cornwall,  and 
in  a  fragmentary  way  in  a  few  other  places.  They  are  mostly  trans- 
lations or  adaptations  from  the  English,  but  a  few,  such  as  the 
rather  doggerel  ( Pilchard  Fishing  Song,*  are  originals.  Lastly,  in 
the  Church  of  St.  Paul,  near  Penzance,  there  is  the  one  solitary  epi- 
taph in  the  language;  written  while  it  was  still  just  alive,  and  per- 
haps the  last  composition  in  it. 

[The  versions  given  of  these  specimens  of  Cornish  literature  are  founded 
on  those  of  Dr.  Whitley  Stokes  and  Dr.  E.  Norris.  The  phraseology  has  been 
to  some  extent  altered,  but  the  renderings  are  almost  all  the  same.] 


FROM   THE   <POEM   OF   THE   PASSION  > 
[The  Death  of  Our  Lord  on  the  Cross] 

His  pain  was  strong  and  sharp,  so  that  he  could  not  live, 
But   must   yield   up    his    white    soul;    ever    purely    had   he 

lived. 

And  Christ  prayed,   as  thus  in  many  a  place  we  read, 
«My  soul  I  do  commend,   O  Lord,  between  thy  hands  P 

For  weakly  he  breathed,  being   constrained,  so  that  he  could  not 

rest; 

On  nothing  could  he  lean  his  head  for  the  garland  that  he  wore. 
If  he  leaned  to  one  side,  for  his  shoulder  it  grieved  him 
And  the  tree  did  yet  worse,  if  he  set  it  backwards. 

Nor  could  he  lean  forward  for  fear  of  being  choked. 

Then  was  it  as  we  read  in  books  as  it  is  written:  — 

<(  For  the  birds  to  make  their  nests,  places  are  prepared, 

But  for  Christ  where  he  may  lay  his  head  no  place  is  found. » 

But  now  must  he  needs  leave  his  head  to  hang, 

For  his  blood  was  all  gone  from  him,  and  he  could  not  live. 

To   the   side  of  the   Mother   that   owned   him,  his  head  he  would 

hold, 
And  his  soul  went  from  him  with  chilling  shriek  and  shrill  cry. 

Beside  the  Cross  of  Jesus  was  a  man  hight  Sentury, 

And  when  he  saw  the  wondrous  things  that  happened  at  Christ's 

death, 

And  how  his  soul  he  yielded,   against  nature,  with  a  cry, 
He  said  without  scorning,  «This  truly  was  God's  Son;" 
And  many  were  there  with  him  that  testimony  bore. 
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Now  was  it  midday  in  the  land,  or  later,  as  is  written. 
Earthquake  there  was  and  lightning,  and  darkness  over  all; 
The  Temple  Veil  was  rent  in  twain,  and  to  the  ground  it  fell, 
And  likewise  broken  were  the  stones  so  strong  and  hard. 

Graves  in  many  places  were  opened  wide, 

And  the  bodies  that  were  in  them  were  raised  up, 

And  went  straightway  to  the  city  —  by  many  were  they  seen  — 

To  bear  witness  that  it  was  God's  Son  that  was  slain. 

Water,  earth,  and  fire,  and  wind,  sun,  moon,  and  stars  likewise, 

At  Christ's  suffering  death  knew  sorrow. 

Nature  will  cause,  I  trow,  if  the  good  Lord  be  pained, 

All  his  subjects,  even  saints,  to  be  grieved  for  his  pain. 


FROM   <ORIGO  MUNDI,>  IN  THE  <ORDINALIA> 

[Setb.  being  sent  to  fetch   the   oil   of  mercy  from  Paradise   for  his  dying 
father,  comes  to  the  guardian  cherub.] 

Cherubin  —  Seth,  what  is  thine  errand, 
That  thou  comest  so  far  ? 

Tell  me  anon. 

Seth—         O  Angel,  I  will  tell  it  thee: 
My  father  is  old  and  weary; 

He  wishes  no  longer  to  live; 
And  through  me  he  prayed  thee 

To  tell  the  truth 
Of  the  oil  of  mercy  promised 

To  him  at  the  last  day. 

Cherubin  —  Within  the  gate  put  thou  thy  head, 
And  behold  it  all,  nor  fear. 

Whatever  thou  seest. 
And  look  on  all  sides, 
Spy  out  every  detail, 

Search  out  everything  carefully. 
Seth —         Very  gladly  I  will  do  it; 

I  am  glad  to  have  permission 
To  know  what  is  there 
And  tell  it  to  my  father. 

[And  he  looks  and  turns  round,  saying  : 
Fair  field  to  behold  is  this; 

Hapless  he  who  lost  the  land. 
But  for  the  tree  I  wonder  greatly 

That  it  should  be  dry. 
But  I  trow  that  it  went  dry 
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And  all  was  made  bare,  for  the  sin 

Which  my  father  and  mother  sinned. 
Like  the  prints  of  their  feet, 
They  all  became  dry  as  herbs, 

Alas,  when  the  morsel  was  eaten. 
Cherubin  — Q  Seth,  thou  art  come 

Within  the  gate  of  Paradise: 

Tell  me  what  thou  sawest. 
Seth—         All  the  beauty  that  I  saw 

Tongue  of  man  can  never  tell, 

Of  good  fruits  and  beauteous  flowers, 

Of  minstrels  and  sweet  song, 

A  fountain  bright  as  silver, 
And  flowing  from  it  four  great  streams, 
That  there  is  a  desire  to  gaze  upon  them. 
In  it  there  is  a  tree, 
High  and  with  many  boughs, 

But  they  are  bare  and  leafless. 
Bark  there  is  none  around  it; 
From  the  stem  to  the  head 

All  its  branches  are  bare. 
And  below  when  I  looked, 

I  saw  its  roots 
Even  into  hell  descending, 

In  the  midst  of  great  darkness; 
And  its  branches  growing  up 

Even  to  heaven  high  in  light. 
And  it  was  wholly  without  bark, 

Both  the  head  and  the  boughs. 
Cherubin  —  Look  yet  again  within, 

And  all  else  thou  shalt  see 

Before  thou  come  from  it. 
Seth —         I  am  happy  to  have  leave; 

I  will  go  to  the  gate  at  once, 
That  I  may  see  further  good. 

[He  goes  and  looks  and  returns. 
Cherubin  —  Dost  thou  see  more  now 

Than  what  there  was  just  now  ? 
Seth—          There  is  a  serpent  in  the  tree: 

Truly  a  hideous  beast  is  he. 
Cherubin  —  Go  yet  the  third  time  to  it, 

And  look  better  at  the  tree. 
Look  what  you  can  see  on  it 
Besides  roots  and  branches. 


CELTIC   LITERATURE 

Seth  —         Cherubin,  angel  of  the  God  of  grace, 

High  in  the  branches  of  the  tree  I  saw 

A  new-born  child,  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes 

And  bound  with  bands. 

Cherubin  —  It  was  God's  son  that  thou  sawest, 
Like  a  child  in  swaddling  clothes. 

He  will  redeem  Adam  thy  father 
With  his  flesh  and  blood  likewise, 
When  the  time  is  come, 
And  thy  mother  and  all  good  people. 
He  is  the  oil  of  mercy 

Which  was  promised  to  thy  father. 
Through  his  death  truly 

Shall  all  the  world  be  saved. 
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CERVANTES 

(1547-1616) 

BY   GEORGE   SANTAYANA 

'ERVANTES  is  known  to  the  world  as  the  author  of  < Don  Quixote,' 
and  although  his  other  works  are  numerous  and  creditable, 
and  his  pathetic  life  is  carefully  recorded,  yet  it  is  as  the 
author  of  <  Don  Quixote  >  alone  that  he  deserves  to  be  generally  known 
or  considered.  Had  his  wit  not  come  by  chance  on  the  idea  of  the 
Ingenious  Hidalgo,  Cervantes  would  never  have  attained  his  uni- 
versal renown,  even  if  his  other  works  and  the  interest  of  his  career 
should  have  sufficed  to  give  him  a  place  in  the  literary  history  of  his 
country.  Here,  then,  where  our  task  is  to  present  in  miniature  only 
what  has  the  greatest  and  most  universal  value,  we  may  treat  our 
author  as  playwrights  are  advised  to  tre^f  their  heroes,  saying  of 
him  only  what  is  necessary  to  the  understanding  of  the  single  action 
with  which  we  are  concerned.  This  single  action  is  the  writing  of 
<Don  Quixote  >;  and  what  we  shall  try  to  understand  is  what  there 
was  in  the  life  and  environment  of  Cervantes  that  enabled  him  to 
compose  that  great  book,  and  that  remained  imbedded  in  its  charac- 
ters, its  episodes,  and  ?ts  moral. 

There  was  in  vogue  in  the  Spain  of  the  sixteenth  century  a  species 
of  romance  called  books  of  chivalry.  They  were  developments  of  the 
legends  dealing  with  King  Arthur  and  the  Knights  of  the  Table 
Round,  and  their  numerous  descendants  and  emulators.  These 
stories  had  appealed  in  the  first  place  to  what  we  should  still  think 
of  as  the  spirit  of  chivalry:  they  were  full  of  tourneys  and  single 
combats,  desperate  adventures  and  romantic  loves.  The  setting  was 
in  the  same  vague  and  wonderful  region  as  the  Coast  of  Bohemia, 
where  to  the  known  mountains,  seas,  and  cities  that  have  poetic 
names,  was  added  a  prodigious  number  of  caverns,  castles,  islands, 
and  forests  of  the  romancer's  invention.  With  time  and  popularity 
this  kind  of  story  had  naturally  intensified  its  characteristics  until  it 
had  reached  the  greatest  extravagance  and  absurdity,  and  combined 
in  a  way  the  unreality  of  the  fairy  tale  with  the  bombast  of  the 
melodrama. 

Cervantes  had  apparently  read  these  books  with  avidity,  and  was 
not  without  a  great  sympathy  with  the  kind  of  imagination  they  em- 
bodied. His  own  last  and  most  carefully  written  book,  the  < Travails 
of  Persiles  and  Sigismunda,*  is  in  many  respects  an  imitation  of 
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them;  it  abounds  in  savage  islands,  furious  tyrants,  prodigious  feats 
of  arms,  disguised  maidens  whose  discretion  is  as  marvelous  as  their 
beauty,  and  happy  deliverances  from  intricate  and  hopeless  situa- 
tions. His  first  book  also,  the  Galatea,*  was  an  embodiment  of  a 
kind  of  pastoral  idealism:  sentimental  verses  being  interspersed  with 
euphuistic  prose,  the  whole  describing  the  lovelorn  shepherds  and 
heartless  shepherdesses  of  Arcadia. 

But  while  these  books,  which  were  the  author's  favorites  among 
his  own  works,  expressed  perhaps  Cervantes's  natural  taste  and 
ambition,  the  events  of  his  life  and  the  real  bent  of  his  talent,  which 
in  time  he  came  himself  to  recognize,  drove  him  to  a  very  different 
sort  of  composition.  His  family  was  ancient  but  impoverished,  and 
he  was  forced  throughout  his  life  to  turn  his  hand  to  anything  that 
could  promise  him  a  livelihood.  His  existence  was  a  continuous 
series  of  experiments,  vexations,  and  disappointments.  He  adopted 
at  first  the  profession  of  arms,  and  followed  his  colors  as  a  private 
soldier  upon  several  foreign  expeditions.  He  was  long  quartered  in 
Italy;  he  fought  at  Lepanto  against  the  Turks,  where  among  other 
wounds  he  received  one  that  maimed  his  left  hand,  to  the  greater 
glory,  as  he  tells  us,  of  his  right ;  he  was  captured  by  Barbary  pirates 
and  remained  for  five  years  a  slave  in  Algiers;  he  was  ransomed,  and 
returned  to  Spain  only  to  find  official  favors  and  recognitions  denied 
him;  and  finally,  at  the  age  of  thirty-seven,  he  abandoned  the  army 
for  literature. 

His  first  thought  as  a  writer  does  not  seem  to  have  been  to  make 
direct  use  of  his  rich  experience  and  varied  observation;  he  was 
rather  possessed  by  an  obstinate  longing  for  that  poetic  gift  which, 
as  he  confesses  in  one  place,  Heaven  had  denied  him.  He  began 
with  the  idyllic  romance,  the  (  Galatea,*  already  mentioned,  and  at 
various  times  during  the  rest  of  his  life  wrote  poems,  plays,  and 
stories  of  a  romantic  and  sentimental  type.  In  the  course  of  these 
labors,  however,  he  struck  one  vein  of  much  richer  promise.  It  was 
what  the  Spanish  call  the  picaresque  ;  that  is,  the  description  of  the 
life  and  character  of  rogues,  pickpockets,  vagabonds,  and  all  those 
wretches  and  sorry  wits  that  might  be  found  about  the  highways,  in 
the  country  inns,  or  in  the  slums  of  cities.  Of  this  kind  is  much  of 
what  is  best  in  his  collected  stories,  the  (Novelas  Exemplares.'  The 
talent  and  the  experience  which  he  betrays  in  these  amusing  narra- 
tives were  to  be  invaluable  to  him  later  as  the  author  of  *  Don 
Quixote,*  where  they  enabled  him  to  supply  a  foil  to  the  fine  world 
of  his  poor  hero's  imagination. 

We  have  now  mentioned  what  were  perhaps  the  chief  elements  of 
the  preparation  of  Cervantes  for  his  great  task.  •  They  were  a  great 
familiarity  with  the  romances  of  chivalry,  and  a  natural  liking  for 
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them;  a  life  of  honorable  but  unrewarded  endeavor  both  in  war  and 
in  the  higher  literature;  and  much  experience  of  Vagabondia,  with 
the  art  of  taking  down  and  reproducing  in  amusing  profusion  the 
typical  scenes  and  languages  of  low  life.  Out  of  these  elements  a 
single  spark,  which  we  may  attribute  to  genius,  to  chance,  or  to 
inspiration,  was  enough  to  produce  a  new  and  happy  conception: 
that  of  a  parody  on  the  romances  of  chivalry,  in  which  the  extrava- 
gances of  the  fables  of  knighthood  should  be  contrasted  with  the 
sordid  realities  of  life.  This  is  done  by  the  ingenious  device  of 
representing  a  country  gentleman  whose  naturally  generous  mind, 
unhinged  by  much  reading  of  the  books  of  chivalry,  should  lead  him 
to  undertake  the  office  of  knight-errant,  and  induce  him  to  ride 
about  the  country  clad  in  ancient  armor,  to  right  wrongs,  to  succor 
defenseless  maidens,  to  kill  giants,  and  to  win  empires  at  least  as 
vast  as  that  of  Alexander. 

This  is  the  subject  of  (  Don  Quixote.'  But  happy  as  the  concep- 
tion is,  it  could  not  have  produced  a  book  of  enduring  charm  and 
well-seasoned  wisdom,  had  it  not  been  filled  in  with  a  great  number 
of  amusing  and  lifelike  episodes,  and  verified  by  two  admirable 
figures,  Don  Quixote  and  Sancho  Panza,  characters  at  pnce  inti- 
mately individual  and  truly  universal. 

Don  Quixote  at  first  appears  to  the  reader,  and  probably  appeared 
to  the  author  as  well,  as  primarily  a  madman, —  a  thin  and  gaunt 
old  village  squire,  whose  brain  has  been  turned  by  the  nonsense  he 
has  read  and  taken  for  gospel  truth;  and  who  is  punished  for  his 
ridiculous  mania  by  an  uninterrupted  series  of  beatings,  falls,  indig- 
nities, and  insults.  But  the  hero  and  the  author  together,  with  the 
ingenuity  proper  to  madness  and  the  inevitableness  proper  to  genius, 
soon  begin  to  disclose  the  fund  of  intelligence  and  ideal  passion 
which  underlies  this  superficial  insanity.  We  see  that  Don  Quixote 
is  only  mad  north-north-west,  when  the  wind  blows  from  the 
quarter  of  his  chivalrous  preoccupation.  At  other  times  he  shows 
himself  a  man  of  great  goodness  and  fineness  of  wit;  virtuous,  cour- 
ageous, courteous,  and  generous,  and  in  fact  the  perfect  ideal  of  a 
gentleman.  When  he  takes,  for  instance,  a  handful  of  acorns  from 
the  goat-herds'  table  and  begins  a  grandiloquent  discourse  upon  the 
Golden  Age,  we  feel  how  cultivated  the  man  is,  how  easily  the  little 
things  of  life  suggest  to  him  the  great  things,  and  with  what  delight 
he  dwells  on  what  is  beautiful  and  happy.  The  truth  and  pathos  of 
the  character  become  all  the  more  compelling  when  we  consider 
how  naturally  the  hero's  madness  and  calamities  flow  from  this  same 
exquisite  sense  of  what  is  good. 

The  contrast  to  this  figure  is  furnished  by  that  of  Sancho  Panza, 
who  embodies  all  that  is  matter-of-fact,  gross,  and  plebeian.  Yet  he 
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is  willing  to  become  Don  Quixote's  esquire,  and  by  his  credulity  and 
devotion  shows  what  an  ascendency  a  heroic  and  enthusiastic  nature 
can  gain  over  the  most  sluggish  of  men.  Sancho  has  none-  of  the 
instincts  of  his  master.  He  never  read  the  books  of  chivalry  <>i 
desired  to  right  the  wrongs  of  the  world.  He  is  naturally  satisfied 
with  his  crust  and  his  onions,  if  they  can  be  washed  down  with 
enough  bad  wine.  His  good  drudge  of  a  wife  never  transformed 
herself  in  his  fancy  into  a  peerless  Dulcinea.  Vet  Sancho  follows 
his  master  into  every  danger,  shares  his  discomfiture  and  the  many 
blows  that  rain  down  upon  him,  and  hopes  to  the  end  for  the  gov- 
ernorship of  that  Insula  with  which  Don  Quixote  is  some  day  to 
reward  his  faithful  esquire. 

As  the  madness  of  Don  Quixote  is  humanized  by  his  natural  in- 
telligence and  courage,  so  the  grossness  and  credulity  of  Sancho  are 
relieved  by  his  homely  wit.  He  abounds  in  proverbs.  He  never 
fails  to  see  the  reality  of  a  situation,  and  to  protest  doggedly  against 
his  master's  visionary  flights.  He  holds  fast  as  long  as  he  can  to 
the  evidence  of  his  senses,  and  to  his  little  weaknesses  of  flesh  and 
spirit.  But  finally  he  surrenders  to  the  authority  of  Don  (Juixote, 
and  of  the  historians  of  chivalry,  although  not  without  a  certain 
reluctance  and  some  surviving  doubts. 

The  character  of  Sancho  is  admirable  for  the  veracity  with  which 
its  details  are  drawn.  The  traits  of  the  boor,  the  glutton,  and  the 
coward  come  most  naturally  to  the  surface  upon  occasion,  yet  Sancho 
remains  a  patient,  good-natured  peasant,  a  devoted  servant,  and  a 
humble  Christian.  Under  the  cover  of  such  lifelike  incongruities, 
and  of  a  pervasive  humor,  the  author  has  given  us  a  satirical  picture 
of  human  nature  not  inferior,  perhaps,  to  that  furnished  by  Dori 
Quixote  himself.  For  instance:  Don  Quixote,  after  mending  his  hel- 
met, tries  its  strength  with  a  blow  that  smashes  it  to  pieces.  He 
mends  it  a  second  time,  but  now,  without  trial,  deputes  it  to  be 
henceforth  a  strong  and  perfect  helmet.  Sancho,  when  he  is  sent  to 
bear  a  letter  to  Dulcinea,  neglects  to  deliver  it,  and  invents  an  ac- 
count of  his  interview  with  the  imaginary  lady  for-  the  satisfaction  of 
his  master.  But  before  long,  by  dint  of  repeating  the  story,  he 
comes  himself  to  believe  his  own  lies.  Thus  self-deception  in  the 
knight  is  the  ridiculous  effect  of  courage,  and  in  the  esquire  the 
not  less  ridiculous  effect  of  sloth. 

The  adventures  these  two  heroes  encounter  are  naturally  only 
such  as  travelers  along  the  Spanish  roads  would  then  have  been 
likely  to  come  upon.  The  point  of  the  story  depends  on  the  famili- 
arity and  commonness  of  the  situations  in  which  Don  Quixote  finds 
himself,  so  that  the  absurdity  of  his  pretensions  may  be  overwhelm- 
ingly shown.  Critics  are  agreed  in  blaming  the  exceptions  which 
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Cervantes  allowed  himself  to  make  to  the  realism  of  his  scenes, 
where  he  introduced  romantic  tales  into  the  narrative  of  the  first 
part.  The  tales  are  in  themselves  unworthy  of  their  setting,  and 
contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the  whole  book.  Cervantes  doubtless  yielded 
here  partly  to  his  story-telling  habits,  partly  to  a  fear  of  monotony 
in  the  uninterrupted  description  of  Don  Quixote's  adventures.  He 
avoided  this  mistake  in  the  second  part,  and  devised  the  visit  to  the 
Duke's  palace,  and  the  intentional  sport  there  made  of  the  hero,  to 
give  variety  to  the  story. 

More  variety  and  more  unity  may  still,  perhaps,  seem  desirable 
in  the  book.  The  episodes  are  strung  together  without  much  co- 
herence, and  without  any  attempt  to  develop  either  the  plot  or  the 
characters.  Sancho,  to  be  sure,  at  last  tastes  the  governorship  of 
his  Insula,  and  Don  Quixote  on  his  death-bed  recovers  his  wits.  But 
this  conclusion,  appropriate  and  touching  as  it  is,  might  have  come 
almost  anywhere  in  the  course  of  the  story.  The  whole  book  has, 
in  fact,  rather  the  quality  of  an  improvisation.  The  episodes  suggest 
themselves  to  the  author's  fancy  as  he  proceeds;  a  fact  which  gives 
them  the  same  unexpectedness  and  sometimes  the  same  incomplete- 
ness which  the  events  of  a  journey  naturally  have.  It  is  in  the 
genius  of  this  kind  of  narrative  to  be  a  sort  of  imaginary  diary,  with- 
out a  general  dramatic  structure.  The  interest  depends  on  the 
characters  and  the  incidents  alone;  on  the  fertility  of  the  author's 
invention,  on  the  ingenuity  of  the  turns  he  gives  to  the  story,  and 
on  the  incidental  scenes  and  figures  he  describes. 

When  we  have  once  accepted  this  manner  of  writing  fiction  — 
which  might  be  called  that  of  the  novelist  before  the  days  of  the  novel 
—  we  can  only  admire  the  execution  of  ( Don  Quixote  >  as  masterly 
in  its  kind.  We  find  here  an  abundance  of  fancy  that  is  never  at  a 
loss  for  some  probable  and  interesting  incident;  we  find  a  graphic 
power  that  makes  living  and  unforgettable  many  a  minor  character, 
even  if  slightly  sketched;  we  find  the  charm  of  the  country  rendered 
by  little  touches  without  any  formal  descriptions;  and  we  find  a 
humorous  and  minute  reproduction  of  the  manners  of  the  time.  All 
this  is  rendered  in  a  flowing  and  easy  style,  abounding  in  both  char- 
acterization and  parody  of  diverse  types  of  speech  and  composition; 
and  the  whole  is  still  but  the  background  for  the  figures  of  Don 
Quixote  and  Sancho,  and  for  their  pleasant  discourse,  the  quality  and 
savor  of  which  is  maintained  to  the  end.  These  excellences  unite  to 
make  the  book  one  of  the  most  permanently  delightful  in  the  world, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  most  diverting.  Seldom  has  laughter  been  so 
well  justified  as  that  which  the  reading  of  <  Don  Quixote  >  continu- 
ally provokes;  seldom  has  it  found  its  causes  in  such  genuine  fancy, 
such  profound  and  real  contrast,  and  such  victorious  good-humor. 
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\Ve  sometimes  wish,  perhaps,  that  our  heroes  weiv  spared  some 
of  their  bruises,  and  that  we  were  not  asked  to  delight  so  much  in 
promiscuous  beatings  and  floggings.  But  we  must  remember  that 
these  three  hundred  years  have  made  the  European  race  much  more 
sensitive  to  physical  suffering.  Our  ancestors  took  that  doubtful 
pleasure  in  the  idea  of  corporal  writhings  which  we  still  take  in 
the  description  of  the  tortures  of  the  spirit.  The  idea  of  both  evils 
is  naturally  distasteful  to  a  refined  mind;  but  we  admit  more  will- 
ingly the  kind  which  habit  has  accustomed  us  to  regard  as  inevi- 
table, and  which  personal  experience  very  probably  has  made  an  old 
friend. 

<  Don  Quixote  *  has  accordingly  enjoyed  a  universal  popularity,  and 
has  had  the  singular  privilege  of  accomplishing  the  object  for  which 
it  was  written,  which  was  to  recall  fiction  from  the  extravagances  of 
the  books  of  chivalry  to  the  study  of  real  life.  This  is  the  simple 
object  which  Cervantes  had  and  avowed.  He  was  a  literary  man 
with  literary  interests,  and  the  idea  which  came  to  him  was  to  ridi- 
cule the  absurdities  of  the  prevalent  literary  mode.  The  rich  vein 
which  he  struck  in  the  conception  of  Don  Quixote's  madness  and 
topsy-turvy  adventures  encouraged  him  to  go  on.  The  subject  and 
the  characters  deepened  under  his  hands,  until  from  a  parody  of  a 
certain  kind  of  romances  the  story  threatened  to  become  a  satire  on 
human  idealism.  At  the  same  time  Cervantes  grew  fond  of  his  hero, 
and  made  him,  as  we  must  feel,  in  some  sort  a  representative  of  his 
own  chivalrous  enthusiasms  and  constant  disappointments. 

We  need  not,  however,  see  in  this  transformation  any  deep-laid 
malice  or  remote  significance.  As  the  tale  opened  out  before  the 
author's  fancy  and  enlisted  his  closer  and  more  loving  attention,  he 
naturally  enriched  it  with  all  the  wealth  of  his  experience.  Just  as 
he  diversified  it  with  pictures  of  common  life  and  manners,  so  he 
weighted  it  with  the  burden  of  human  tragedy.  He  left  upon  it  an 
impress  of  his  own  nobility  and  misfortunes  side  by  side  with  a  record 
of  his  time  and  country.  But  in  this  there  was  nothing  intentional. 
He  only  spoke  out  of  the  fullness  of  his  heart.  The  highest  motives 
and  characters  had  been  revealed  to  him  by  his  own  impulses,  and 
the  lowest  by  his  daily  experience. 

There  is  nothing  in  the  book  that  suggests  a  premeditated  satire 
upon  faith  and  enthusiasm  in  general.  The  author's  evident  purpose 
is  to  amuse,  not  to  upbraid  or  to  discourage.  There  is  no  bitterness 
in  his  pathos  or  despair  in  his  disenchantment;  partly  because  he 
retains  a  healthy  fondness  for  this  naughty  world,  and  partly  because 
his  heart  is  profoundly  and  entirely  Christian.  He  would  have  re- 
jected with  indignation  an  interpretation  of  his  work  that  would 
see  in  it  an  attack  on  religion  or  even  on  chivalry.  His  birth  and 
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nurture  had  made  him  religious  and  chivalrous  from  the  beginning, 
and  he  remained  so  by  conviction  to  the  end.  He  was  still  full  of 
plans  and  hopes  when  death  overtook  him,  but  he  greeted  it  with 
perfect  simplicity,  without  lamentations  over  the  past  or  anxiety  for 
the  future. 

If  we  could  have  asked  Cervantes  what  the  moral  of  Don  Quixote 
was  to  his  own  mind,  he  would  have  told  us  perhaps  that  it  was  this: 
that  the  force  of  idealism  is  wasted  when  it  does  not  recognize  the 
reality  of  things.  Neglect  of  the  facts  of  daily  life  made  the  absurd- 
ity of  the  romances  of  chivalry  and  of  the  enterprise  of  Don  Quixote. 
What  is  needed  is  not,  of  course,  that  idealism  should  be  surren- 
dered, either  in  literature  or  in  life;  but  that  in  both  it  should  be 
made  efficacious  by  a  better  adjustment  to  the  reality  it  would 
transform. 

Something  of  this  kind  would  have  been,  we  may  believe,  Cer- 
vantes's  own  reading  of  his  parable.  But  when  parables  are  such 
direct  and  full  transcripts  of  life  as  is  the  story  of  Don  Quixote,  they 
offer  almost  as  much  occasion  for  diversity  of  interpretation  as  does 
the  personal  experience  of  men  in  the  world.  That  the  moral  of 
Don  Quixote  should  be  doubtful  and  that  each  man  should  be 
tempted  to  see  in  it  the  expression  of  his  own  convictions,  is  after 
all  the  greatest  possible  encomium  of  the  book.  For  we  may  infer 
that  the  truth  has  been  rendered  in  it,  and  that  men  may  return  to 
it  always,  as  to  Nature  herself,  to  renew  their  theories  or  to  forget 
them,  and  to  refresh  their  fancy  with  the  spectacle  of  a  living  world. 


TREATING  OF  THE  CHARACTER  AND  PURSUITS  OF  DON 

QUIXOTE 

IN  A  village  of  La  Mancha,  the  name  of  which  I  have  no  desire 
to  call  to  mind,  there  lived  not  long  since  one  of  those  gen- 
tlemen that  keep  a  lance  in  the  lance-rack,  and  an  old  buckler, 
a   lean   hack,   and   a   greyhound  for  coursing-.     An  olla  of  rather 
more  beef  than  mutton,  a  salad  on  most  nights,  scraps  on  Satur- 
days,  lentils  on   Fridays,   and  a  pigeon  or  so  extra  on   Sundays, 
made    away  with   three-quarters    of    his   income.     The   rest   of  it 
went  in  a  doublet  of  fine  cloth  and  velvet  breeches  and  shoes  to 
match  for  holidays,  while  on  week-days  he  made  a  brave  figure 
in  his  best  homespun.      He  had  in  his  house   a  housekeeper  past 
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forty,  a  niece  under  twenty,  and  a  lad  for  the  field  and  market- 
place,  who  used  to  saddle  the  hack  as  well  as  handle  the  bill- 
hook.  The  age  of  this  gentleman  of  ours  was  bordering  on  fifty; 
he  was  of  a  hardy  habit,  spare,  gaunt-featured,  a  very  early 
riser  and  a  great  sportsman.  They  will  have  it  his  surname  v. 
Quixada  or  Quesada  (for  here  there  is  some  difference  of  opinion 
among  the  authors  who  write  on  the  subject),  although  from 
reasonable  conjectures  it  seems  plain  that  he  was  called  (Juixana. 
This,  however,  is  of  but  little  importance  to  our  tale;  it  will  be 
enough  not  to  stray  a  hair's-breadth  from  the  truth  in  the  telling 
of  it. 

You  must  know  then  that  the  above-named  gentleman,  when- 
ever he  was  at  leisure  (which  was  mostly  all  the  year  round) 
gave  himself  up  to  reading  books  of  chivalry  with  such  ardor  and 
avidity  that  he  almost  entirely  neglected  the  pursuit  of  his  field- 
sports,  and  even  the  management  of  his  property;  and  to  such  a 
pitch  did  his  eagerness  and  infatuation  go  that  he  sold  many  an 
acre  of  tillage-land  to  buy  books  of  chivalry  to  read,  and  brought 
home  as  many  of  them  as  he  could  get.  But  of  all  there  were 
none  he  liked  so  well  as  those  of  the  famous  Feliciano  de  Silv 
composition,  for  their  lucidity  of  style  and  complicated  conceits 
were  as  pearls  in  his  sight,  particularly  when  in  his  reading  he 
came  upon  courtships  and  cartels,  where  he  often  found  passages 
like :  — <(  The  reason  of  the  unreason  with  which  my  reason  is 
afflicted,  so  weakens  my  reason  that  with  reason  I  murmur  at 
your  beauty ;w  or  again:  — <(  The  high  heavens,  that  of  your 
divinity  divinely  fortify  you  with  the  stars,  render  you  deserving 
of  the  desert  your  greatness  deserves. w  Over  conceits  of  this 
sort  the  poor  gentleman  lost  his  wits,  and  used  to  lie  awake  striv- 
ing to  understand  them  and  worm  the  meaning  out  of  them ;  what 
Aristotle  himself  could  not  have  made  out  or  extracted,  had  he 
come  to  life  again  for  that  special  purpose.  He  was  not  at  all 
easy  about  the  wounds  which  Don  Belianis  gave  and  took,  be- 
cause it  seemed  to  him  that,  great  as  were  the  surgeons  who  had 
cured  him,  he  must  have  had  his  face  and  body  covered  all  over 
with  seams  and  scars.  He  commended  however  the  author's 
way  of  ending  his  book  with  the  promise  of  that  interminable 
adventure;  and  many  a  time  was  he  tempted  to  take  up  his  pen 
and  finish  it  properly  as  is  there  proposed,  which  no  doubt  he 
would  have  done,  and  made  a  successful  piece  of  work  of  it  too, 
had  not  greater  and  more  absorbing  thoughts  prevented  him. 
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Many  an  argument  did  he  have  with  the  curate  of  his  village 
(a  learned  man,  and  a  graduate  of  Siguenza)  as  to  which  had 
been  the  better  knight,  Palmerin  of  England  or  Amadis  of  Gaul. 
Master  Nicholas  the  village  barber,  however,  used  to  say  that 
neither  of  them  came  up  to  the  Knight  of  Phoebus,  and  that  if 
there  was  any  could  compare  with  him  it  was  Don  Galaor,  the 
brother  of  Amadis  of  Gaul,  because  he  had  a  spirit  that  was 
equal  to  every  occasion,  and  was  no  finikin  knight,  nor  lachry- 
mose like  his  brother,  while  in  the  matter  of  valor  he  was  not  a 
whit  behind  him.  In  short,  he  became  so  absorbed  in  his  books 
that  he  spent  his  nights  from  sunset  to  sunrise,  and  his  days 
from  dawn  to  dark,  poring  over  them;  and  what  with  little  sleep 
and  much  reading  his  brains  got  so  dry  that  he  lost  his  wits. 
His  fancy  grew  full  of  what  he  used  to  read  about  in  his  books  — 
enchantments,  quarrels,  battles,  challenges,  wounds,  wooings, 
loves,  agonies,  and  all  sorts  of  impossible  nonsense;  and  it  so 
possessed  his  mind  that  the  whole  fabric  of  invention  and  fancy 
he  read  of  was  true,  that  to  him  no  history  in  the  world  had 
more  reality  in  it.  He  used  to  say  the  Cid  Ruy  Diaz  was  a  very 
good  knight,  but  that  he  was  not  to  be  compared  with  the 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Sword,  who  with  one  back-stroke  cut  in 
half  two  fierce  and  monstrous  giants.  He  thought  more  of 
Bernardo  del  Carpio  because  at  Roncesvalles  he  slew  Roland 
in  spite  of  enchantments,  availing  himself  of  the  artifice  of 
Hercules  when  he  strangled  Antaeus  the  son  of  Terra  in  his 
arms.  He  approved  highly  of  the  giant  Morgante,  because 
although  of  the  giant  breed,  which  is  always  arrogant  and  ill- 
conditioned,  he  alone  was  affable  and  well-bred.  But  above  all 
he  admired  Reinaldos  of  Montalban;  especially  when  he  saw  him 
sallying  forth  from  his  castle  and  robbing  every  one  he  met, 
and  when  beyond  the  seas  he  stole  that  image  of  Mahomet 
which,  as  his  history  says,  was  entirely  of  gold.  And  to  have  a 
bout  of  kicking  at  that  traitor  of  a  Ganelon  he  would  have  given 
his  housekeeper,  and  his  niece  into  the  bargain. ^^ 

In  short,  his  wits  being  quite  gone,  he  hit  uj^w  the  strangest 
notion  that  ever  madman  in  this  world  hit  upon:  and  that  was 
that  he  fancied  it  was  right  and  requisite,  as  well  for  the  sup- 
port of  his  own  honor  as  for  the  service  of  his  country,  that  he 
should  make  a  knight-errant  of  himself,  roaming  the  world  over 
in  full  armor  and  on  horseback  in  quest  of  adventures,  and 
putting  in  practice  himself  all  that  he  had  read  of  as  being  the 
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usual  practices  of  knights-errant;  righting  every  kind  of  wrong, 
and  exposing  himself  to  peril  and  danger  from  which,  in  the 
issue,  he  was  to  reap  eternal  renown  and  fame.  Already  the 
poor  man  saw  himself  crowned,  by  the  might  of  his  arm, 
Emperor  of  Trebizond  at  least;  and  so,  led  away  by  the  intense 
enjoyment  he  found  in  these  pleasant  fancies,  he  set  himself 
forthwith  to  put  his  scheme  into  execution. 

The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  clean  up  some  armor  that  had 
belonged  to  his  great-grandfather,  and  had  been  for  ages  lying 
forgotten  in  a  corner,  eaten  with  rust  and  covered  with  mildew. 
He  scoured  and  polished  it  as  best  he  could,  but  he  perceived 
one  great  defect  in  it;  that  it  had  no  closed  helmet,  nothing  but 
a  simple  morion.  This  deficiency,  however,  his  ingenuity  sup- 
plied, for  he  contrived  a  kind  of  half-helmet  of  pasteboard  which, 
fitted  on  to  the  morion,  looked  like  a  whole  one.  It  is  true  that 
in  order  to  see  if  it  was  strong  and  fit  to  stand  a  cut  he  drew 
his  sword  and  gave  it  a  couple  of  slashes,  the  first  of  which 
undid  in  an  instant  what  had  taken  him  a  week  to  do.  The 
ease  with  which  he  had  knocked  it  to  pieces  disconcerted  him 
somewhat,  and  to  guard  against  that  danger  he  set  to  work 
again,  fixing  bars  of  iron  on  the  inside  until  he  was  satisfied 
with  its  strength;  and  then,  not  caring  to  try  any  more  experi- 
ments with  it,  he  passed  it  and  adopted  it  as  a  helmet  of  the 
most  perfect  construction. 

He  next  proceeded  to  inspect  his  hack,  which,  with  more 
quartos  than  a  real  and  more  blemishes  than  the  steed  of  Gon- 
ela,  that  <(  tanturn  pellis  et  ossa  fuit*  surpassed  in  his  eyes  the 
Bucephalus  of  Alexander  or  the  Babieca  of  the  Cid.  Four  days 
were  spent  in  thinking  what  name  to  give  him;  because  (as  he 
said  to  himself)  it  was  not  right  that  a  horse  belonging  to  a 
knight  so  famous,  and  one  with  such  merits  of  his  own,  should 
be  without  some  distinctive  name,  and  he  strove  to  adapt  it  so 
as  to  indicate  what  he  had  been  before  belonging  to  a  knight- 
errant,  and  wl^  he  then  was;  for  it  was  only  reasonable  that, 
his  master  tak^^-  a  new  character,  he  should  take  a  new  name, 
and  that  it  should  be  a  distinguished  and  full-sounding  one, 
befitting  the  new  order  and  calling  he  was  about  to  follow. 
And  so  after  having  composed,  struck  out,  rejected,  added  to, 
unmade,  and  remade  a  multitude  of  names  out  of  his  memory 
and  fancy,  he  decided  upon  calling  him  Rosinante, —  to  his 
thinking  lofty,  sonorous,  and  significant  of  his  condition  as  a 
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hack  before  he  became  what  he  now  was,  the  first  and  foremost 
of  all  the  hacks  in  the  world. 

Having  got  a  name  for  his  horse  so  much  to  his  taste,  he  was 
anxious  to  get  one  for  himself,  and  he  was  eight  days  more  pon- 
dering over  this  point,  till  at  last  he  made  up  his  mind  to  call 
himself  Don  Quixote,  whence,  as  has  already  been  said,  the 
authors  of  this  veracious  history  have  inferred  that  his  name  must 
have  been  beyond  a  doubt  Quixada,  and  not  Quesada  as  others 
would  have  it.  Recollecting  however  that  the  valiant  Amadis 
was  not  content  to  call  himself  curtly  Amadis  and  nothing  more, 
but  added  the  name  of  his  kingdom  and  country  to  make  it 
famous,  and  called  himself  Amadis  of  Gaul:  he,  like  a  good 
knight,  resolved  to  add  on  the  name  of  his  and  to  style  himself 
Don  Quixote  of  La  Mancha;  whereby  he  considered  he  described 
accurately  his  origin  and  country,  and  did  honor  to  it  in  taking 
his  surname  from  it. 

So  then,  his  armor  being  furbished,  his  morion  turned  into  a 
helmet,  his  hack  christened,  and  he  himself  confirmed,  he  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  nothing  more  was  needed  now  but  to  look 
out  for  a  lady  to  be  in  love  with;  for  a  knight-errant  without 
love  was  like  a  tree  without  leaves  or  fruit,  or  a  body  without  a 
soul.  As  he  said  to  himself :  — <(  If  for  my  sins  or  by  my  good 
fortune  I  come  across  some  giant  hereabouts, —  a  common  occur- 
rence with  knights-errant, —  and  overthrow  him  in  one  onslaught, 
or  cleave  him  asunder  to  the  waist,  or  in  short,  vanquish  and 
subdue  him,  will  it  not  be  well  to  have  some  one  I  may  send 
him  to  as  a  present,  that  he  may  come  in  and  fall  on  his  knees 
before  my  sweet  lady  and  in  a  humble,  submissive  voice  say:  — 
( I  am  the  giant  Caraculiambro,  lord  of  the  island  of  Malindrania, 
vanquished  in  single  combat  by  the  never-sufficiently-extolled 
knight  Don  Quixote  of  La  Mancha,  who  has  commanded  me  to 
present  myself  before  your  Grace,  that  your  Highness  dispose  of 
me  at  your  pleasure y yy  ?  Oh,  haw  our  good  gentleman  enjoyed 
the  delivery  of  this  speech,  especially  when  he  had  thought  of 
some  one  to  call  his  Lady!  There  was,  so  the  story  goes,  in  a 
village  near  his  own  a  very  good-looking  farm-girl  with  whom  he 
had  been  at  one  time  in  love,  though  so  far  as  is  known,  she 
never  knew  it  nor  gave  a  thought  to  the  matter.  Her  name  was 
Aldonza  Lorenzo,  and  upon  her  he  thought  fit  to  confer  the  title 
of  Lady  of  his  Thoughts;  and  after  some  search  for  a  name 
which  should- not  be  out  of  harmony  with  her  own,  and  should 
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suggest  and  indicate  that  of  a  princess  and  great  lady,  he  decided 
upon  calling  her  Dulcinea  del  Toboso  —  she  being  of  El  Toboso  — 
a  name,  to  his  mind,  musical,  uncommon,  and  significant,  like  all 
those  he  had  already  bestowed  upon  himself  and  the  things 
belonging  to  him. 


OF  WHAT  HAPPENED  TO   DON  QUIXOTE  WHEN  HE  LEFT 

THE   INN 

DAY  was  dawning  when  Don  Quixote  quitted  the  inn,  so  happy, 
so  gay,  so  exhilarated  at  finding  himself  dubbed  a  knight, 
that  his  joy  was  like  to  burst  his  horse-girths%  However, 
recalling  the  advice  of  his  host  as  to  the  requisites  he  ought  to 
carry  with  him,  especially  that  referring  to  money  and  shirts,  he 
determined  to  go  home  and  provide  himself  with  all,  and  also 
with  a  squire;  for  he  reckoned  upon  securing  a  farm-laborer,  a 
neighbor  of  his,  a  poor  man  with  a  family,  but  very  well  quali- 
fied for  the  office  of  squire  to  a  knight.  With  this  object  he 
turned  his  horse's  head  towards  his  village,  and  Rosinante,  thus 
reminded  of  his  old  quarters,  stepped  out  so  briskly  that  he 
hardly  seemed  to  tread  the  earth. 

He  had  not  gone  far,  when  out  of  a  thicket  on  his  right  there 
seemed  to  come  feeble  cries  as  of  some  one  in  distress;  and  the 
instant  he  heard  them  he  exclaimed :  — <(  Thanks  be  to  heaven  for 
the  favor  it  accords  me,  that  it  so  soon  offers  me  an  opportunity 
of  fulfilling  the  obligation  I  have  undertaken,  and  gathering  the 
fruit  of  my  ambition.  These  cries  no  doubt  come  from  some 
man  or  woman  in  want  of  help,  and  needing  my  aid  and  pro- 
tection ; w  and  wheeling,  he  turned  Rosinante  in  the  direction 
whence  the  cries  seemed  to  proceed.  He  had  gone  but  a  few 
paces  into  the  wood  when  he  saw  a  mare  tied  to  an  oak,  and 
tied  to  another,  and  stripped  from  the  waist  upwards,  a  youth 
of  about  fifteen  years  of  age,  from  whom  the  cries  came.  Nor 
were  they  without  cause,  for  a  lusty  farmer  was  flogging  him 
with  a  belt  and  following  up  every  blow  with  scoldings  and 
commands ;  repeating,  <(  Your  mouth  shut  and  your  eyes  open ! w 
while  the  youth  made  answer,  (( I  won't  do  it  again,  master 
mine;  by  God's  passion,  I  won't  do  it  again,  and  I'll  take  more 
care  of  the  flock  another  time." 

Seeing  what  was  going  on,  Don  Quixote  said  in  an  angry 
voice,  <(  Discourteous  knight,  it  ill  becomes  you  to  assail  one  who 
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cannot  defend  himself  ;  mount  your  steed  and  take  your  lance  >} 
(for  there  was  a  lance  leaning  against  the  oak  to  which  the  mare 
was  tied),  <(  and  I  will  make  you  know  that  you  are  behaving  as 
a  coward.  }>  The  farmer,  seeing  before  him  this  figure  in  full 
armor,  brandishing  a  lance  over  his  head,  gave  himself  up  for 
dead  and  made  answer  meekly  :  —  <(  Sir  Knight,  this  youth  that 
I  am  chastising  is  my  servant,  employed  by  me  to  watch  a  flock 
of  sheep  that  I  have  hard  by;  and  he  is  so  careless  that  I  lose 
one  every  day,  and  when  I  punish  him  for  his  carelessness  and 
knavery  he  says  I  do  it  out  of  niggardliness,,  to  escape  paying 
him  the  wages  I  owe  him,  and  before  God,  and  on  my  soul,  he 


<(  Lies  before  me,  base  clown  !  }>  said  Don  Quixote.  ((  By  the 
sun  that  shines  on  us,  I  have  a  mind  to  run  you  through  with 
this  lance.  Pay  him  at  once,  without  another  word;  if  not,  by 
the  God  that  rules  us,  I  will  make  an  end  of  you,  and  annihilate 
you  on  the  spot;  release  him  instantly.  }> 

The  farmer  hung  his  head,  and  without  a  word  untied  his 
servant,  of  whom  Don  Quixote  asked  how  much  his  master  owed 
him. 

He  replied,  nine  months  at  seven  reals  a  month.  Don 
Quixote  added  it  up,  found  that  it  came  to  sixty-three  reals,  and 
told  the  farmer  to  pay  it  down  immediately  if  he  did  not  want 
to  die  for  it. 

The  trembling  clown  replied  that  as  he  lived  and  by  the 
oath  he  had  sworn  (though  he  had  not  sworn  any)  it  was  not  so 
much;  for  there  were  to  be  taken  into  account  and  deducted 
three  pairs  of  shoes  he  had  given  him,  and  a  real  for  two  blood- 
lettings when  he  was  sick. 

«  All  that  is  very  well,  »  said  Don  Quixote  ;  «  but  let  the  shoes 
and  the  blood-lettings  stand  as  a  set-off  against  the  blows  you 
have  given  him  without  any  cause;  for  if  he  spoiled  the  leather 
of  the  shoes  you  paid  for,  you  have  damaged  that  of  his  body, 
and  if  the  barber  took  blood  from  him  when  he  was  sick,  you 
have  drawn  it  when  he  was  sound;  so  on  that  score  he  owes 
you  nothing.  M 

((The  difficulty  is,  Sir  Knight,  that  I  have  no  money  here; 
let  Andres  come  home  with  me,  and  I  will  pay  him  all,  real  by 
real.» 

((  I  go  with  him!"  said  the  youth.  <(  Nay,  God  forbid!  no, 
senor,  not  for  the  world;  for  once  alone  with  me,  he  would  flay 
me  like  a  Saint  Bartholomew.^ 
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<(  He  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Don  Quixote;  MI 
have  only  to  command  and  he  will  obey  me,  and  he  has  sworn 
to  me  by  the  order  of  knighthood  which  he  has  received.  I 
leave  him  free,  and  I  guarantee  the  payment." 

"Consider  what  you  are  saying,  senor,"  said  the  youth;  "this 
master  of  mine  is  not  a  knight,  nor  has  he  received  any  order 
of  knighthood;  for  he  is  Juan  Haldudo  the  Rich,  of  Quintanar." 

"That  matters  little,"  replied  Don  Quixote;  " there  may  be 
Haldudos  knights;  moreover,  every  one  is  the  son  of  his  works.* 

"That  is  true/*  said  Andres;  "but  this  master  of  mine  —  of 
what  work  is  he  the  son,  when  he  refuses  me  the  wages  of  my 
sweat  and  labor  ? " 

"I  do  not  refuse,  brother  Andres,"  said  the  farmer;  "be  good 
enough  to  come  along  with  me,  and  I  swear  by  all  the  orders 
of  knighthood  there  are  in  the  world  to  pay  you  as  I  have 
agreed,  real  by  real,  and  perfumed." 

"For  the  perfumery  I  excuse  you,"  said  Don  Quixote;  "give 
it  to  him  in  reals,  and  I  shall  be  satisfied;  and  see  that  you  do 
as  you  have  sworn;  if  not,  by  the  same  oath  I  swear  to  come 
back  and  hunt  you  out  and  punish  you;  and  I  shall  find  you 
though  you  should  lie  closer  than  a  lizard.  And  if  you  desire  to 
know  who  it  is  layg  this  command  upon  you,  that  you  may  be 
more  firmly  bound  to  obey  it,  know  that  I  am  the  valorous  Don 
Quixote  of  La  Mancha,  the  undoer  of  wrongs  and  injustices;  and 
so  God  be  with  you,  and  keep  in  mind  what  you  have  promised 
and  sworn  under  those  penalties  that  have  been  already  declared 
to  you." 

So  saying,  he  gave  Rosinante  the  spur  and  was  soon  out  of 
reach.  The  farmer  followed  him  with  his  eyes,  and  when  he 
saw  that  he  had  cleared  the  wood  and  was  no  longer  in  sight, 
he  turned  to  his  boy  Andres  and  said,  "  Come  here,  my  son ;  I 
want  to  pay  you  what  I  owe  you,  as  that  undoer  of  wrongs  has 
commanded  me." 

"My  oath  on  it,"  said  Andres,  "your  Worship  will  be  well  ad- 
vised to  obey  the  command  of  that  good  knight  —  may  he  live  a 
thousand  years!  —  for  as  he  is  a  valiant  and  just  judge,  by  Roque, 
if  you  do  not  pay  me,  he  will  come  back  and  do  as  he  said." 

"  My  oath  on  it  too, "  said  the  farmer ;  "  but  as  I  have  a 
strong  affection  for  you,  I  want  to  add  to  the  debt  in  order  to 
add  to  the  payment ;  "  and  seizing  him  by  the  arm,  he  tied  him 
up  to  the  oak  again,  where  he  gave  him  such  a  flogging  that  he 
left  him  for  dead. 
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(<  Now,  Master  Andres, }>  said  the  farmer,  (<  call  on  the  undoer 
of  wrongs;  you  will  find  he  won't  undo  that,  though  I  am  not 
sure  that  I  have  quite  done  with  you,  for  I  have  a  good  mind 
to  flay  you  alive  as  you  feared. >}  But  at  last  he  untied  him, 
and  gave  him  leave  to  go  look  for  his  judge  in  order  to  put  the 
sentence  pronounced  into  execution. 

Andres  went  off  rather  down  in  the  mouth,  swearing  he 
would  go  to  look  for  the  valiant  Don  Quixote  of  La  Mancha  and 
tell  him  exactly  what  had  happened,  and  that  all  would  have  to 
be  repaid  him  sevenfold;  but  for  all  that  he  went  off  weeping, 
while  his  master  stood  laughing. 

Thus  did  the  valiant  Don  Quixote  right  that  wrong;  and 
thoroughly  satisfied  with  what  had  taken  place,  as  he  considered 
he  had  made  a  very  happy  and  noble  beginning  with  his  knight- 
hood, he  took  the  road  towards  his  village  in  perfect  self- 
content,  saying  in  a  low  voice :  — (<  Well  mayest  thou  this  day  call 
thyself  fortunate  above  all  on  earth,  O  Dulcinea  del  Toboso, 
fairest  of  the  fair!  since  it  has  fallen  to  thy  lot  to  hold  subject 
and  submissive  to  thy  full  will  and  pleasure  a  knight  so 
renowned  as  is  and  will  be  Don  Quixote  of  La  Mancha,  who 
as  all  the  world  knows,  yesterday  received  the  order  of  knight- 
hood, and  hath  to-day  righted  the  greatest  wrong  and  grievance 
that  ever  injustice  conceived  and  cruelty  perpetrated;  who  hath 
to-day  plucked  the  rod  from  the  hand  of  yonder  ruthless  op- 
pressor so  wantonly  lashing  that  tender  child. >J 

He  now  came  to  a  road  branching  in  four  directions,  and 
immediately  he  was  reminded  of  those  cross-roads  where  knights- 
errant  used  to  stop  to  consider  which  road  they  should  take.  In 
imitation  of  them  he  halted  for  a  while,  and  after  having  deeply 
considered  it,  he  gave  Rosinante  his  head,  submitting  his  own 
will  to  that  of  his  hack,  who  followed  out  his  first  intention, 
which  was  to  make  straight  for  his  own  stable.  After  he  had 
gone  about  two  miles  Don  Quixote  perceived  a  large  party  of 
people,  who  as  afterwards  appeared  were  some  Toledo  traders, 
on  their  way  to  buy  silk  at  Murcia.  There  were  six  of  them 
coming  along  under  their  sun-shades,  with  four  servants  mounted, 
and  three  muleteers  on  foot.  Scarcely  had  Don  Quixote  descried 
them  when  the  fancy  possessed  him  that  this  must  be  some  new 
adventure;  and  to  help  him  to  imitate  as  far  as  he  could  those 
passages  he  had  read  of  in  his  books,  here  seemed  to  come  one 
made  on  purpose,  which  he  resolved  to  attempt.  So  with  a  lofty 
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bearing  and  determination  he  fixed  himself  firmly  in  his  stirrups, 
got  his  lance  ready,  brought  his  buckler  before  his  breast,  and 
planting  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  stood  waiting  the 
approach  of  these  knights-errant,  for  such  he  now  considered  and 
held  them  to  be;  and  when  they  had  come  near  enough  to  see 
and  hear,  he  exclaimed  with  a  haughty  gesture:  —  ttAll  the 
world  stand,  unless  all  the  world  confess  that  in  all  the  world 
there  is  no  maiden  fairer  than  the  Empress  of  La  Mancha,  the 
peerless  Dulcinea  del  Toboso.  * 

The  traders  halted  at  the  sound  of  this  language  and  the 
sight  of  the  strange  figure  that  uttered  it,  and  from  both  figure 
and  language  at  once  guessed  the  craze  of  their  owner;  they 
wished  however  to  learn  quietly  what  was  the  object  of  this  con- 
fession that  was  demanded  of  them,  and  one  of  them,  who  was 
rather  fond  of  a  joke  and  was  very  sharp-witted,  said  to  him:  — 
<(  Sir  Knight,  we  do  not  know  who  this  good  lady  is  that  you 
speak  of;  show  her  to  us,  for  if  she  be  of  such  beauty  as  you 
suggest,  with  all  our  hearts  and  without  any  pressure  we  will 
confess  the  truth  that  is  on  your  part  required  of  us. w 

(<  If  I  were  to  show  her  to  you, w  replied  Don  Quixote,  <(  what 
merit  would  you  have  in  confessing  a  truth  so  manifest  ?  The 
essential  point  is  that  without  seeing  her  you  must  believe,  con- 
fess, affirm,  swear,  and  defend  it;  else  ye  have  to  do  with  me  in 
battle,  ill-conditioned  arrogant  rabble  that  ye  are:  and  come  ye 
on,  one  by  one  as  the  order  of  knighthood  requires,  or  all 
together  as  is  the  custom  and  vile  usage  of  your  breed;  here  do 
I  bide  and  await  you,  relying  on  the  justice  of  the  cause  I  main- 
tain. » 

(<  Sir  Knight, >}  replied  the  trader,  <(  I  entreat  your  Worship  in 
the  name  of  this  present  company  of  princes,  that  to  save  us 
from  charging  our  consciences  with  the  confession  of  a  thing  we 
have  never  seen  or  heard  of,  and  one  moreover  so  much  to  the 
prejudice  of  the  Empresses  and  Queens  of  the  Alcarria  and  Estre- 
madura,  your  worship  will  be  pleased  to  show  us  some  portrait 
of  this  lady,  though  it  be  no  bigger  than  a  grain  of  wheat;  for  by 
the  thread  one  gets  at  the  ball,  and  in  this  way  we  shall  be  sat- 
isfied and  easy,  and  you  will  be  content  and  pleased:  nay,  I  be- 
lieve we  are  already  so  far  agreed  with  you  that  even  though 
her  portrait  should  show  her  blind  of  one  eye,  and  distilling 
vermilion  and  sulphur  from  the  other,  we  would  nevertheless, 
to  gratify  your  Worship,  say  all  in  her  favor  that  you  desire.  * 
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<(  She  distills  nothing  of  the  kind,  vile  rabble, )}  said  Don 
Quixote,  burning  with  rage;  (< nothing  of  the  kind,  I  say;  only 
ambergris  and  civet  in  cotton;  nor  is  she  one-eyed  or  hump- 
backed, but  straighter  than  a  Guadarrama  spindle:  but  ye  must 
pay  for  the  blasphemy  ye  have  uttered  against  beauty  like  that 
of  my  lady.0 

And  so  saying  he  charged  with  leveled  lance  against  the  one 
who  had  spoken,  with  such  fury  and  fierceness  that,  if  luck  had 
not  contrived  that  Rosinante  should  stumble  midway  and  come 
down,  it  would  have  gone  hard  with  the  rash  trader.  Down 
went  Rosinante,  and  over  went  his  master,  rolling  along  the 
ground  for  some  distance;  and  when  he  tried  to  rise  he  was 
unable,  so  incumbered  was  he  with  lance,  buckler,  spurs,  hel- 
met, and  the  weight  of  his  old  armor;  and  all  the  while  he 
was  struggling  to  get  up,  he  kept  saying,  <(Fly  not,  cowards 
and  caitiffs!  stay,  for  not  by  my  fault,  but  my  horse's,  am  I 
stretched  here." 

One  of  the  muleteers  in  attendance,  who  could  not  have  had 
much  good-nature  in  him,  hearing  the  poor  prostrate  man  blus- 
tering in  this  style,  was  unable  to  refrain  from  giving  him  an 
answer  on  his  ribs;  and  coming  up  to  him  he  seized  his  lance, 
and  having  broken  it  in  pieces,  with  one  of  them  he  began  so 
to  belabor  our  Don  Quixote  that,  notwithstanding  and  in  spite 
of  his  armor,  he  milled  him  like  a  measure  of  wheat.  His  mas- 
ters called  out  not  to  lay  on  so  hard  and  to  leave  him  alone, 
but  the  muleteer's  blood  was  up,  and  he  did  not  care  to  drop  the 
game  until  he  had  vented  the  rest  of  his  wrath;  and  gathering 
up  the  remaining  fragments  of  the  lance  he  finished  with  a  dis- 
charge upon  the  unhappy  victim,  who  all  through  the  storm  of 
sticks  that  rained  on  him  never  ceased  threatening  heaven,  and 
earth,  and  the  brigands  —  for  such  they  seemed  to  him.  At  last 
the  muleteer  was  tired,  and  the  traders  continued  their  journey, 
taking  with  them  matter  for  talk  about  the  poor  fellow  who  had 
been  cudgeled.  He,  when  he  found  himself  alone,  made  another 
effort  to  rise;  but  if  he  was  unable  when  whole  and  sound,  how 
was  he  to  rise  after  having  been  thrashed  and  well-nigh  knocked 
to  pieces!  And  yet  he  esteemed  himself  fortunate,  as  it  seemed 
to  him  that  this  was  a  regular  knight-errant 's  mishap,  and 
entirely,  he  considered,  the  fault  of  his  horse.  However,  bat- 
tered in  body  as  he  was,  to  rise  was  beyond  his  power. 
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DON    QUIXOTE   AND   SANCHO   PANZA   SALLY   FORTH!   AND   THE 
ADVENTURE   WITH   THE  WINDMILLS 

HE  REMAINED  at  home  fifteen  days  very  quietly,   without  show- 
ing any  signs  of  a  desire  to  take  up  with  his  former  delu- 
sions;  and  during  this  time  he  held  lively  discussions  with 
his    two    gossips,   the    curate    and    the    barber,    on    the    point    he 
maintained,  that  knights-errant  were  what  the   world  stood  most 
in  need  of,  and  that  in  him  was  to  be  accomplished  the  revival 
of    knight-errantry.      The    curate    sometimes    contradicted    him, 
sometimes  agreed  with  him,  for  if  he  had  not  observed  this  pre- 
caution he  would  have  been  unable  to  bring  him  to  reason. 

Meanwhile  Don  Quixote  worked  upon  a  farm-laborer,  a 
neighbor  of  his,  an  honest  man  (if  indeed  that  title  can  be  given 
to  him  who  is  poor),  but  with  very  little  wit  in  his  pate.  In  a 
word,  he  so  talked  him  over,  and  with  such  persuasions  and 
promises,  that  the  poor  clown  made  up  his  mind  to  sally  forth 
with  him  and  serve  him  as  esquire.  Don  Quixote,  among  other 
things,  told  him  he  ought  to  be  ready  to  go  with  him  gladly, 
because  at  any  moment  an  adventure  might  occur,  that  might 
win  an  island  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  and  leave  him  governor 
of  it.  On  these  and  the  like  promises  Sancho  Panza  (for  so  the 
laborer  was  called)  left  wife  and  children,  and  engaged  himself 
as  esquire  to  his  neighbor.  Don  Quixote  next  set  about  getting 
some  money;  and  selling  one  thing  and  pawning  another,  and 
making  a  bad  bargain  in  every  case,  he  got  together  a  fair  sum. 
He  provided  himself  with  a  buckler,  which  he  begged  as  a  loan 
from  a  friend,  and  restoring  his  battered  helmet  as  best  he 
could,  he  warned  his  squire  Sancho  of  the  day  and  hour  he 
meant  to  set  out,  that  he  might  provide  himself  with  what 
he  thought  most  needful.  Above  all,  he  charged  him  to  take 
alforjas  with  him.  The  other  said  he  would,  and  that  he  meant 
to  take  also  a  very  good  ass  he  had,  as  he  was  not  much  given 
to  going  on  foot.  About  the  ass,  Don  Quixote  hesitated  a  little, 
trying  whether  he  could  call  to  mind  any  knight-errant  taking 
with  him  an  esquire  mounted  on  ass-back,  but  no  instance 
occurred  to  his  memory.  For  all  that,  however,  he  determined  to 
take  him;  intending  to  furnish  him  with  a  more  honorable  mount 
when  a  chance  of  it  presented  itself,  by  appropriating  the  horse 
of  the  first  discourteous  knight  he  encountered.  Himself  he  pro- 
vided with  shirts  and  such  other  things  as  he  could,  according 
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to  the  advice  the  host  had  given  him;  all  which  being  settled 
and  done,  without  taking  leave,  Sancho  Panza  of  his  wife  and 
children,  or  Don  Quixote  of  his  housekeeper  and  niece,  they 
sallied  forth  unseen  by  anybody  from  the  village  one  night,  and 
made  such  good  way  in  the  course  of  it  that  by  daylight  they 
held  themselves  safe  from  discovery,  even  should  search  be  made 
for  them. 

Sancho  rode  on  his  ass  like  a  patriarch,  with  his  alforjas  and 
beta,  and  longing  to  see  himself  soon  governor  of  the  island  his 
master  had  promised  him.  Don  Quixote  decided  upon  taking 
the  same  route  and  road  he  had  taken  on  his  first  journey,  that 
over  the  Campo  de  Montiel,  which  he  traveled  with  less  discom- 
fort than  on  the  last  occasion;  for  as  it  was  early  morning  and 
the  rays  of  the  sun  fell  on  them  obliquely,  the  heat  did  not  dis- 
tress them. 

And  now  said  Sancho  Panza  to  his  master,  <(Your  Worship 
will  take  care,  Senor  Knight- Errant,  not  to  forget  about  the 
island  you  have  promised  me,  for  be  it  ever  so  big  I'll  be  equal 
to  governing  it.)} 

To  which  Don  Quixote  replied :  — <(  Thou  must  know,  friend 
Sancho  Panza,  that  it  was  a  practice  very  much  in  vogue  with 
the  knights-errant  of  old  to  make  their  squires  governors  of  the 
islands  or  kingdoms  they  won,  and  I  am  determined  that  there 
shall  be  no  faikire  on  my  part  in  so  liberal  a  custom;  on  the 
contrary,  I  mean  to  improve  upon  it,  for  they  sometimes,  and  per- 
haps most  frequently,  waited  until  their  squires  were  old,  and 
then  when  they  had  had  enough  of  service  and  hard  days  and 
worse  nights,  they  gave  them  some  title  or  other,  of  count,  or  at 
the  most  marquis,  of  some  valley  or  province  more  or  less;  but 
if  thou  livest  and  I  live,  it  may  well  be  that  before  six  days  are 
over  I  may  have  won  some  kingdom  that  has  others  dependent 
upon  it,  which  will  be  just  the  thing  to  enable  thee  to  be  crowned 
king  of  one  of  them.  Nor  needst  thou  count  this  wonderful,  for 
things  and  chances  fall  to  the  lot  of  such  knights  in  ways  so 
unexampled  and  unexpected  that  I  might  easily  give  thee  even 
more  than  I  promise  thee. w 

<(  In  that  case, w  said  Sancho  Panza,  <(  if  I  should  become  a 
king  by  one  of  those  miracles  your  Worship  speaks  of,  even 
Juana  Gutierrez,  my  old  woman,  would  come  to  be  queen  and 
my  children  infantes. w 

<(  Well,  who  doubts  it  ?  w  said  Don  Quixote. 
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(<  I  doubt   it,"  replied    Sancho   Panza;  "because  for  my  part   f 
am   persuaded   that   though   God    should    shower   down    kingdoms 
upon  earth,  not  one  of  them  would  fit  the  head  of  Mari  (in: 
rez.     Let  me  tell  you,  senor,  she  is  not  worth  two  muruvedis 
a  queen;   countess  will   fit   her   better,  and   that   only  with    (iod's 
help. " 

"Leave  it  to  God,  Sancho/*  returned  Don  Quixote,  <(  for  he 
will  give  her  what  suits  her  best;  but  do  not  undervalue  thyself 
so  much  as  to  come  to  be  content  with  anything  less  than  being 
governor  of  a  province." 

(<  I  will  not,  senor, "  answered  Sancho ;  "  especially  as  I  have  a 
man  of  such  quality  for  master  in  your  Worship,  who  will  be 
able  to  give  me  all  that  will  be  suitable  for  me  and  that  I  can 
bear.» 

At  this  point  they  came  in  sight  of  thirty  or  forty  windmills 
that  there  are  on  that  plain,  and  as  soon  as  Don  Quixote  saw 
them  he  said  to  his  squire,  <(  Fortune  is  arranging  matters  for  us 
better  than  we  could  have  shaped  our  desires  ourselves;  for  look 
there,  friend  Sancho  Panza,  where  thirty  or  more  monstrous 
giants  present  themselves,  all  of  whom  I  mean  to  engage  in 
battle  and  slay,  and  with  whose  spoils  we  shall  begin  to  make 
our  fortunes;  for  this  is  righteous  warfare,  and  it  is  God's  good 
service  to  sweep  so  evil  a  breed  from  off  the  face  of  the  earth." 

«  What  giants  ?  "  said  Sancho  Panza. 

"Those  thou  seest  there, "  answered  his  master,  *  with  the 
long  arms;  and  some  have  them  nearly  two  leagues  long." 

(<  Look,  your  Worship,"  said  Sancho;  "what  we  see  there  are 
not  giants  but  windmills,  and  what  seem  to  be  their  arms  are 
the  sails  that  turned  by  the  wind  make  the  millstones  go.* 

"It  is  easy  to  see,"  replied  Don  Quixote,  "that  thou  art  not 
used  to  this  business  of  adventures;  those  are  giants;  and  if  thou 
art  afraid,  away  with  thee  out  of  this  and  betake  thyself  to 
prayer,  while  I  engage  them  in  fierce  and  unequal  combat." 

So  saying,  he  gave  the  spur  to  his  steed  Rosinante,  heedless 
of  the  cries  his  squire  Sancho  sent  after  him,  warning  him  that 
most  certainly  they  were  windmills  and  not  giants  he  was  going 
to  attack.  He  however  was  so  positive  they  were  giants  that  he 
neither  heard  the  cries  of  Sancho,  nor  perceived,  near  as  he 
was,  what  they  were ;  but  made  at  them,  shouting,  "  Fly  not, 
cowards  and  vile  beings,  for  it  is  a  single  knight  that  attacks 
you ! " 
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A  slight  breeze  at  this  moment  sprang  up,  and  the  great  sails 
began  to  move ;  seeing  which,  Don  Quixote  exclaimed,  (<  Though 
ye  flourish  more  arms  than  the  giant  Briareus,  ye  have  to  reckon 
with  me." 

So  saying,  and  commending  himself  with  all  his  heart  to  his 
lady  Dulcinea,  imploring  her  to  support  him  in  such  a  peril,  with 
lance  in  rest  and  covered  by  his  buckler,  he  charged  at  Rosi- 
nante's  fullest  gallop  and  fell  upon  the  first  mill  that  stood  in 
front  of  him;  but  as  he  drove  his  lance-point  into  the  sail  the 
wind  whirled  it  round  with  such  force  that  it  shivered  the  lance 
to  pieces,  sweeping  with  it  horse  and  rider,  who  went  rolling 
over  on  the  plain  in  a  sorry  condition.  Sancho  hastened  to  his 
assistance  as  fast  as  his  ass  could  go,  and  when  he  came  up 
found  him  unable  to '  move,  with  such  a  shock  had  Rosinante 
fallen  with  him. 

(<  God  bless  me ! "  said  Sancho,  <(  did  I  not  tell  your  Worship 
to  mind  what  you  were  about,  for  they  were  only  windmills  ? 
and  no  one  could  have  made  any  mistake  about  it  but  one  who 
had  something  of  the  same  kind  in  his  head." 

<(  Hush,  friend  Sancho, "  replied  Don  Quixote ;  <(  the  fortunes 
of  war  more  than  any  other  are  liable  to  frequent  fluctuations; 
and  moreover  I  think,  and  it  is  the  truth,  that  that  same  sage 
Friston  who  carried  off  my  study  and  books  has  turned  these 
giants  into  mills  in  order  to  rob  me  of  the  glory  of  vanquishing 
them, —  such  is  the  enmity  he  bears  me;  but  in  the  end  his 
wicked  arts  will  avail  but  little  against  my  good  sword." 

<(  God  order  it  as  he  may,"  said  Sancho  Panza;  and  helping 
him  to  rise,  got  him  up  again  on  Rosinante,  whose  shoulder  was 
half  out;  and  then,  discussing  the  late  adventure,  they  followed 
the  road  to  Puerto  Lapice,  for  there,  said  Don  Quixote,  they 
could  not  fail  to  find  adventures  in  abundance  and  variety,  as 
it  was  a  great  thoroughfare. 
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SANCHO  PANZA  AND  HIS  WIFE  TERESA  CONVERSE  SHREWDLY 

THE  translator  of  this  history,  when  he  comes  to  write  this  fifth 
chapter,  says  that  he  considers  it  apocryphal,  because  in  it 
Sancho  Panza  speaks  in  a  style  unlike  that  which  might 
have  been  expected  from  his  limited  intelligence,  and  says  things 
so  subtle  that  he  does  not  think  it  possible  he  could  have  con- 
ceived them;  however,  desirous  of  doing  what  his  task  imposed 
upon  him,  he  was  unwilling  to  leave  it  untranslated,  and  there- 
fore he  went  on  to  say:  — 

Sancho  came  home  in  such  glee  and  spirits  that  his  wife 
noticed  his  happiness  a  bowshot  off,  so  much  so  that  it  made  her 
ask  him,  «What  have  you  got,  Sancho  friend,  that  you  are  so 
glad  ? » 

To  which  he  replied,  "Wife,  if  it  were  God's  will,  I  should  be 
very  glad  not  to  be  so  well  pleased  as  I  show  myself. » 

«I  don't  understand  you,  husband, »  said  she,  "and  I  don't 
know  what  you  mean  by  saying  you  would  be  glad,  if  it  were 
God's  will,  not  to  be  well  pleased;  for  fool  as  I  am,  I  don't 
know  how  one  can  find  pleasure  in  not  having  it.® 

<(  Hark  ye,  Teresa, >}  replied  Sancho,  <(  I  am  glad  because  I 
have  made  up  my  mind  to  go  back  to  the  service  of  my  master 
Don  Quixote,  who  means  to  go  out  a  third  time  to  seek  for 
adventures;  and  I  am  going  with  him  again,  for  my  necessities 
will  have  it  so,  and  also  the  hope  that  cheers  me  with  the 
thought  that  I  may  find  another  hundred  crowns  like  those  we 
have  spent;  though  it  makes  me  sad  to  have  to  leave  thee  and 
the  children;  and  if  God  would  be  pleased  to  let  me  have  my 
daily  bread,  dry-shod  and  at  home,  without  taking  me  out  into 
the  byways  and  cross-roads — and  he  could  do  it  at  small  cost 
by  merely  willing  it — it  is  clear  my  happiness  would  be  more 
solid  and  lasting,  for  the  happiness  I  have  is  mingled  with  sorrow 
at  leaving  thee;  so  that  I  was  right  in  saying  I  would  be  glad,  if 
it  were  God's  will,  not  to  be  well  pleased.* 

<(  Look  here,  Sancho, w  said  Teresa ;  <(  ever  since  you  joined  on 
to  a  knight-errant  you  talk  in  such  a  roundabout  way  that  there 
is  no  understanding  you." 

<(  It  is  enough  that  God  understands  me,  wife, »  replied  Sancho ; 
*  for  he  is  the  understander  of  all  things ;  that  will  do :  but  mind, 
sister,  you  must  look  to  Dapple  carefully  for  the  next  three  days, 
so  that  he  may  be  fit  to  take  arms;  double  his  feed,  and  see  to 
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the  pack-saddle  and  other  harness,  for  it  is  not  to  a  wedding  we 
are  bound,  but  to  go  round  the  world,  and  play  at  give-and-take 
with  giants  and  dragons  and  monsters,  and  hear  hissings  and 
roarings  and  bellowings  and  howlings;  and  even  all  this  would 
be  lavender,  if  we  had  not  to  reckon  with  Yanguesans  and 
enchanted  Moors. " 

<(I  know  well  enough,  husband, "  said  Teresa,  <(that  squires- 
errant  don't  eat  their  bread  for  nothing,  and  so  I  will  be  always 
praying  to  our  Lord  to  deliver  you  speedily  from  all  that  hard 
fortune." 

(<I  can  tell  you,  wife,"  said  Sancho,  (<if  I  did  not  expect  to 
see  myself  governor  of  an  island  before  long,  I  would  drop  down 
dead  on  the  spot." 

<(Nay  then,  husband,"  said  Teresa,  (<let  the  hen  live,  though 
it  be  with  her  pip;  live,  and  let  the  devil  take  all  the  gov- 
ernments in  the  world;,  you  came  out  of  your  mother's  womb 
without  a  government,  you  have  lived  until  now  without  a  gov- 
ernment, and  when  it  is  God's  will  you  will  go,  or  be  carried, 
to  your  grave  without  a  government.  How  many  there  are  in 
the  world  who  live  without  a  government,  and  continue  to  live 
all  the  same,  and  are  reckoned  in  the  number  of  the  people. 
The  best  sauce  in  the  world  is  hunger,  and  as  the  poor  are 
never  without  that,  they  always  eat  with  a  relish.  But  mind, 
Sancho,  if  by  good  luck  you  should  find  yourself  with  some  gov- 
ernment, don't  forget  me  and  your  children.  Remember  that 
Sanchico  is  now  full  fifteen,  and  it  is  right  he  should  go  to 
school,  if  his  uncle  the  abbot  has  a  mind  to  have  him  trained  for 
the  Church.  Consider,  too,  that  your  daughter  Maria- Sancha  will 
not  die  of  grief  if  we  marry  her;  for  I  have  my  suspicions  that 
she  is  as  eager  to  get  a  husband  as  you  to  get  a  government; 
and  after  all,  a  daughter  looks  better  ill  married  than  well 
kept." 

(<  By  my  faith,"  replied  Sancho,  <(if  God  brings  me  to  get  any 
sort  of  a  government,  I  intend,  wife,  to  make  such  a  high  match 
for  Maria- Sancha  that  there  will  be  no  approaching  her  without 
calling  her  < my  lady. )  " 

<(  Nay,  Sancho,"  returned  Teresa,  (< marry  her  to  her  equal, 
that  is  the  safest  plan;  for  if  you  put  her  out  of  wooden  clogs 
into  high-heeled  shoes,  out  of  her  gray  flannel  petticoat  into 
hoops  and  silk  gowns,  out  of  the  plain  <  Marica  >  and  ( thou J  into 
'Dona  So-and-so*  and  (my  lady,'  the  girl  won't  know  where  she 
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is,  and  at  every  turn  she  will  fall  into  a  thousand  blunders  t'nat 
will  show  the  thread  of  her  coarse  homespun  stuff. " 

"Tut,  you  fool,"  said  Sancho;  " it  will  be  only  to  practice  it 
for  two  or  three  years,  and  then  dignity  and  decorum  will  fit  her 
as  easily  as  a  glove,  and  if  not,  what  matter?  Let  her  be  (my 
lady,*  and  never  mind  what  happens. * 

<(  Keep  to  your  own  station,  Sancho, >}  replied  Teresa ;  "  don't 
try  to  raise  yourself  higher,  and  bear  in  mind  the  proverb  that 
says,  'Wipe  the  nose  of  your  neighbor's  son,  and  take  him  into 
your  house.  *  A  fine  thing  it  would  be,  indeed,  to  marry  our 
Maria  to  some  great  count  or  grand  gentleman  who  when  the 
humor  took  him  would  abuse  her,  and  call  her  ( clown-bred )  and 
*  clodhopper's  daughter  >  and  'spinning-wench.'  I  have  not  been 
bringing  up  my  daughter  for  that  all  this  time,  I  can  tell  you, 
husband.  Do  you  bring  home  money,  Sancho,  and  leave  marry- 
ing her  to  my  care:  there  is  Lope  Tocho,  Juan  Tocho's  son,  a 
stout,  sturdy  young  fellow  that  we  know,  and  I  can  see  he  does 
not  look  sour  at  the  girl;  and  with  him,  one  of  our  own  sort, 
she  will  be  well  married,  and  we  shall  have  her  always  under 
our  eyes,  and  be  all  one  family,  parents  and  children,  grand- 
children and  sons-in-law,  and  the  peace  and  blessing  of  God  will 
dwell  among  us;  so  don't  you  go  marrying  her  in  those  courts 
and  grand  palaces  where  they  won't  know  what  to  make  of  her, 
or  she  what  to  make  of  herself. >} 

"Why,  you  idiot  and  wife  for  Barabbas,"  said  Sancho,  <(what 
do  you  mean  by  trying,  without  why  or  wherefore,  to  keep  me 
from  marrying  my  daughter  to  one  who  will  give  me  grand- 
children that  will  be  called  ( your  Lordship  >  ?  Look  ye,  Teresa, 
I  have  always  heard  my  elders  say  that  he  who  does  not  know 
how  to  take  advantage  of  luck  when  it  comes  to  him,  has  no 
right  to  complain  if  it  gives  him  the  go-by;  and  now  that  it  is 
knocking  at  our  door,  it  will  not  do  to  shut  it  out;  let  us  go 
with  the  favoring  breeze  that  blows  upon  us."  (It  is  this  sort  of 
talk,  and  what  Sancho  says  lower  down,  that  made  the  translator 
of  the  history  say  he  considered  this  chapter  apocryphal.)  "Don't 
you  see,  you  animal, w  continued  Sancho,  "that  it  will  be  well 
for  me  to  drop  into  some  profitable  government  that  will  lift  us 
out  of  the  mire,  and  marry  Mari-Sancha  to  whom  I  like;  and 
you  yourself  will  find  yourself  called  c  Dona  Teresa  Panza,>  and 
sitting  in  church  on  a  fine  carpet  and  cushions  and  draperies,  in 
spite  and  in  defiance  of  all  the  born  ladies  of  the  town?  No, 
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stay  as  you  are,  growing  neither  greater  nor  less,  like  a  tapestry 
figure.  —  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it,  for  Sanchica  shall  be  a 
countess,  say  what  you  will. )} 

(<  Are  you  sure  of  all  you .  say,  husband  ? }>  replied  Teresa. 
<(Well,  for  all  that,  I  am  afraid  this  rank  of  countess  for  my 
daughter  will  be  her  ruin.  You  do  as  you  like,  make  a  duchess 
or  a  princess  of  her,  but  I  can  tell  you  it  will  not  be  with  my 
will  and  consent.  I  was  always  a  lover  of  equality,  brother,  and 
I  can't  bear  to  see  people  give  themselves  airs  without  any  right. 
They  called  me  Teresa  at  my  baptism, —  a  plain,  simple  name, 
without  any  additions  or  tags  or  fringes  of  Dons  or  Donas;  Cas- 
cajo  was  my  father's  name,  and  as  I  am  your  wife,  I  am  called 
Teresa  Panza,  though  by  right  I  ought  to  be  called  Teresa  Cas- 
cajo;  but  ( kings  go  where  laws  like,*  and  I  am  content  with 
this  name  withput  having  the  (  Don  )  put  on  top  of  it  to  make  it 
so  heavy  that  I  cannot  carry  it;. and  I  don't  want  to  make  people 
talk  about  me  when  they  see  me  go  dressed  like  a  countess  or 
governor's  wife ;  for  they  will  say  at  once,  ( See  what  airs  the 
slut  gives  herself!  Only  yesterday  she  was  always  spinning  flax, 
and  used  to  go  to  mass  with  the  tail  of  her  petticoat  over  her 
head  instead  of  a  mantle;  and  there  she  goes  to-day  in  a  hooped 
gown  with  her  brooches  and  airs,  as  if  we  didn't  know  her!'  If 
God  keeps  me  in  my  seven  senses,  or  five,  or  whatever  number 
I  have,  I  am  not  going  to  bring  myself  to  such  a  pass;  go  you, 
brother,  and  be  a  government  or  an  island  man,  and  swagger  as 
much  as  you  like;  for  by  the  soul  of  my  mother,  neither  my 
daughter  nor  I  are  going  to  stir  a  step  from  our  village;  a 
respectable  woman  should  have  a  broken  leg  and  keep  at  home, 
and  to  be  busy  at  something  is  a  virtuous  damsel's  holiday;  be 
off  to  your  adventures,  along  with  your  Don  Quixote,  and  leave 
us  to  our  misadventures,  for  God  will  mend  them  for  us  accord- 
ing as  we  deserve  it.  I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,  who  fixed  the 
( Don  >  to  him,  what  neither  his  father  nor  grandfather  ever  had. }) 

(( I  declare,  thou  hast  a  devil  of  some  sort  in  thy  body!"  said 
Sancho.  (<  God  help  thee,  woman,  what  a  lot  of  things  thou  hast 
strung  together,  one  after  the  other,  without  head  or  tail!  What 
have  Cascajo,  and  the  brooches  and  the  proverbs  and  the  airs,  to 
do  with  what  I  say?  Look  here,  fool  and  dolt  (for  so  I  may 
call  you  when  you  don't  understand  my  words  and  run^  away 
from  good  fortune),  if  I  had  said  that  my  daughter  was  to  throw 
herself  down  from  a  tower,  or  go  roaming  the  world,  as  the 
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Infanta  Dona  Urraca  wanted  to  do,  you  would  be  right  in  not 
giving  way  to  my  will;  but  if  in  an  instant,  in  less  than  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  I  put  the  <Don>  and  <my  lady*  on  her 
back,  and  take  her  out  of  the  stubble  and  place  her  under  a 
canopy,  on  a  dais,  and  on  a  couch  with  more  velvet  cushions 
than  all  the  Almohades  of  Morocco  ever  had  in  their  family,  why 
won't  you  consent  and  fall  in  with  my  wishes  ?" 

<(Do  you  know  why,  husband  ?  "  replied  Teresa;  « because  of 
the  proverb  that  says,  'Who  covers  thee,  discovers  thee.'  At 
the  poor  man  people  only  throw  a  hasty  glance;  on  the  rich  man 
they  fix  their  eyes;  and  if  the  said  rich  man  was  once  on  a  time 
poor,  it  is  then  there  is  the  sneering  and  the  tattle  and  spite  of 
backbiters;  and  in  the  streets  here  they  swarm  as  thick  as  bees." 

"Look  here,  Teresa, "  said  Sancho,  «and  listen  to  what  I  am 
now  going  to  say  to  you ;  maybe  you  never  heard  it  in  all  youf 
life;  and  I  do  not  give  my  own  notions,  for  what  I  am  about  to 
say  are  the  opinions  of  his  Reverence  the  preacher  who  preached 
in  this  town  last  Lent,  and  who  said,  if  I  remember  rightly,  that 
all  things  present  that  our  eyes  behold,  bring  themselves  before 
us  and  remain  and  fix  themselves  on  our  memory  much  better 
and  more  forcibly  than  things  past."  (These  observations  which 
Sancho  makes  here  are  the  other  ones  on  account  of  which  the 
translator  says  he  regards  this  chapter  as  apocryphal,  inasmuch 
as  they  are  beyond  Sancho's  capacity.)  (( Whence  it  arises,"  he 
continued,  <(that  when  we  see  any  person  well  dressed  and  mak- 
ing a  figure  with  rich  garments  and  retinue  of  servants,  it  seems 
to  lead  and  impel  us  perforce  to  respect  him,  though  memory 
may  at  the  same  time  recall  to  us  some  lowly  condition  in  which 
we  have  seen  him,  but  which,  whether  it  may  have  been  poverty 
or  low  birth,  being  now  a  thing  of  the  past  has  no  existence; 
while  the  only  thing  that  has  any  existence  is  what  we  see 
before  us;  and  if  this  person  whom  fortune  has  raised  from  his 
original  lowly  state  (these  were  the  very  words  the  padre  used) 
to  his  present  height  of  prosperity,  be  well-bred,  generous,  court- 
eous to  all,  without  seeking  to  vie  with  those  whose  nobility  is 
of  ancient  date, —  depend  upon  it,  Teresa,  no  one  will  remember 
what  he  was,  and  every  one  will  respect  what  he  is,  except 
indeed  the  envious,  from  whom  no  fair  fortune  is  safe." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  husband,"  replied  Teresa;  (<do  as 
you  like,  and  don't  break  my  head  with  any  more  speechifying 
and  rhetoric;  and  if  you  have  revolved  to  do  what  you  say — " 
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(<  Resolved,  you  should  say,  woman, w  said  Sancho,  <(not  re- 
volved. » 

<(  Don't  set  yourself  to  wrangle  with  me,  husband,"  said  Ter- 
esa ;  (<  I  speak  as  God  pleases,  and  don't  deal  in  out-of-the-way 
phrases;  and  I  say  if  you  are  bent  upon  having  a  government, 
take  your  son  Sancho  with  you,  and  teach  him  from  this  time  on 
how  to  hold  a  government;  for  sons  ought  to  inherit  and  learn 
the  trades  of  their  fathers. }> 

<(  As  soon  as  I  have  the  government, )}  said  Sancho,  (<  I  will 
send  for  him  by  post,  and  I  will  send  thee  money,  of  which  I 
shall  have  no  lack,  for  there  is  never  any  want  of  people  to  lend 
it  to  governors  when  they  have  not  got  it;  and  do  thou  dress 
him  so  as  to  hide  what  he  is  and  make  him  look  what  he  is 
to  be.» 

(<You  send  the  money,  »  said  Teresa,  ((and  I'll  dress  him  up 
for  you  as  fine  as  you  please. }> 

"Then  we  are  agreed  that  our  daughter  is  to  be  a  countess,* 
said  Sancho. 

(<The  day  that  I  see  her  a  countess, »  replied  Teresa,  (<it  will 
be  the  same  to  me  as  if  I  was  burying  her;  but  once  more  I  say 
do  as  you  please,  for  we  women  are  born  to  this  burden  of 
being  obedient  to  our  husbands,  though  they  be  dogs ; })  and  with 
this  she  began  to  weep  in  downright  earnest,  as  if  she  already 
saw  Sanchica  dead  and  buried. 

Sancho  consoled  her  by  saying  that  though  he  must  make 
her  a  countess,  he  would  put  it  off  as  long  as  possible.  Here 
their  conversation  came  to  an  end,  and  Sancho  went  back  to  see 
Don  Quixote  and  make  arrangements  for  their  departure. 


OF  SANCHO  PANZA'S   DELECTABLE  DISCOURSE   WITH   THE 

DUCHESS 

THE  history  records  that   Sancho   did  not  sleep  that  afternoon, 
but  in   order   to   keep   his  word,  came,   before   he    had   well 
done   dinner,   to  visit   the   duchess;  who,   finding   enjoyment 
in  listening  to  him,  made  him  sit  down  beside  her  on  a  low  seat, 
though    Sancho    out   of   pure   good   breeding    wanted    not   to    sit 
down;  the  duchess  however  told  him  he  was  to  sit  down  as  gov- 
ernor  and    talk    as    squire,    as    in    both    respects    he    was    worthy 
of    even    the    chair   of   Cid    Ruy    Diaz   the    Campeador.       Sancho 


3478 

shrugged  his  shoulders,  obeyed,  and  sat  down,  and  all  the  duch- 
ess's damsels  and  duennas  gathered  round  him,  waiting  in  pro- 
found silence  to  hear  what  he  would  say.  It  was  the  duchess 
however  who  spoke  first,  saying,  — «  Now  that  we  are  alone,  and 
.  that  there  is  nobody  here  to  overhear  us,  I  should  be  glad  if  the 
sefior  governor  would  relieve  me  of  certain  doubts  I  have,  rising 
out  of  the  history  of  the  great  Don  Quixote  that  is  now  in  print. 
One  is:  inasmuch  as  worthy  Sancho  never  saw  Dulcinea, —  I  mean 
the  lady  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,— nor  took  Don  Quixote's  letter  to 

her, for  it  was  left  in  the  memorandum-book  in  the  Sierra  Mo- 

rena,  how  did  he  dare  to  invent  the  answer  and  all  that  about 
finding  her  sifting  wheat, —  the  whole  story  being  a  deception  and 
falsehood,  and  so  much  to  the  prejudice  of  the  peerless  Dulcinea 's 
good  name;  a  thing  that  is  not  at  all  becoming  the  character  and 
fidelity  of  a  good  squire  ? w 

At  these  words,  Sancho,  without  uttering  one  in  reply,  got  up 
from  his  chair,  and  with  noiseless  steps,  with  his  body  bent  and 
his  finger  on  his  lips,  went  all  round  the  room  lifting  up  the 
hangings;  and  this  done,  he  came  back  to  his  seat  and  said:  — 
w  Now,  sefiora,  that  I  have  seen  that  there  is  no  one  except  the 
bystanders  listening  to  us  on  the  sly,  I  will  answer  what  you 
have  asked  me,  and  all  you  may  ask  me,  without  fear  or  dread. 
And  the  first  thing  I  have  got  to  say  is,  that  for  my  own  part  I 
hold  my  master  Don  Quixote  to  be  stark  mad,  though  sometimes 
he  says  things  that  to  my  mind,  and  indeed  everybody's  that 
listens  to  him,  are  so  wise  and  run  in  such  a  straight  furrow 
that  Satan  himself  could  not  have  said  them  better;  but  for  all 
that,  really  and  beyond  all  question,  it's  my  firm  belief  he  is 
cracked.  Well,  then,  as  this  is  clear  to  my  mind,  I  can  venture 
to  make  him  believe  things  that  have  neither  head  nor  tail,  like 
that  affair  of  the  answer  to  the  letter,  and  that  other  of  six  or 
eight  .days  ago  which  is  not  yet  in  history, —  that  is  to  say,  the 
affair  of  the  enchantment  of  my  lady  Dulcinea;  for  I  made  him 
believe  she  is  enchanted,  though  there's  no  more  truth  in  it  than 
over  the  hills  of  Ubeda." 

The  duch'ess  begged  him  to  tell  her  about  the  enchantment  of 
deception,  so  Sancho  told  the  whole  story  exactly  as  it  had  hap- 
pened, and  his  hearers  were  not  a  little  amused  by  it;  and  then 
resuming,  the  duchess  said :  — (( In  consequence  of  what  worthy 
Sancho  has  told  me,  a  doubt  starts  up  in  my  mind,  and  there 
comes  a  kind  of  whisper  to  my  ears  that  says,  < If  Don  Quixote 
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be  mad,  •  crazy,  cracked,  and  Sancho  his  squire  knows  it,  and 
notwithstanding  serves  and  follows  him,  and  goes  trusting  to  his 
empty  promises,  there  can  be  no  doubt  he  must  be  still  madder 
and  sillier  than  his  master;  and  that  being  so,  it  will  be  cast  in 
your  teeth,  seiiora  Duchess,  if  you  give  the  said  Sancho  an 
island  to  govern;  for  how  will  he  who  does  not  know  how  to 
govern  himself  know  how  to  govern  others  ? *  ** 

<(  My  God,  senora, **  said  Sancho,  (<  but  that  doubt  comes 
timely ;  but  your  Grace  may  say  it  out,  and  speak  plainly,  or  as 
you  like;  for  I  know  what  you  say  is  true,  and  if  I  were  wise  I 
should  have  left  my  master  long  ago:  but  this  was  my  fate,  this 
was  my  bad  luck;  I  can't  help  it,  I  must  follow  him;  we're  from 
the  same  village,  I  have  eaten  his  bread,  I'm  fond  of  him,  I'm 
grateful,  he  gave  me  his  ass-colts,  and  above  all  I'm  faithful;  so 
it's  quite  impossible  for  anything  to  separate  us  except  the  pick- 
axe and  shovel.  And  if  your  Highness  does  not  like  to  give  me 
the  government  you  promised,  God  made  me  without  it,  and 
maybe  your  not  giving  it  to  me  will  be  all  the  better  for  my 
conscience ;  for  fool  as  I  am,  I  know  the  proverb  (  To  her  hurt  the 
ant  got  wings, )  and  it  may  be  that  Sancho  the  squire  will  get  to 
heaven  sooner  than  Sancho  the  governor.  (  They  make  as  good 
bread  here  as  in  France  * ;  and  (  By  night  all  cats  are  gray  ) ;  and 
(A  hard  case  enough  his,  who  hasn't  broken  his  fast  at  two  in 
the  afternoon  * ;  and  (  There's  no  stomach  a  hand's-breadth  biggei 
than  another*;  and  the  same  can  be  filled  'with  straw  or  hay,* 
as  the  saying  is ;  and  (  The  little  birds  of  the  field  have  God  for 
their  purveyor  and  caterer*;  and  <  Four  yards  of  Cuenca  frieze 
keep  one  warmer  than  four  of  Segovia  broadcloth?;  and  (When 
we  quit  this  world  and  are  put  underground,  the  prince  travels 
by  as  narrow  a  path,  as  the  journeyman*;  and  (  The  Pope's  body 
does  not  take  up  more  feet  of  earth  than  the  sacristan's,*  for  all 
that  the  one  is  higher  than  the  other;  for  when  we  go  to  our 
graves  we  all  pack  ourselves  up  and  make  ourselves  small,  or 
rather  they  pack  us  up  and  make  us  small  in  spite  of  us,  and 
then  —  good-night  to  us.  And  I  say  once  more,  if  your  ladyship 
does  not  like  to  give  me  the  island  because  I'm  a  fool,  like  a 
wise  man  I  will  take  care  to  give  myself  no  trouble  about  it;  I 
have  heard  say  that  ( Behind  the  cross  there's  the  devil,*  and 
that  'All  that  glitters  is  not  gold,*  and  that  from  among  the 
oxen  and  the  plows  and  the  yokes,  Wamba  the  husbandman 
was  taken  to  be  made  king  of  Spain;  and  from  among  brocades 
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and  pleasures  and  riches,  Roderick  was  taken  to  be  'devoured 
by  adders,  if  the  verses  of  the  old  ballads  don't  lie." 

«To  be  sure  they  don't  lie!"  exclaimed  Dona  Rodriguez,  the 
duenna,  who  was  one  of  the  listeners.  <(  Why,  there's  a  ballad 
that  says  they  put  King  Rodrigo  alive  into  a  tomb  full  of  toads 
and  adders  and  lizards,  and  that  two  days  afterwards  the  king, 
in  a  plaintive,  feeble  voice,  cried  out  from  within  the  tomb  — 

(They  gnaw  me  now,  they  gnaw  me  now, 
There  where  I  most  did  sin.* 

And  according  to  that,  the  gentleman  has  good  reason  to  say  he 
would  rather  be  a  laboring  man  than  a  king,  if  vermin  are  to 
eat  him." 

The  duchess  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  simplicity  of  her 
duenna,  or  wondering  at  the  language  and  proverbs  of  Sancho, 
to  whom  she  said:  — « Worthy^  Sancho  knows  very  well  that  when 
once  a  knight  has  made  a  promise  he  strives  to  keep  it,  though 
it  should  cost  him  his  life.  My  lord-  and  husband  the  duke, 
though  not  one  of  the  errant  sort,  is  none  the  less  a  knight  for 
that  reason,  and  will  keep  his  word  about  the  promised  island 
in  spite  of  the  envy  and  malice  of  the  world.  Let  Sancho  be  of 
good  cheer;  for  when  he  least  expects  it  he  will  find  himself 
seated  on  the  throne  of  his  island  and  seat  of  dignity,  and  will 
take  possession  of  his  government  that  he  may  discard  it  for 
another  of  three -bordered  brocade.  The  charge  I  give  him  is,  to 
be  careful  how  he  governs  his  vassals,  bearing  in  mind  that  they 
are  all  loyal  and  well-born." 

(<As  to  governing  them  well,"  said  Sancho,  (< there's  no  need 
of  charging  me  to  do  that,  for  I'm  kind-hearted  by  nature,  and 
full  of  compassion  for  the  poor;  there's  no  stealing  the  loaf 
from  him  who  kneads  and  bakes*;  and  by  my  faith,  it  won't  do 
to  throw  false  dice  with  me;  I  am  an  old  dog,  and  I  know  all 
about  <tus,  tus>;  I  can  be  wide  awake  if  need  be,  and  I  don't 
Ut  clouds  come  before  my  eyes,  for  I  know  where  the  shoe 
pinches  me;  I  say  so,  because  with  me  the  good  will  have  sup- 
port and  protection,  and  the  bad  neither  footing  nor  access. 
And  it  seems  to  me  that  in  governments,  to  make  a  beginning 
is  everything;  and  maybe  after  having  been  governor  a  fort- 

ht,  I'll  take  kindly  to  the  work  and  know  more  about  it  than 
the  field  labor  I  have  been  brought  up  to." 
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(<You  are  right,  Sancho,"  said  the  duchess;  <(for  no  one  is 
born  ready  taught,  and  the  bishops  are  made  out  of  men  and 
not  out  of  stones.  But  to  return  to  the  subject  we  were  discuss- 
ing just  now,  the  enchantment  of  the  lady  Dulcinea:  I  look  upon 
it  as  certain,  and  something  more  than  evident,  that  Sancho's 
idea  of  practicing  a  deception  upon  his  master,  making  him 
believe  that  the  peasant  girl  was  Dulcinea  and  that  if  he  did 
not  recognize  her  it  must  be  because  she  was  enchanted,  was  all 
a  device  of  one  of  the  enchanters  that  persecute  Don  Quixote. 
For  in  truth  and  earnest,  I  know  from  good  authority  that  the 
coarse  country  wench  who  jumped  up  on  the  ass  was  and  is 
Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  and  that  worthy  Sancho,  though  he  fancies 
himself  the  deceiver,  is  the  one  that  is  deceived;  and  that  there 
is  no  more  reason  to  doubt  the  truth  of  this,  than  of  anything 
else  we  never  saw.  Senor  Sancho  Panza  must  know  that  we  too 
have  enchanters  here,  that  are  well  disposed  to  us,  and  tell  us 
what  goes  on  in  the  world,  plainly  and  distinctly,  without  sub- 
terfuge or  deception;  and  believe  me,  Sancho,  that  agile  country 
lass  was  and  is  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  who  is  as  much  enchanted 
as  the  mother  that  bore  her;  and  when  we  least  expect  it,  we 
shall  see  her  in  her  own  proper  form,  and  then  Sancho  will  be 
disabused  of  the  error  he  is  under  at  present.  ® 

<(A11  that's  very  possible, "  said  Sancho  Panza;  <(and  now  I'm 
willing  to  believe  what  my  master  says  about  what  he  saw  in 
the  cave  of  Montesinos,  where  he  says  he  saw  the  lady  Dulcinea 
del  Toboso  in  the  very  same  dress  and  apparel  that  I  said  I  had 
seen  her  in  when  I  enchanted  her  all  to  please  myself.  It  must 
be  all  exactly  the  other  way,  as  your  ladyship  says;  because  it  is 
impossible  to  suppose  that  out  of  my  poor  wit  such  a  cunning 
trick  could  be  concocted  in  a  moment,  nor  do  I  think  my  master 
is  so  mad  that  by  my  weak  and  feeble  persuasion  he  could  be 
made  to  believe  a  thing  so  out  of  all  reason.  But,  sefiora,  your 
Excellence  must  not  therefore  think  me  ill-disposed,  for  a  dolt 
like  me  is  not  bound  to  see  into  the  thoughts  and  plots  of  those 
vile  enchanters.  I  invented  all  that  to  escape  my  master's  scold- 
ing, and  not  with  any  intention  of  hurting  him;  and  if  it  has 
turned  out  differently,  there  is  a  God  in  heaven  who  judges  our 
hearts. }) 

<(That  is  true,"  said  the  duchess;  (<but  tell  me,  Sancho,  what 
is  this  you  say  about  the  cave  of  Montesinos,  for  I  should  like 
to  know." 
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Sancho,  upon  this,  related  to  her  word  for  word  what  has 
been  said  already  touching  that  adventure;  and  having  heard  it, 
the  duchess  said:  — <(  From  this  occurrence  it  may  be  inferred 
that  as  the  great  Don  Quixote  says  he  saw  there  the  same  coun- 
try wench  Sancho  saw  on  the  way  from  El  Toboso,  it  is  no 
doubt  Dulcinea,  and  there  are  some  very  active  and  exceedingly 
busy  enchanters  about.  * 

«So  I  say,"  said  Sancho;  (<and  if  my  lady  Dulcinea  is  en- 
chanted, so  much  the  worse  for  her,  and  I'm  not  going  to  pick  a 
quarrel  with  my  master's  enemies,  who  seem  to  be  many  and 
spiteful.  The  truth  is  that  the  one  I  saw  was  a  country  wench, 
and  I  set  her  down  to  be  a  country  wench;  and  if  that  was 
Dulcinea  it  must  not  be  laid  at  my  door,  nor  should  I  be  called 
to  answer  for  it  or  take  the  consequences.  But  they  must  go 
nagging  at  me  at  every  step — (  Sancho.  said  it,-  Sancho  did  it; 
Sancho  here,  Sancho  there, y  as  if  Sancho  was  nobody  at  all,  and 
not  that  same  Sancho  Panza  that's  now  going  all  over  the  world 
in  books,  so  Samson  Carrasco  told  me,  and  he's  at  any  rate  one 
that's  a  bachelor  of  Salamanca;  and  people  of  that  sort  can't  lie, 
except  when  the  whim  seizes  them  or  they  have  some  very  good 
reason  for  it.  So  there's  no  occasion  for  anybody  to  quarrel 
with  me;  and  then  I  have  a  good  character,  and  as  I  have 
heard  my  master  say,  (A  good  name  is  better  than  great  riches*; 
let  them  only  stick  me  into  this  government  and  they'll  see  won- 
ders, for  one  who  has  been  a  good  squire  will  be  a  good  gov- 
ernor. w 

(<  All  worthy  Sancho's  observations, }>  said  the  duchess,  (<  are 
Catonian  sentences,  or  at  any  rate  out  of  the  very  heart  of 
Michael  Verino  himself,  who  florentibus  occidit  annis.  In  fact, 
to  speak  in  his  own  style,  ( Under  a  bad  cloak  there's  often  a 
good  drinker. }  w 

<(  Indeed,  senora, »  said  Sancho,  <(  I  never  yet  drank  out  of 
wickedness;  from  thirst  I  have,  very  likely,  for  I  have  nothing 
of  the  hypocrite  in  me;  I  drink  when  I'm  inclined,  or,  if  I'm 
not  inclined,  when  they  offer  it  to  me,  so  as  not  to  look  either 
strait-laced  or  ill-bred;  for  when  a  friend  drinks  one's  health, 
what  heart  can  be  so  hard  as  not  to  return  it  ?  But  if  I  put  on 
my  shoes  I  don't  dirty  them;  besides,  squires  to  knights-errant 
mostly  drink  water,  for  they  are  always  wandering  among  woods, 
forests,  and  meadows,  mountains  and  crags,  without  a  drop  of 
wine  to  be  had  if  they  gave  their  eyes  for  it." 
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<(  So  I  believe,®  said  the  duchess;  (<  and  now  let  Sancho  go 
and  take  his  sleep,  and  we  will  talk  by-and-by  at  greater  length, 
and  settle  how  he  may  soon  go  and  stick  himself  into  the  gov- 
ernment, as  he  says.* 

Sancho  once  more  kissed  the  duchess's  hand,  and  entreated 
her  to  be  so  kind  as  to  let  good  care  be  taken  of  his  Dapple,  for 
he  was  the  light  of  his  eyes. 

(<  What  is  Dapple  ? ®  said  the  duchess. 

(<  My  ass, ®  said  Sancho,  (<  which,  not  to  mention  him  by  that 
name,  I'm  accustomed  to  call  Dapple;  I  begged  this  lady  duenna 
here  to  take  care  of  him  when  I  came  into  the  castle,  and  she 
got  as  angry  as  if  I  had  said  she  was  ugly  or  old,  though  it 
ought  to  be  more  natural  and  proper  for  duennas  to  feed  asses 
than  to  ornament  chambers.  God  bless  me !  what  a  spite  a  gen- 
tleman of  my  village  had  against  these  ladies ! ® 

<(He  must  have  been  some  clown,®  said  Dona  Rodriguez,  the 
duenna ;  (<  for  if  he  had  been  a  gentleman  and  well-born  he 
would  have  exalted  them  higher  than  the  horns  of  the  moon.® 

<(That  will  do,0  said  the  duchess;  (< no  more  of  this;  hush, 
Dona  Rodriguez,  and  let  Senor  Panza  rest  easy  and  leave  the 
treatment  of  Dapple  in  my  charge;  for  as  he  is  a  treasure  of 
Sancho's,  I'll  put  him  on  the  apple  of  my  eye.® 

<(  It  will  be  enough  for  him  to  be  in  the  stable,®  said  Sancho, 
(<  for  neither  he  nor  I  are  worthy  to  rest  a  moment  in  the  apple 
of  your  Highness's  eye,  and  I'd  as  soon  stab  myself  as  consent 
to  it;  for  though  my  master  says  that  in  civilities  it  is  better  to 
lose  by  a  card  too  many  than  a  card  too  few,  when  it  comes  to 
civilities  to  asses  we  must  mind  what  we  are  about  and  keep 
within  due  bounds. ® 

(( Take  him  to  your  government,  Sancho, ®  said  the  duchess, 
(( and  there  you  will  be  able  to  make  as  much  of  him  as  you 
like,  and  even  release  him  from  work  and  pension  him  off.® 

<(  Don't  think,  senora  duchess,  that  you  have  said  anything 
absurd,  ®  said  Sancho :  <(  I  have  seen  more  than  two  asses  go  to 
governments,  and  for  me  to  take  mine  with  me  would  be  noth- 
ing new.® 

Sancho's  words  made  the  duchess  laugh  again,  and  gave  her 
fresh  amusement,  and  dismissing  him  to  sleep  she  went  away 
to  tell  the  duke  the  conversation  she  had  had  with  him. 
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SANCHO  PANZA  AS  GOVERNOR 


THE  history  says  that  from  the  justice  court  they  carried 
Sancho  to  a  sumptuous  palace,  where  in  a  spacious  chamber 
there  was  a  table  laid  out  with  royal  magnificence.  The 
clarions  sounded  as  Sancho  entered  the  room,  and  four  pages 
came  forward  to  present  him  with  water  for  his  hands,  which 
Sancho  received  with  great  dignity.  The  music  ceased,  and 
Sancho  seated  himself  at  the  head  of  the  table;  for  there  was 
only  that  seat  placed,  and  no  more  than  the  one  cover  laid.  A 
personage,  who  it  appeared  afterwards  was  a  physician,  placed 
himself  standing  by  his  side,  with  a  whalebone  wand  in  his 
hand.  They  then  lifted  up  a  fine  white  cloth  covering  fruit  and 
a  great  variety  of  dishes  of  different  sorts;  one  who  looked  like 
a  student  said  grace,  and  a  page  put  a  laced  bib  on  Sancho, 
while  another  who  played  the  part  of  head  carver  placed  a  dish 
of  fruit  before  him.  But  hardly  had  he  tasted  a  morsel  when 
the  man  with  the  wand  touched  the  plate  with  it,  and  they  took 
it  away  from  before  him  with  the  utmost  celerity.  The  carver 
however  brought  him  another  dish,  and  Sancho  proceeded  to  try 
it;  but  before  he  could  get  at  it,  not  to  say  taste  it,  already  the 
wand  had  touched  it  and  a  page  had  carried  it  off  with  the 
same  promptitude  as  the  fruit.  Sancho  seeing  this  was  puzzled, 
and  looking  from  one  to  another,  asked  if  this  dinner  was  to  be 
eaten  after  the  fashion  of  a  jugglery  trick. 

To  this  he  with  the  wand  replied :  — <(  It  is  not  to  be  eaten, 
seflor  governor,  except  as  is  usual  and  customary  in  other  islands 
where  there  are  governors.  I,  senor,  am  a  physician,  and  I  am 
paid  a  salary  in  this  island  to  serve  its  governors  as  such;  and  I 
have  a  much  greater  regard  for  their  health  than  for  my  own, 
studying  day  and  night  and  making  myself  acquainted  with  the 
governor's  constitution,  in  order  to  be  able  to  cure  him  when  he 
falls  sick.  The  chief  thing  I  have  to  do  is  to  attend  at  his 
dinners  and  suppers,  and  allow  him  to  eat  what  appears  to  me 
to  be  fit  for  him,  and  keep  from  him  what  I  think  will  do  him 
harm  and  be  injurious  to  his  stomach:  and  therefore  I  ordered 
that  plate  of  fruit  to  be  removed  as  being  too  moist,  and  that 
other  dish  I  ordered  to  be  removed  as  being  too  hot  and  con- 
taining many  spices  that  stimulate  thirst;  for  he  who  drinks  much 
kills  and  consumes  the  radical  moisture  wherein  life  consists.* 


CERVANTES  3485 

<(Well  then,"  said  Sancho,  <(  that  dish  of  roast  partridges  there 
that  seems  so  savory  will  not  do  me  any  harm." 

To  this  the  physician  replied,  (( Of  those  my  lord  the  governor 
shall  not  eat  so  long  as  I  live." 

(<Why  so?"  said  Sancho. 

<(  Because,"  replied  the  doctor,  "our  master  Hippocrates,  the 
pole-star  and  beacon  of  medicine,  says  in  one  of  his  aphorisms, 
Omnis  saturatio  mala,  per  diets  autem  pessima;  which  means,  <  All 
repletion  is  bad,  but  that  of  partridge  is  the  worst  of  all.  >  \ 

"  In  that  case, "  said  Sancho,  <(  let  senor  doctor  see  among  the 
dishes  that  are  on  the  table  what  will  do  me  most  good  and 
least  harm,  and  let  me  eat  it,  without  tapping  it  with  his  stick: 
for  by  the  life  of  the  governor,  and  so  may  God  suffer  me  to 
enjoy  it,  but  I'm  dying  of  hunger;  and  in  spite  of  the  doctor 
and  all  he  may  say,  to  deny  me  food  is  the  way  to  take  my  life 
instead  of  prolonging  it." 

"Your  worship  is  right,  senor  governor,"  said  the  physician; 
(<and  therefore  your  worship,  I  consider,  should  not  eat  of  those 
stewed  rabbits  there,  because  it  is  a  furry  kind  of  food:  if  that 
veal  were  not  roasted  and  served  with  pickles,  you  might  try  it; 
but  it  is  out  of  the  question. " 

"That  big  dish  that  is  smoking  farther  off,"  said  Sancho, 
"seems  to  me  to  be  an  olla-podrida ;  and  out  of  the  diversity  of 
things  in  such  ollas,  I  can't  fail  to  light  tipon  something  tasty 
and  good  for  me." 

«Absit*  said  the  doctor;  "far  from  us  be  any  such  base 
thought!  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  less  nourishing  than 
an  olla-podrida;  to  canons,  or  rectors  of  colleges,  or  peasants' 
weddings  with  your  ollas-podridas,  but  let  us  have  none  of  them 
on  the  tables  of  governors,  where  everything  that  is  present 
should  be  delicate  and  refined:  and  the  reason  is  that  always, 
everywhere  and  by  everybody,  simple  medicines  are  more 
esteemed  than  compound  ones;  for  we  cannot  go  wrong  in  those 
that  are  simple,  while  in  the  compound  we  may,  by  merely 
altering  the  quantity  of  the  things  composing  them.  But  what  I 
am  of  opinion  the  governor  should  eat  now,  in  order  to  preserve 
and  fortify  his  health,  is  a  hundred  or  so  of  wafer  cakes  and  a 
few  thin  slices  of  conserve  of  quinces,  which  will  settle  his 
stomach  and  help  his  digestion." 

Sancho  on  hearing  this  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  and 
surveyed  the  doctor  steadily,  and  in  a  solemn  tone  asked  him 
what  his  name  was  and  where  he  had  studied. 
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He  replied,  «  My  name,  senor  governor,  is  Doctor  Pedro  Recio 
de  Aguero;  I  am  a  native  of  a  place  called  Tirteafuera,  which 
lies  between  Caracuel  and  Almbddvar  del  Campo,  on  the  right- 
hand  side;  and  I  have  the  degree  of  doctor  from  the  university 

of  Osuna." 

To  which  Sancho,  glowing  all  over  with  rage,  returned, 
"Then  let  Doctor  Pedro  Recio  de  Mal-aguero,  native  of  Tirtea- 
fuera, a  place  that's  on  the  right-hand  side  as  we  go  from 
Caracuel  to  AlmodoVar  del  Campo,  graduate  of  Osuna,  get  out 
of  my  presence  at  once!  or  I  swear  by  the  sun  I'll  take  a 
cudgel,  and  by  dint  of  blows,  beginning  with  him,  I'll  not  leave 
a  doctor  in  the  whole  island:  at  least  of  those  I  know  to  be 
ignorant;  for  as  to  learned,  wise,  sensible  physicians,  them  I  will 
reverence  and  honor  as  divine  persons.  Once  more  I  say,  let 
Pedro  Recio  get  out  this,  or  I'll  take  this  chair  I  am  sitting  on 
and  break  it  over  his  head.  And  if  they  call  me  to  account  for 
it,  I'll  clear  myself  by  saying  I  served  God  in  killing  a  bad 
doctor  —  a  general  executioner.  And  now  give  me  something  to 
eat,  or  else  take  your  government;  for  a  trade  that  does  not  feed 
its  master  is  not  worth  two  beans.  .  .w 


SANCHO,  fool,  boor,  and  clown  as  he  was,  held  his  own  against 
them  all,  saying  to  those  round  him,  and  to  Doctor  Pedro 
Recio,  who  as  soon  as  the  private  business  of  the  duke's 
letter  was  disposed  of  had  returned  to  the  room :  — <(  Now  I  see 
plainly  enough  that  judges  and  governors  ought  to  be  and  must 
be  made  of  brass,  not  to  feel  the  importunities  of  the  applicants 
that  at  all  times  and  all  seasons  insist  on  being  heard  and  hav- 
ing their  business  dispatched,  and  their  own  affairs  and  no  others 
attended  to,  come  what  may;  and  if  the  poor  judge  does  not 
hear  them  and  settle  the  matter, —  either  because  he  cannot  or 
because  that  is  not  the  time  set  apart  for  hearing  them, — forth- 
with they  abuse  him,  run  him  down,  and  gnaw  at  his  bones,  and 
even  pick  holes  in  his  pedigree.  You  silly  stupid  applicant,  don't 
be  in  a  hurry;  wait  for  the  proper  time  and  season  for  doing 
business;  don't  come  at  dinner-hour  or  at  bedtime:  for  judges  are 
only  flesh  and  blood,  and  must  give  to  Nature  what  she  naturally 
demands  of  them;  all  except  myself,  for  in  my  case  I  give  her 
nothing  to  eat,  thanks  to  Senor  Doctor  Pedro  Recio  Tirteafuera 
here,  who  would  have  me  die  of  hunger,  and  declares  that  death 
to  be  life;  and  the  same  sort  of  life  mav  God  give  him  and  aU 
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his  kind — I  mean  the  bad  doctors;  for  the  good  ones  deserve 
palms  and  laurels." 

All  who  knew  Sancho  Panza  were  astonished  to  hear  him 
speak  so  elegantly,  and  did  not  know  what  to  attribute  it  to, 
unless  it  were  that  office  and  grave  responsibility  either  smarten 
or  stupefy  men's  wits.  At  last  Doctor  Pedro  Recio  Aguero  of 
Tirteafuera  promised  to  let  him  have  supper  that  night,  though 
it  might  be  in  contravention  of  all  the  aphorisms  of  Hippocrates. 
With  this  the  governor  was  satisfied,  and  looked  forward  to  the 
approach  of  night  and  supper-time  with  great  anxiety;  and 
though  time  to  his  mind  stood  still  and  made  no  progress, 
nevertheless  the  hour  he  so  longed  for  came,  and  they  gave  him 
a  beef  salad  with  onions,  and  some  boiled  calves'  feet  rather  far 
gone. 

At  this  he  fell  to  with  greater  relish  than  if  they  had  given 
him  francolins  from  Milan,  pheasants  from  Rome,  veal  from 
Sorrento,  partridges  from  Moron,  or  geese  from  Lavajos;  and 
turning  to  the  doctor  at  supper  he  said  to  him:  — <(  Look  here, 
senor  doctor,  for  the  future  don't  trouble  yourself  about  giv- 
ing me  dainty  things  or  choice  dishes  to  eat,  for  it  will  be 
only  taking  my  stomach  off  its  hinges:  it  is  accustomed  to  goat, 
cow,  bacon,  hung  beef,  turnips  and  onions;  and  if  by  any  chance 
it  is  given  these  palace  dishes,  it  receives  them  squeamishly,  and 
sometimes  with  loathing.  What  the  head  carver  had  best  do  is 
to  serve  me  with  what  they  call  ollas-podridas  (and  the  rottener 
they  are  the  better  they  smell) ;  and  he  can  put  whatever  he 
likes  into  them,  so  long  as  it  is  good  to  eat,  and  I'll  be  obliged 
to  him,  and  will  requite  him  some  day.  But  let  nobody  play 
pranks  on  me,  for  either  we  are  or  we  are  not;  let  us  live  and 
eat  in  peace  and  good-fellowship;  for  when  God  sends  the  dawn, 
he  sends  it  for  all.  I  mean  to  govern  this  island  without  giving 
up  a  right  or  taking  a  bribe :  let  every  one  keep  his  eye  open  and 
look  out  for  the  arrow;  for  I  can  tell  them  (the  Devil's  in  Cantil- 
lana,'  and  if  they  drive  me  to  it  they'll  see  something  that  will 
astonish  them.  Nay!  make  yourself  honey  and  the  flies  will  eat 
you.  ® 

<(  Of  a  truth,  senor  governor, }>  said  the  carver,  (<your  worship 
is  in  the  right  of  it  in  everything  you  have  said;  and  I  promise 
you  in  the  name  of  all  the  inhabitants  of  this  island  that  they 
will  serve  your  worship  with  all  zeal,  affection,  and  good-will,  for 
the  mild  kind  of  government  yon  have  given  a  sample  of  to 
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begin  with,  leaves  them  no  ground  for  doing  or  thinking  any. 
thing  to  your  worship's  disadvantage. » 

<(That  I  belie ve,"  said  Sancho;  (<  and  they  would  be  great 
fools  if  they  did  or  thought  otherwise:  once  more  I  say,  see  to 
my  feeding  and  my  Dapple's,  for  that  is  the  great  point  and 
what  is  most  to  the  purpose;  and  when  the  hour  conies  let  us 
go  the  rounds:  for  it  is  my  intention  to  purge  this  island  of  all 
manner  of  uncleanness  and  of  all  idle  good-for-nothing  vagabonds; 
for  I  would  have  you  know,  my  friends,  that  lazy  idlers  are  the 
same  thing  in  a  State  as  the  drones  in  a  hive,  and  eat  up  the 
honey  the  industrious  bees  make.  I  mean  to  protect  the  hus- 
bandman, to  preserve  to  the  gentleman  his  privileges,  to  reward 
the  virtuous,  and  above  all  to  respect  religion  and  honor  its  min- 
isters. What  say  you  to  that,  my  friends  ?  Is  there  anything  in 
what  I  say,  or  am  I  talking  to  no  purpose  ?  w 

*  There  is  so  much  in  what  your  worship  says,  senor  gov- 
ernor,>}  said  the  major-domo,  "that  I  am  filled  with  wonder  when 
I  see  a  man  like  your  worship,  entirely  without  learning  (for  I 
believe  you  have  none  at  all),  say  such  things,  and  so  full  of 
sound  maxims  and  sage  remarks,  very  different  from  what  was 
expected  of  your  worship's  intelligence  by  those  who  sent  us  or 
by  us  who  came  here.  Every  day  we  see  something  new  in  this 
world;  jokes  become  realities,  and  the  jokers  find  the  tables 
turned  upon  them." 


DAY  came  after  the  night  of  the  governor's  round:  a  night 
which  the  head  carver  passed  without  sleeping,  so  full 
were  his  thoughts  of  the  face  and  air  and  beauty  of  the 
disguised  damsel,  while  the  major-domo  spent  what  was  left  of  it 
in  writing  an  account  to  his  lord  and  lady  of  all  Sancho  said 
and  did,  being  as  much  amazed  at  his  sayings  as  at  his  doings; 
for  there  was  a  mixture  of  shrewdness  and  simplicity  in  all  his 
words  and  deeds.  The  senor  governor  got  up,  and  by  Doctor 
Pedro  Recio's  directions  they  made  him  break  his  fast  on  a  little 
conserve  and  four  sups  of  cold  water,  which  Sancho  would  have 
readily  exchanged  for  a  piece  of  bread  and  a  bunch  of  grapes: 
but  seeing  there  was  no  help  for  it,  he  submitted  with  no  little 
sorrow  of  heart  and  discomfort  of  stomach;  Pedro  Recio  having 
persuaded  him  that  light  and  delicate  diet  enlivened  the  wits, 
and  that  was  what  was  most  essential  for  persons  placed  in 
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command  and  in  responsible  situations,  where  they  have  to 
employ  not  only  the  bodily  powers  but  those  of  the  mind  also. 

By  means  of  this  sophistry  Sancho  was  made  to  endure 
hunger,  and  hunger  so  keen  that  in  his  heart  he  cursed  the 
government  and  even  him  who  had  given  it  to  him.  However, 
with  his  hunger  and  his  conserve  he  undertook  to  deliver  judg- 
ments that  day;  and  the  first  thing  that  came  before  him  was  a 
question  that  was  submitted  to  him  by  a  stranger  in  the 
presence  of  the  major-domo  and  the  other  attendants,  and  it  was 
in  these  words :  — ((  Senor,  a  large  river  separated  two  districts  of 
one  and  the  same  lordship  —  will  your  worship  please  to  pay 
attention  ?  for  the  case  is  an  important  and  a  rather  knotty  one. 
Well  then,  on  this  river  there  was  a  bridge,  and  at  one  end  of 
it  a  gallows,  and  a  sort  of  tribunal,  where  four  judges  commonly 
sat  to  administer  the  law  which  the  lord  of  the  river  bridge  and 
the  lordship  had  enacted,  and  which  was  to  this  effect:  <If  any 
one  crosses  by  this  bridge  from  one  side  to  the  other,  he  shall 
declare  on  oath  where  he  is  going  and  with  what  object;  and  if 
he  swears  truly,  he  shall  be  allowed  to  pass;  but  if  falsely,  he  shall 
be  put  to  death  for  it  by  hanging  on  the  gallows  erected  there, 
without  any  remission.'  Though  the  law  and  its  severe  penalty 
were,  known,  many  persons  crossed;  but  in  their  declarations  it 
was  easy  to  see  at  once  they  were  telling  the  truth,  and  the 
judges  let  them  pass  free.  It  happened  however  that  one  man, 
when  they  came  to  take  his  declaration,  swore  and  said  that  by 
the  oath  he  took,  he  was  going  to  die  upon  that  gallows  that 
stood  there,  and  nothing  else.  The  judges  held  a  consultation 
over  the  oath,  and  they  said:  —  (If  we  let  this  man  pass  free, 
he  has  sworn  falsely,  and  by  the  law  he  ought  to  die;  but  if  we 
hang  him,  as  he  swore  he  was  going  to  die  on  that  gallows,  and 
therefore  swore  the  truth,  by  the  same  law  he  ought  to  go  free. } 
It  is  asked  of  your  lordship,  senor  governor,  what  are  the  judges 
to  do  with  this  man  ?  For  they  are  still  in  doubt  and  perplexity ; 
and  having  heard  of  your  worship's  acute  and  exalted  intellect, 
they  have  sent  me  to  entreat  your  worship  on  their  behalf  to 
give  your  opinion  on  this  very  intricate  and  puzzling  case." 

To  this  Sancho  made  answer :  — (<  Indeed,  those  gentlemen  the 
judges  that  send  you  to  me  might  have  spared  themselves  the 
trouble,  for  I  have  more  of  the  obtuse  than  the  acute  in  me; 
however,  repeat  the  case  over  again  so  that  I  may  understand 
it,  and  then  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  hit  the .  point. >} 
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The  querist  repeated  again  and  again  what  he  had  said 
before,  and  then  Sancho  said:  — « It  seems  to  me  I  can  set  the 
matter  right  in  a  moment,  and  in  this  way:  the  man  swears 
that  he  is  going  to  die  upon  the  gallows;  but  if  he  dies  upon 
it,  he  has  sworn  the  truth,  and  by  the  law  enacted  deserves  to 
go  free  and  pass  over  the  bridge;  but  if  they  don't  hang  him, 
then  he  has  sworn  falsely,  and  by  the  same  law  deserves  to  be 
hanged.0 

<(It  is  as  the  senor  governor  says,  *  said  the  messenger; 
aand  as  regards  a  complete  comprehension  of  the  case,  there  is 
nothing  left  to  desire  or  hesitate  about." 

"Well  then,  I  say,"  said  Sancho,  "that  of  this  man  they 
should  let  pass  the  part  that  has  sworn  truly,  and  hang  the 
part  that  has  lied;  and  in  this  way  the  conditions  of  the 
passage  will  be  fully  complied  with." 

<(But  then,  senor  governor,"  replied  the  querist,  <(the  man 
will  have  to  be  divided  into  two  parts;  and  if  he  is  divided,  of 
course  he  will  die ;  and  so  none  of  the  requirements  of  the  law 
will  be  carried  out,  and  it  is  absolutely  necessary  to  comply 
with  it." 

<(  Look  here,  my  good  sir,*  said  Sancho;  <(  either  I'm  a 
numskull  or  else  there  is  the  same  reason  for  this  passenger 
dying  as  for  his  living  and  passing  over  the  bridge ;  for  if  the 
truth  saves  him,  the  falsehood  equally  condemns  him;  and  that 
being  the  case,  it  is  my  opinion  you  should  say  to  the  gentle- 
men who  sent  you  to  me,  that  as  the  arguments  for  condemning 
him  and  for  absolving  him  are  exactly  balanced,  they  should 
let  him  pass  freely,  as  it  is  always  more  praiseworthy  to  do 
good  than  to  do  evil;  this  I  would  give  signed  with  my  name 
if  I  knew  how  to  sign;  and  what  I  have  said  in  this  case  is 
not  out  of  my  own  head,  but  one  of  the  many  precepts  my 
master  Don  Quixote  gave  me  thn  night  before  I  left  to  become 
governor  of  this  island,  that  came  into  my  mind,  and  it  was 
this:  that  when  there  was  any  doubt  about  the  justice  of  a  case 
I  should  lean  to  mercy;  and  it  is  God's  will  that  I  should 
recollect  it  now,  for  it  fits  this  case  as  if  it  was  made  for  it." 

"That  is  true,"  said  the  major-domo;  <(and  I  maintain  that 
Lycurgus  himself,  who  gave  laws  to  the  Lacedaemonians,  could 
not  have  pronounced  a  better  decision  than  the  great  Panza  has 
given;  let  the  morning's  audience  close  with  this,  and  I  will  see 
that  the  sefior  governor  has  dinner  entirely  to  his  liking." 
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« That's  all  I  ask  for— fair  play,"  said  Sancho;  °give  me 
my  dinner,  and  then  let  it  rain  cases  and  questions  on  me,  and 
I'll  dispatch  them  in  a  twinkling. }) 

The  major-domo  kept  his  word,  for  he  felt  it  against  his 
conscience  to  kill  so  wise  a  governor  by  hunger;  particularly  as 
he  intended  to  have  done  with  him  that  same  night,  playing  off 
the  last  joke  he  was  commissioned  to  practice  upon  him. 

It  came  to  pass  then,  that  after  he  had  dined  that  day  in 
opposition  to  the  rules  and  aphorisms  of  Doctor  Tirteafuera,  as 
they  were  taking  away  the  cloth  there  came  a  courier  with  a 
letter  from  Don  Quixote  for  the  governor.  Sancho  ordered  the 
secretary  to  read  it  to  himself,  and  if  there  was  nothing  in  it 
that  demanded  secrecy,  to  read  it  aloud.  The  secretary  did  so, 
and  after  he  had  skimmed  the  contents  he  said,  "It.may  well  be 
read  aloud,  for  what  Senor  Don  Quixote  writes  to  your  worship 
deserves  to  be  printed  or  written  in  letters  of  gold,  and  it  is  as 
follows. » 

DON  QUIXOTE  OF  LA  MANCHA'S  LETTER  TO  SANCHO   PANZA,  GOV- 
ERNOR OF  THE  ISLAND  OF  BARATARIA 

<(  When  I  was  expecting  to  hear  of  thy  stupidities  and  blun- 
ders, friend  Sancho,  I  have  received  intelligence  of  thy  displays  of 
good  sense;  for  which  I  give  special  thanks  to  Heaven,  that  can 
raise  the  poor  from  the  dunghill  and  of  fools  to  make  wise  men. 
They  tell  me  thou  dost  govern  as  if  thou  wert  a  man,  and  art  a 
nan  as  if  thou  wert  a  beast,  so  great  is  the  humility  wherewith 
ihou  dost  comport  thyself.  But  I  would  have  thee  bear  in  mind, 
Sancho,  that  very  often  it  is  fitting  and  necessary  for  the 
authority  of  office  to  resist  the  humility  of  the  heart;  for  the 
seemly  array  of  one  who  is  invested  with  grave  duties  should  be 
such  as  they  require,  and  not  measured  by  what  his  own  humble 
tastes  may  lead  him  to  prefer.  Dress  well;  a  stick  dressed  up 
does  not  look  like  a  stick:  I  do  not  say  thou  shouldst  wear 
trinkets  or  fine  raiment,  or  that  being  a  judge  thou  shouldst 
dress  like  a  soldier,  but  that  thou  shouldst  array  thyself  in  the 
apparel  thy  office  requires,  and  that  at  the  same  time  it  be  neat 
and  handsome.  To  win  the  good-will  of  the  people  thou 
governest,  there  are  two  things  among  others  that  thou  must  do: 
one  is  to  be  civil  to  all  (this  however  I  told  thee  before),  and 
the  other  to  take  care  that  food  be  abundant;  for  there  is 
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nothing  that  vexes  the  heart  of  the  poor  more  than  hunger  and 
high  prices.  Make  not  many  proclamations;  but  those  thou 
makest  take  care  that  they  be  good  ones,  and  above  all  that  they 
be  observed  and  carried  out:  -for  proclamations  that  are  not 
observed  are  the  same  as  if  they  did  not  exist;  nay,  they 
encourage  the  idea  that  the  prince  who  had  the  wisdom  and 
authority  to  make  them  had  not  the  power  to  enforce  them;  and 
laws  that  threaten  and  are  not  enforced  come  to  be  like  the  log, 
the  king  of  the  frogs,  that  frightened  them  at  first,  but  that  in 
time  they  despised  and  mounted  upon.  Be  a  father  to  virtue 
and  a  stepfather  to  vice.  Be  not  always  strict,  nor  yet  always 
lenient,  but  observe  a  mean  between  these  two  extremes,  for  in 
that  is  the  aim  of  wisdom.  Visit  the  jails,  the  slaughter-houses, 
and  the  market-places;  for  the  presence  of  the  governor  is  of 
great  importance  in  such  places:  it  comforts  the  prisoners  who 
are  in  hopes  of  a  speedy  release;  it  is  the  bugbear  of  the 
butchers,  who  have  then  to  give  just  weight ;  and  it  is  the  terror 
of  the  market-women  for  the  same  reason.  Let  it  not  be  seen 
that  thou  art  (even  if  perchance  thou  art,  which  I  do  not 
believe)  covetous,  a  follower  of  women,  or  a  glutton;  for  when 
the  people  and  those  that  have  dealings  with  thee  become  aware 
of  thy  special  weakness  they  will  bring  their  batteries  to  bear 
upon  thee  in  that  quarter,  till  they  have  brought  thee  down  to 
the  depths  of  perdition.  Consider  and  reconsider,  con  and  con 
over  again  the  advice  and  the  instructions  I  gave  thee  before  thy 
departure  hence  to  thy  government,  and  thou  wilt  see  that  in 
them,  if  thou  dost  follow  them,  thou  hast  a  help  at  hand  that 
will  lighten  for  thee  the  troubles  and  difficulties  that  beset 
governors  at  every  step.  Write  to  thy  lord  and  lady,  and  show 
thyself  grateful  to  them:  for  ingratitude  is  the  daughter  of  pride, 
and  one  of  the  greatest  sins  we  know  of;  and  he  who  is  grateful 
to  those  who  have  been  good  to  him  shows  that  he  will  be  so  to 
God  also,  who  has  bestowed  and  still  bestows  so  many  blessings 
upon  him. 

<(  My  lady  the  duchess  sent  off  a  messenger  with  thy  suit  and 
another  present  to  thy  wife  Teresa  Panza;  we  expect  the  answer 
every  moment.  I  have  been  a  little  indisposed  through  a  certain 
scratching  I  came  in  for.  not  very  much  to  the  benefit  of  my 
nose:  "but  it  was  nothing;  for  if  there  are  enchanters  who 
maltreat  me,  there  are  also  some  who  defend  me.  Let  me  know 
if  the  major-domo  who  is  with  thee  had  any  share  in  the  Trifaldi 
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performance,  as  thou  didst  suspect:  and  keep  me  informed  of 
everything  that  happens  thee,  as  the  distance  is  so  short;  all 
the  more  as  I  am  thinking  of  giving  over  very  shortly  this  idle 
life  I  am  now  leading,  for  I  was  not  born  for  it.  A  thing  has 
occurred  to  me  which  I  am  inclined  to  think  will  put  me  out  of 
favor  with  the  duke  and  duchess;  but  though  I  am  sorry  for  it, 
I  do  not  care,  for  after  all  I  must  obey  my  calling  rather  than 
their  pleasure,  in  accordance  with  the  common  saying,  Amicus 
Plato,  sed  magis  arnica  writ  as.  I  quote  this  Latin  to  thee 
because  I  conclude  that  since  thou  hast  been  a  governor  thou 
wilt  have  learned  it  Adieu;  God  keep  thee  from  being  an 
object  of  pity  to  any  one. 

«Thy  friend 

<(DoN  QUIXOTE  OF  LA  MANCHA.M 

Sancho  listened  to  the  letter  with  great  attention,  and  it  was 
praised  and  considered  wise  by  all  who  heard  it:  he  then  rose 
up  from  table,  and  calling  his  secretary,  srmt  himself  in  with  him 
in  his  own  room,  and  without  putting  it  off  any  longer  set  about 
answering  his  master  Don  Quixote  at  once;  and  he  bade  the 
secretary  write  down  what  he  told  him,  without  adding  or  sup- 
pressing anything,  which  he  did;  and  the  answer  was  to  the 
following  effect. 

SANCHO  PANZA'S  LETTER  TO  DON  QUIXOTE  OF  LA  MANCHA 

(<The  pressure  of  business  is  so  great  upon  me  that  I  have 
no  time  to  scratch  my  head  or  even  to  cut  my  nails;  and  I  have 
them  so  long  —  God  send  a  remedy  for  it.  I  say  this,  master  of 
my  soul,  that  you  may  not  be  surprised  if  I  have  not  until  now 
sent  you  word  of  how  I  fare,  well  or  ill,  in  this  government,  in 
which  I  am  suffering  more  hunger  than  when  we  two  were 
wandering  through  the  woods  and  wastes. 

(<  My  lord  the  duke  wrote  to  me  the  other  day  to  warn  me 
that  certain  spies  had  got  into  this  island  to  kill  me:  but  up  to 
the  present  I  have  not  found  out  any  except  a  certain  doctor 
who  receives  a  salary  in  this  town  for  killing  all  the  governors 
that  come  here;  he  is  called  Doctor  Pedro  Recio,  and  is  from 
Tirteafuera;  so  you  see  what  a  name  he  has  to  make  me  dread 
dying  under  his  hands.  This  doctor  says  of  himself  that  he  does 
not  cure  diseases  when  there  are  any,  but  prevents  them  coming. 
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and  the  medicines  he  uses  are  diet  and  more  diet,  until  he 
brings  one  down  to  bare  t  bones ;  as  if  leanness  was  not  worse 
than  fever. 

<(In  short,  he  is  killing  me  with  hunger,  and  I  am  dying 
myself  of  vexation:  for  when  I  thought  I  was  coming  to  this 
government  to  get  my  meat  hot  and  my  drink  cool,  and  take  my 
ease  between  holland  sheets  on  feather-beds,  I  find  I  have  come 
to  do  penance  as  if  I  was  a  hermit;  and  as  I  don't  do  it  will- 
ingly, I  suspect  that  in  the  end  the  Devil  will  carry  me  off. 

«So  far  I  have  not  handled  any  dues  or  taken  any  bribes, 
and  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  it:  for  here  they  tell  me  that 
the  governors  that  come  to  this  island,  before  entering  it,  have 
plenty  of  money  either  given  to  them  or  lent  to  them  by  the 
people  of  the  town;  and  that  this  is  the  usual  custom,  not  only 
here  but  with  all  who  enter  upon  governments. 

<(Last  night  going  the  rounds  I  came  upon  a  fair  damsel  in 
man's  clothes,  and  a  brother  of  hers  dressed  as  a  woman:  my 
head  carver  has  fallen  in  love  with  the  girl,  and  has  in  his  own 
mind  chosen  her  for  a  wife,  so  he  says,  and  I  have  chosen  the 
youth  for  a  son-in-law;  to-day  we  are  going  to  explain  our 
intentions  to  the  father  of  the  pair,  who  is  one  Diego  de  la 
Liana,  a  gentleman  and  an  old  Christian  as  much  as  you  please. 

<(  I  have  visited  the  market-places,  as  your  worship  advises 
me,  and  yesterday  I  found  a  stall-keeper  selling  new  hazel-nuts, 
and  proved  her  to  have  mixed  a  bushel  of  old  empty  rotten  nuts 
with  a  bushel  of  new;  I  confiscated  the  whole  for  the  children 
of  -the  charity  school,  who  will  know  how  to  distinguish  them 
well  enough,  and  I  sentenced  her  not  to  come  into  the  market- 
place for  a  fortnight:  they  told  me  I  did  bravely.  I  can  tell 
your  worship  it  is  commonly  said  in  this  town  that  there  are  no 
people  worse  than  the  market-women,  for  they  are  all  barefaced, 
unconscionable,  and  impudent;  and  I  can  well  believe  it  from 
what  I  have  seen  of  them  in  other  towns. 

(<  I  am  very  glad  my  lady  the  duchess  has  written  to  my  wife 
Teresa  Panza  and  sent  her  the  present  your  worship  speaks  of; 
and  I  will  try  to  show  myself  grateful  when  the  time  comes: 
kiss  her  hands  for  me,  and  tell  her  I  say  she  has  not  thrown  it 
into  a  sack  with  a  hole  in  it,  as  she  will  see  in  the  end.  I 
should  not  like  your  worship  to  have  any  difference  with  my  lord 
and  lady;  for  if  you  fall  out  with  them  it  is  plain  it  must  do  me 
harm ;  and  as  you  give  me  advice  to  be  grateful,  it  will  not  do 
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for  your  worship  not  to  be  so  yourself  to  those  who  have  shown 
you  such  kindness,  and  by  whom  you  have  been  treated  so 
hospitably  in  their  castle. 

"That  about  the  scratching  I  don't  understand;  but  I  suppose 
it  must  be  one  of  the  ill  turns  the  wicked  enchanters  are  always 
doing1  your  worship ;  when  we  meet  I  shall  know  all  about  it.  I 
wish  I  could  send  your  worship  something;  but  I  don't  know 
what  to  send,  unless  it  be  some  very  curious  clyster  pipes  to 
.work  with  bladders,  that  they  make  in  this  island;  but  if  the 
office  remains  with  me  111  find  out  something  to  send,  one  way 
or  another.  If  my  wife  Teresa  Panza  writes  to  me,  pay  the 
postage  and  send  me  the  letter,  for  I  have  a  very  great  desire  to 
hear  how  my  house  and  wife  and  children  are  going  on.  And 
so,  may  God  deliver  your  worship  from  evil-minded  enchanters, 
and  bring  me  well  and  peacefully  out  of  this  government;  which 
I  doubt,  for  I  expect  to  take  leave  of  it  and  my  life  together, 
from  the  way  Doctor  Pedro  Recio  treats  me. 

"Your  worship's  servant, 

(<  SANG  HO  PANZA  THE  GOVERNOR.  w 

The  secretary  sealed  the  letter  and  immediately  dismissed  the 
courier;  and  those  who  were  carrying  on  the  joke  against  Sancho, 
putting  their  heads  together,  arranged  how  he  was  to  be  dis- 
missed from  the  government.  Sancho  spent  the  afternoon  in 
drawing  up  certain  ordinances  relating  to  the  good  government 
of  what  he  fancied  the  island.  .  .  .  He  reduced  the  prices 
of  shoes,  boots,  and  stockings,  but  of  shoes  in  particular,  as 
they  seemed  to  him  to  run  extravagantly  high.  He  estab- 
lished a  fixed  rate  for  servants'  wages,  which  were  becoming 
recklessly  exorbitant.  He  laid  extremely  heavy  penalties  upon 
those  who  sang  lewd  or  loose  songs  either  by  day  or  night.  He 
decreed  that  no  blind  man  should  sing  of  any  miracle  in  verse 
unless  he  could  produce  authentic  evidence  that  it  was  true;  for 
it  was  his  opinion  that  most  of  those  the  blind  men  sing  are 
trumped  up,  to  the  detriment  of  the  true  ones.  He  established 
and  created  an  alguacil  of  the  poor,  not  to  harass  them,  but  to 
examine  them  and  see  whether  they  really  were  so;  for  many  a 
sturdy  thief  or  drunkard  goes  about  under  cover  of  a  make- 
believe  crippled  limb  or  a  sham  sore.  In  a  word,  he  made  so 
many  good  rules  that  to  this  day  they  are  preserved  there,  and 
are  called  The  constitutions  of  the  great  governor  Sancho  Panza. 
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THE  ENDING  OF  ALL  DON  QUIXOTE'S  ADVENTURES 

OF    How   DON    QUIXOTE    FELL   SICK,   AND    OF  THE   WILL    HE   MADE, 

AND  How  HE  DIED 

As  NOTHING  that  is  man's  can  last  forever,  but  all  tends  ever 
downwards  from  its  beginning  to  its  end,  and  above  all, 
man's  life;  and  as  Don  Quixote's  enjoyed  no  special  dispen- 
sation from  Heaven  to  stay  its  course, —  its  end  and  close  came 
when  he  least  looked  for  it.  For — whether  it  was  of  the  dejec- 
tion the  thought  of  his  defeat  produced,  or  of  Heaven's  will  that 
so  ordered  it — a  fever  settled  upon  him  and  kept  him  in  his  bed 
for  six  days,  during  which  he  was  often  visited  by  his  friends 
the  curate,  the  bachelor,  and  the  barber,  while  his  good  squire 
Sancho  Panza  never  quitted  his  bedside.  They,  persuaded  that 
it  was  grief  at  finding  himself  vanquished,  and  the  object  of  his 
heart,  the  liberation  and  disenchantment  of  Dulcinea,  unattained, 
that  kept  him  in  this  state,  strove  by  all  the  means  in  their 
power  to  cheer  him  up:  the  bachelor  bidding  him  take  heart  and 
get  up  to  begin  his  pastoral  life;  for  which  he  himself,  he  said, 
had  already  composed  an  eclogue  that  would  take  the  shine  out 
of  all  Sannazaro  *  had  ever  written,  and  had  bought  with  his  own 
money  two  famous  dogs  to  guard  the  flock,  one  called  Barcino 
and  the  other  Butron,  which  a  herdsman  of  Quintanar  had  sold 
him. 

But  for  all  this  Don  Quixote  could  not  shake  off  his  sadness. 
His  friends  called  in  the  doctor,  who  felt  his  pulse  and  was  not 
very  well  satisfied  with  it,  and  said  that  in  any  case  it  would  be 
well  for  him  to  attend  to  the  health  of  his  soul,  as  that  of  his 
body  was  in  a  bad  way.  Don  Quixote  heard  this  calmly;  but 
not  so  his  housekeeper,  his  niece,  and  his  squire,  who  fell  weeping 
bitterly,  as  if  they  had  him  lying  dead  before  them.  The  doc- 
tor's opinion  was  that  melancholy  and  depression  were  bringing 
him  to  his  end.  Don  Quixote  begged  them  to  leave  him  to  him- 
self, as  he  had  a  wish  to  sleep  a  little.  They  obeyed,  and  he 
slept  at  one  stretch,  as  the  saying  is,  more  than  six  hours,  so 
that  the  housekeeper  and  niece  thought  he  was  going  to  sleep 
forever.  But  at  the  end  of  that  time  he  woke  up,  and  in  a  loud 
voice  exclaimed,  (<  Blessed  be  Almighty  God,  who  has  shown  me 

*Jacopo  Sannazaro,  the  Neapolitan  poet,  author  of  the  ( Arcadia.  > 
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such  goodness!  In  truth  his  mercies  are  boundless,  and  the  sins 
of  men  can  neither  limit  them  nor  keep  them  Tpack  !  » 

The  niece  listened  with  attention  to  her  uncle's  words,  and 
they  struck  her  as  more  coherent  than  what  usually  fell  from  him, 
at  least  during  his  illness,  so  she  asked:  "What  are  you  saying, 
seiior  ?  Has  anything  strange  occurred  ?  What  mercies  or  what 
sins  of  men  are  you  talking  of  ? w 

<(  The  mercies,  niece,"  said  Don  Quixote,  (<are  those  that  God 
has  this  moment  shown  me,  and  with  him,  as  I  said,  my  sins  are 
no  impediment  to  them.  My  reason  is  now  free  and  clear,  rid  of 
the  dark  shadows  of  ignorance  that  my  unhappy  constant  study 
of  those  detestable  books  of  chivalry  cast  over  it.  Now  I  see 
through  their  absurdities  and  deceptions,  and  it  only  grieves  me 
that  this  destruction  of  my  illusions  has  come  so  late  that  it 
leaves  me  no  time  to  make  some  amends  by  reading  other  books 
that  might  be  a  light  to  my  soul.  Niece,  I  feel  myself  at  the 
point  of  death,  and  I  would  fain  meet  it  in  such  a  way  as  to 
show  that  my  life  has  not  been  so  ill  that  I  should  leave  behind 
me  the  name  of  a  madman;  for  though  I  have  been  one,  I  would 
not  that  the  fact  should  be  made  plainer  at  my  death.  Call  in  to 
me,  my  dear,  my  good  friends  the  curate,  the  bachelor  Samson 
Carrasco,  and  Master  Nicholas  the  barber,  for  I  wish  to  confess 
and  make  my  will. w 

But  his  niece  was  saved  the  trouble  by  the  entrance  of  the 
three.  The  instant  Don  Quixote  saw  them  he  exclaimed :  — ((  Good 
news  for  you,  good  sirs,  that  I  am  no  longer  Don  Quixote  of 
La  Mancha,  but  Alonso  Quixano,  whose  way  of  life  won  for  him 
the  name  of  Good.  Now  am  I  the  enemy  of  Amadis  of  Gaul 
and  of  the  whole  countless  troop  of  his  descendants;  odious  to 
me  now  are  all  the  profane  stories  of  knight-errantry;  now 
I  perceive  my  folly,  and  the  peril  into  which  reading  them 
brought  me;  now,  by  God's  mercy  schooled  into  my  right  senses, 
I  loathe  them.* 

When  the  three  heard  him  speak  in  this  way,  they  had  no 
doubt  whatever  that  some  new  craze  had  taken  possession  of 
him;  and  said  Samson,  "What!  Senor  Don  Quixote!  Now  that 
we  have  intelligence  of  the  lady  Dulcinea  being  disenchanted, 
are  you  taking  this  line  ?  now,  just  as  we  are  on  the  point  of 
becoming  shepherds,  to  pass  our  lives  singing,  like  princes,  are 
you  thinking  of  turning  hermit?  Hush,  for  heaven's  sake;  be 
rational,  and  let's  have  no  more  nonsense. w 
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<(A11  that  nonsense,"  said  Don  Quixote,  "that  until  now  has 
been  a  reality  to  my  hurt,  my  death  will  with  heaven's  help 
turn  to  my  good.  I  feel,  sirs,  that  I  am  rapidly  drawing  near 
death:  a  truce  to  jesting;  let  me  have  a  confessor  to  confess  me, 
and  a  notary  to  make  my  will;  for  in  extremities  like  this,  man 
must  not  trifle  with  his  soul;  and  while  the  curate  is  confessing 
me,  let  some  one,  I  beg,  go  for  the  notary. » 

They  looked  at  one  another,  wondering  at  Don  Quixote's 
words;  but  though  uncertain  they  were  inclined  to  believe  him, 
and  one  of  the  signs  by  which  they  came  to  the  conclusion  he 
was  dying,  was  this  so  sudden  and  complete  return  to  his  senses 
after  having  been  mad ;  for  to  the  words  already  quoted  he  added 
much  more,  so  well  expressed,  so  devout,  and  so  rational,  as  to 
banish  all  doubt  and  convince  them  that  he  was  sound  of  mind. 
The  curate  turned  them  all  out,  and  left  alone  with  him,  con- 
fessed him.  The  bachelor  went  for  the  notary,  and  returned 
shortly  afterwards  with  him  and  with  Sancho,  who,  having 
already  learned  from  the  bachelor  the  condition  his  master  was 
in,  and  finding  the  housekeeper  and  niece  weeping,  began  to 
blubber  and  shed  tears. 

The  confession  over,  the  curate  came  out  saying: — "Alonso 
Quixano  the  Good  is  indeed  dying,  and  is  indeed  in  his  right 
mind;  we  may  now  go  in  to  him,  while  he  makes  his  will. w 

This  news  gave  a  tremendous  impulse  to  the  brimming  eyes 
of  the  housekeeper,  niece,  and  Sancho  Panza  his  good  squire, 
making  the  tears  burst  from  their  eyes  and  a  host  of  sighs  from 
their  hearts;  for  of  a  truth,  as  has  been  said  more  than  once, 
whether  as  plain  Alonso  Quixano  the  Good,  or  as  Don  Quixote 
of  La  Mancha,  Don  Quixote  was  always  of  a  gentle  disposition 
and  kindly  in  all  his  ways,  and  hence  he  was  beloved  not  only 
by  those  of  his  own  house,  but  by  all  who  knew  him.*' 

The  notary  came  in  with  the  rest,  and  as  soon  as  the  pre- 
amble of  the  will  had  been  set  out  and  Don  Quixote  had  com- 
mended his  soul  to  God  with  all  the  devout  formalities  that  are 
usual,  coming  to  the  bequests,  he  said: — (<  Item:  It  is  my  will 
that,  touching  certain  moneys  in  the  hands  of  Sancho  Panza 
(whom  in  my  madness  I  made  my  squire),  inasmuch  as  between 
him  and  me  there  have  been  certain  accounts  and  debits  and 
credits,  no  claim  be  made  against  him,  nor  any  account  demanded 
of  him  in  respect  of  them;  but  that  if  anything  remain  over  and 
above,  after  he  has  paid  himself  what  I  owe  him,  the  balance, 
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which  will  be  but  little,  shall  be  his,  and  much  good  may  it  do 
him;  and  if  as  when  I  was  mad  I  had  a  share  in  giving  him 
the  government  of  an  island,  so  now  that  I  am  in  my  senses  I 
could  give  him  that  of  a  kingdom,  it  should  be  his,  for  the  sim- 
plicity of  his  character  and  the  fidelity  of  his  conduct  deserve 
it."  And  then  turning  to  Sancho,  he  said,  <c  Forgive  me,  my 
friend,  that  I  led  thee  to  seem  as  mad  as  myself,  making  thee 
fall  into  the  same  error  I  myself  fell  into,  that  there  were  and 
still  are  knights-errant  in  the  world." 

"Ah!"  said  Sancho  weeping;  c(  don't  die,  master,  but  take 
my  advice  and  live  many  years;  for  the  foolishest  thing  a  man 
can  do  in  this  life  is  to  let  himself  die  without  rhyme  or  rea- 
son, without  anybody  killing  him,  or  any  hands  but  melancholy's 
making  an  end  of  him.  Come,  don't  be  lazy,  but  get  up  from 
your  bed  and  let  us  take  to  the  fields  in .  shepherd's  trim  as  we 
agreed.  Perhaps  behind  some  bush  we  shall  find  the  lady  Dul- 
cinea  disenchanted,  as  fine  as  fine  can  be.  If  it  be  that  you  are 
dying  of  vexation  at  having  been  vanquished,  lay  the  blame  on 
me,  and  say  you  were  overthrown  because  I  had  girthed  Rosi- 
nante  badly;  besides,  you  must  have  seen  in  your  books  of 
chivalry  that  it  is  a  common  thing  for  knights  to  upset  one 
another,  and  for  him  who  is  conquered  to-day  to  be  conqueror 
to-morrow. " 

<(  Very  true,"  said  Samson,  (<  and  good  Sancho  Panza's  view 
of  these  cases  is  quite  right. " 

<(Sirs,  not  so  fast,"  said  Don  Quixote.  (( In  last  year's  nests 
there  are  no  birds  this  year.  I  was  mad  —  now  I  am  in  my 
senses;  I  was  Don  Quixote  of  La  Mancha  —  I  am  now,  as  I  said, 
Alonso  Quixano  the  Good;  and  may  my  repentance  and  sincerity 
restore  me  to  the  esteem  you  used  to  have  for  me;  and  now  let 
Master  Notary  proceed. 

(( Item  —  I  leave  all  my  property  absolutely  to  Antonia  Quixana 
my  niece,  here  present,  after  all  has  been  deducted  from  the 
most  available  portion  of  it  that  may  be  required  to  satisfy  the 
bequests  I  have  made.  And  the  first  disbursement  I  desire  to 
be  made  is  the  payment  of  the  wages  I  owe  for  the  time  my 
housekeeper  has  served  me,  with  twenty  ducats,  over  and  above, 
for  a  gown.  The  curate  and  the  bachelor  Samson  Carrasco,  now 
present,  I  appoint  my  executors. 

(( Item  —  It  is  my  wish  that  if  Antonia  Quixana,  my  niece, 
desires  to  marry,  she  shall  marry  a  man  of  whom  it  shall  be  first 
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of  all  ascertained  by  information  taken  that  he  does  not  know 
what  books  of  chivalry  are;  and  if  it  should  be  proved  that  he 
does,  and  if  in  spite  of  this  my  niece  insists  upon  marrying  him 
and  does  marry  him,  then  she  shall  forfeit  the  whole  of  what  I 
have  left  her,  which  my  executors  shall  devote  to  works  of 
charity  as  they  please. 

*  Item — I  entreat  the  aforesaid  gentlemen  my  executors,  that 
if  any  happy  chance  should  lead  them  to  discover  the  author  who 
is  said  to  have  written  a  history  now  going  about  under  the  title 
of  ( Second  Part  of  the  Achievements  of  Don  Quixote  of  La 
Mancha,'  they  beg  of  him  on  my  behalf  as  earnestly  as  they  can 
to  forgive  me  for  having  been,  without  intending  it,  the  cause  of 
his  writing  so  many  and  such  monstrous  absurdities  as  he  hac 
written  in  it;  for  I  am  leaving  the  world  with  a  feeling  of  com- 
punction at  having  provoked  him  to  write  them." 

With  this  he  closed  his  will,  and  a  faintness  coming  over  him, 
he  stretched  himself  out  at  full  length  on  the  bed.  All  were  in 
a  flutter  and  made  haste  to  relieve  him,  and  during  the  three 
days  he  lived  after  that  on  which  he  made  his  will,  he  fainted. 
away  very  often.  The  house  was  all  in  confusion;  but  still  the 
niece  ate  and  the  housekeeper  drank  and  Sancho  Panza  enjoyed 
himself;  for  inheriting  property  wipes  out  or  softens  down  in  the 
heir  the  feeling  of  grief  the  dead  man  might  be  expected  to 
leave  behind  him. 

At  last  Don  Quixote's  end  came,  after  he  had  received  all  the 
sacraments,  and  had  in  full  and  forcible  terms  expressed  his 
detestation  of  books  of  chivalry.  The  notary  was  there  at  the 
time,  and  he  said  that  in  no  book  of  chivalry  had  he  ever  read 
of  any  knight-errant  dying  in  his  bed  so  calmly  and  so  like  a 
Christian  as  Don  Quixote,  who  amid  the  tears  and  lamentations 
of  all  present  yielded  up  his  spirit, — that  is  to  say,  died.  On  per- 
ceiving it,  the  curate  begged  the  notary  to  bear  witness  that 
Alonso  Quixano  the  Good,  commonly  called  Don  Quixote  of  La 
Mancha,  had  passed  away  from  this  present  life,  and  died  natu- 
rally; and  said  he  desired  this  testimony  in  order  to  remove  the 
possibility  of  any  other  author  save  Cid  Hamet  Benengeli 
bringing  him  to  life  again  falsely  and  making  interminable 
stories  out  of  his  achievements. 

Such  was  the  end  of  the  Ingenious  Gentleman  of  La  Mancha, 
whose  village  Cid  Hamet  would  not  indicate  precisely,  in  order 
to  leave  all  the  towns  and  villages  of  La  Mancha  to  contend 
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among  themselves  for  the  right  to  adopt  him  and  claim  him  as  a 
son,  as  the  seven  cities  of  Greece  contended  for  Homer.  The 
lamentations  of  Sancho  and  the  niece  and  housekeeper  are  omitted 
here,  as  well  as  the  new  epitaphs  upon  his  tomb;  Samson  Car- 
rasco,  however,  put  the  following;  — 

ftA  doughty  gentleman  lies  here, 
A  stranger  all  his  life  to  fear; 
Nor  in  his  death  could  Death  prevail, 
In  that  last  hour,  to  make  him  quail. 
He  for  the  world  but  little  cared, 
And  at  his  feats  the  world  was  scared; 
A  crazy  man  his  life  he  passed, 
But  in  his  senses  died  at  last." 

And  said  most  sage  Cid  Hamet  to  his  pen:  — 
<(  Rest  here,  hung  up  by  this  brass  wire,  upon  this  shelf,  O 
my  pen!  whether  of  skillful  make  or  clumsy  cut  I  know  not; 
here  shalt  thou  remain  long  ages  hence,  unless  presumptuous  or 
malignant  story-tellers  take  thee  down  to  profane  thee.  But 
ere  they  touch  thee  warn  them,  and  as  best  thou  canst,  say  to 
them :  — 

(Hold  off!  ye  weaklings;  hold  your  hands! 

Adventure  it  let  none, 
For  this  enterprise,  my  lord  the  King, 
Was  meant  for  me  alone. y 

For  me  alone  was  Don  Quixote  born,  and  I  for  him;  it  was 
his  to  act,  mine  to  write;  we  two  together  make  -but  one,  not- 
withstanding and  in  spite  of  that  pretended  Tordesillesque  writer 
who  has  ventured  or  would  venture  with  his  great  coarse  ill- 
trimmed  ostrich  quill  to  write  the  achievements  of  my  valiant 
knight; — no  burden  for  his  shoulders,  nor  subject  for  his  frozen 
wit:  whom,  if  perchance  thou  shouldst  come  to  know  him,  thou 
shalt  warn  to  leave  at  rest  where  they  lie  the  weary  moldering 
bones  of  Don  Quixote,  and  not  to  attempt  to  carry  him  off,  in 
opposition  to  all  the  privileges  of  death,  to  Old  Castile,  making 
him  rise  from  the  grave  where  in  reality  and  truth  he  lies 
stretched  at  full  length,  powerless  to  make  any  third  expedition 
or  new  sally;  for  the  two  that  he  has  already  made,  so  much  to 
the  enjoyment  and  approval  of  everybody  to  whom  they  have 
become  known,  in  this  as  well  as  in  foreign  countries,  are  quite 
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sufficient  tor  the  purpose  of  turning  into  ridicule  the  whole  of 
those  made  by  the  whole  set  of  the  knights-errant;  and  so  doing 
shalt  thou  discharge  thy  Christian  calling,  giving  good  counsel  to 
one  that  bears  ill-will  to  thee.  And  I  shall  remain  satisfied,  and 
proud  to  have  been  the  first  who  has  ever  enjoyed  the  fruit  of 
his  writings  as  fully  as  he  could  desire;  for  my  desire  has  been 
no  other  than  to  deliver  over  to  the  detestation  of  mankind  the 
false  and  foolish  tales  of  the  books  of  chivalry,  which,  thanks  to 
that  of  my  true  Don  Quixote,  are  even  now  tottering,  and  doubt- 
less doomed  to  fall  forever.  Fare  well. » 
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ADELBERT  VON   CHAMISSO 

(1781-1838) 

fouis  CHARLES  ADELAIDE  DE  CHAMISSO,  known  as  Adalbert  von 
Chamisso,  the  youngest  son  of  Count  Louis  Marie  de  Cha- 
misso,  was  born  in  the  paternal  castle  of.  Boncourt,  in 
Champagne,  January  3oth,  1781.  Driven  into  exile  by  the  Revolu- 
tion, the  family  of  loyalists  sought  refuge  in  the  Low  Countries  and 
afterward  in  Germany,  settling  in  Berlin  in  1797.  In  later  years  the 
other  members  of  the  family  returned  to  France  and  established 
themselves  once  more  as  Frenchmen  in  their  native  land;  but  Adel- 
bert  von  Chamisso,  German  by  nature  and 
characteristics  as  well  as  by  virtue  of  his 
early  education  and  environment,  struck 
root  in  Germany  and  was  the  genuine 
product  of  German  soil.  In  1796  the  young 
Chamisso  became  page  to  Queen  Louise^of 
Prussia,  and  while  at  court,  by  the  Queen's 
directions,  he  received  the  most  careful 
education.  He  was  made  ensign  in  1798 
and  lieutenant  in  1801,  in  the  Regiment; 
von  Goetze.  A  military  career  was  repug- 
nant to  him,  and  his  French  antecedents 
did  not  tend  to  make  his  life  agreeable 
among  the  German  officers.  That  the  serv- 
ice was  not  wholly  without  interest,  how- 
ever, is  shown  by  the  two  treatises  upon  military  subjects  written  by 
him  in  1798  and  1799. 

As  a  young  officer  he  belonged  to  a  romantic  brotherhood  calling 
itself  <(The  Polar  Star,"  which  counted  among  its  members  his  life- 
long friend  Hitzig,  Alexander  zur  Lippe,  Varnhagen,  and  other  young 
writers  of  the  day.  He  diligently  applied  himself  to  the  mastery  of 
the  German  tongue,  made  translations  of  poems  and  dramas,  and  to 
relieve  the  irksomeness  of  his  military  life  incessantly  studied 
Homer.  His  most  ambitious  literary  effort  of  this  time  was  a 
<  Faust  >  (1803),  a  metaphysical,  somewhat  sophomoric  attempt,  but 
the  only  one  of  his  early  poems  that  he  admitted  into  his  collected 
works. 

While  still  in  the  Prussian  army,  he  edited  with  Varnhagen  and 
Neumann  a  periodical  called  the  Musenalmanach  (1804),  which  existed 
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three  years.  After  repeated  but  vain  efforts  to  obtain  release 
from  the  uncongenial  military  service,  the  capitulation  of  Hameln  at 
length  set  him  free  (1806).  He  left  Germany  and  went  to  France; 
but,  disappointed  in  his  hopes,  unsettled  and  without  plans,  he 
returned,  and  several  years  were  lost  in  profitless  and  desultory 
wanderings.  From  1810  to  1812  he  was  again  in  France.  Here  he 
became  acquainted  with  Alexander  von  Humboldt  and  Uhland,  and 
renewed  his  friendship  with  Wilhelm  Schlegel.  With  Helmina  von 
Chezy  he  undertook  the  translation  into  French  of  Schlegel's  Vienna 
lectures  upon  art  and  literature.  Chamisso  was  indifferent  to  the 
task,  and  the  translation  went  on  but  slowly.  To  expedite  the  work 
he  was  invited  to  stay  at  Chaumont,  the  residence  of  Madame  de 
Stael,  where  Schlegel  was  a  member  of  her  household.  Here  his 
careless  personal  habits  and  his  inevitable  pipe  brought  odium  upon 
him  in  that  polished  circle. 

Madame  de  Stael  was  always  his  friend,  and  in  1 8 1 1  he  went  to 
her  at  Coppet,  where  by  a  happy  chance  he  took  up  the  study  of 
botany,  with  August  de  Stael  as  instructor.  Filled  with  enthusiasm 
for  his  new  pursuit,  he  made  excursions  through  Switzerland,  col- 
lecting and  botanizing.  The  period  of  indecision  was  at  an  end, 
and  in  1812,  at  the  age  of  thirty-one,  he  matriculated  as  student  of 
medicine  at  the  University  of  Berlin,  and  applied  himself  with  reso- 
lution to  the  study  of  the  natural  sciences.  During  the  war  against 
Napoleon  he  sought  refuge  in  Kunersdorf  with  the  Itzenplitz  family, 
where  he  occupied  his  time  with  botany  and  the  instruction  of  young 
Itzenplitz.  It  was  during  this  time  (1813)  that  ( Peter  Schlemihl's 
Wundersame  Geschichte )  (Peter  Schlemihl's  Wonderful  History)  was 
written, — one  of  the  masterpieces  of  German  literature.  His  (  Faust  * 
and  ( Fortunatus  >  had  in  some  degree  foreshadowed  his  later  and 
more  famous  work,  —  <  Faust >  in  the  compact  with  the  devil,  < Fortu- 
natus}  in  the  possession  of  the  magical  wishing-bag.  The  simple 
motif  of  popular  superstition,  the  loss  of  one's  shadow,  familiar  in 
folk-stories  and  already  developed  by  Goethe  in  his  <  Tales,  >  and  by 
Korner  in  <  Der  Teufel  von  Salamanca  >  (The  Devil  of  Salamanca), 
was  treated  by  Chamisso  with  admirable  simplicity,  directness  of 
style,  and  realism  of  detail. 

Chamisso's  divided  allegiance  to  France  and  Germany  made  the 
political  situation  of  the  times  very  trying  for  him,  and  it  was  with 
joy  that  he  welcomed  an  appointment  as  scientist  to  a  Russian  polar 
expedition,  fitted  out  under  the  direction  of  Count  Romanzoff,  and 
commanded  by  Captain  Kotzebue  (1815-1818).  The  record  of  the 
scientific  results  of  this  expedition,  as  published  by  Kotzebue,  was 
full  of  misstatements ;  and  to  correct  these,  Chamisso  wrote  the 
'Tagebuch*  (Journal)  in  1835,  a  work  whose  pure  and  plastic  style 
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places  it  in  the  first  order  of  books  of  travel,  and  entitles  its  author, 
in  point  of  description,  to  rank  with  Von  Humboldt  among  the  best 
writers  of  travels  of  the  first  half  of  the  century. 

After  three  years  of  voyaging,  Chamisso  returned  to  Berlin,  and 
in  1819  he  was  made  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Natural  Sciences 
and  received  the  degree  of  Ph.  D.  from  the  University  of  Berlin,  was 
appointed  adjunct  custodian  of  the  botanical  garden  in  New  Sch one- 
berg,  and  in  September  of  the  same  year  he  married  Antonie  Piaste. 

An  indemnity  granted  by  France  to  the  French  emigrants  put  him 
in  possession  of  the  sum  of  one  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  in  1825 
he  again  visited  Paris,  where  he  remained  some  months  among  old 
friends  and  new  interests.  The  period  of  his  great  activity  was  after 
this  date.  His  life  was  now  peaceful  and  domestic.  Poetry  and 
botany  flourished  side  by  side.  Chamisso,  to  his  own  astonishment, 
found  himself  read  and  admired,  and  everywhere  his  songs  were 
sung.  To  the  influence  of  his  wife  we  owe  the  cycles  of  poems, 
<  Frauen-Liebe  und  Leben*  (Woman's  Love  and  Life),  and  (Lebens 
Lieder  und  Bilder>  (Life's  Songs  and  Pictures),  for  without  her  they 
would  have  been  impossible.  The  former  cycle  inspired  Robert 
Schumann  in  the  first  days  of  his  happy  married  life,  and  the  music 
of  these  songs  has  made  < Woman's  Love  and  Life*  familiar  to  all 
the  world.  <  Salas  y  Gomez,  >  a  reminiscence  of  his  voyage  around 
the  world,  appeared  in  the  Musenalmanach  in  1830.  The  theme  of 
this  poem  was  the  development  of  the  romantic  possibilities  suggested 
by  the  sight  of  the  profound  loneliness  and  grandeur  of  the  South 
Sea  island,  Salas  y  Gomez.  Chamisso  translated  Andersen  and 
Beranger,  made  translations  from  the  Chinese  and  Tonga,  and  his 
version  of  the  Eddie  Song  of  Thrym  (( Das  Lied  von  Thrym  >)  is 
among  the  best  translations  from  the  Icelandic  that  have  been  made. 

In  1832  he  became  associate  editor  of  the  Berlin  Deutscher  Musen- 
almanach, which-  position  he  held  until  his  death,  and  in  his  hands 
the  periodical  attained  a  high  degree  of  influence  and  importance. 
His  health  failing,  he  resigned  his  position  at  the  Botanical  Garden, 
retiring  upon  full  pay.  He  died  at  Berlin,  August  2ist,  1838. 

Frenchman  though  he  was,  his  entire  conception  of  life  and  the 
whole  character  of  his  writings  are  purely  German,  and  show  none 
of  the  French  characteristics  of  his  time.  Chamisso,  as  botanist, 
traveler,  poet,  and  editor,  made  important  contributions  in  each  and 
every  field,  although  outside  of  Germany  his  fame  rests  chiefly  upon 
his  widely  known  <  SchlemihV  which  has  been  translated  into  all  the 
principal  languages  of  Europe. 


6  ADELBERT  VON  CHAMISSO 


THE  BARGAIN 
From  (The  Wonderful  History  of  Peter  SchlemihP 

AFTER  a  fortunate,  but  for  me  very  troublesome  voyage,  we 
finally  reached  the  port.  The  instant  that  I  touched  land 
in  the  boat,  I  loaded  myself  with  my  few  effects,  and  pass- 
ing through  the  swarming  people  I  entered  the  first  and  least 
house  before  which  I  saw  a  sign  hang.  I  requested  a  room;  the 
boots  measured  me  with  a  look,  .and  conducted  me  into  the  gar- 
ret. I  caused  fresh  water  to  be  brought,  and  made  him  exactly 
describe  to  me  where  I  should  find  Mr.  Thomas  John. 

ft  Before  the  north  gate ;  the  first  country-house  on  the  right 
hand;  a  large  new  house  of  red  and  white  marble,  with  many 
columns. * 

(<  Good. w  It  was  still  early  in  the  day.  I  opened  at  once  my 
bundle;  took  thence  my  new  black-cloth  coat;  clad  myself  cleanly 
in  my  best  apparel;  put  my  letter  of  introduction  into  my  pocket, 
and  set  put  on  the  way  to  the*  man  who  was  to  promote  my 
modest  expectations. 

When  I  had  ascended  the  long  North  Street,  and  reached  the 
gate,  I  soon  saw  the  pillars  glimmer  through  the  foliage.  <(Here 
it  is,  then,"  thought  I.  I  wiped  the  dust  from  my  feet  with  my 
pocket-handkerchief,  put  my  neckcloth  in  order,  and  in  God's 
name  rang  the  bell.  The  door  flew  open.  In  the  hall  I  had  an 
examination  to  undergo;  the  porter  however  permitted  me  to  be 
announced,  and  I  had  the  honor  to  be  called  into  the  park,  where 
Mr.  John  was  walking  with  a  select  party.  I  recognized  the  man 
at  once  by  the  lustre  of  his  corpulent  self-complacency.  He 
received  me  very  well, —  as  a  rich  man  receives  a  poor  devil,— 
even  turned  towards  me,  without  turning  from  the  rest  of  the 
company,  and  took  the  offered  letter  from  my  hand.  (<  So,  so, 
from  my  brother.  I  have  heard  nothing  from  him  for  a  long 
time.  But  .he  is  well?  There, >}  continued  he,  addressing  the 
company,  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  and  pointing  with  the 
letter  to  a  hill,  <(  there  I  am  going  to  erect  the  new  building. w 
He  broke  the  seal  without  breaking  off  the  conversation,  which 
turned  upon  riches. 

*  He  that  is  not  master  of  a  million  at  least, w  he  observed, 
"is —  pardon  me  the  word  —  a  wretch!" 
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<(  Oh,  how  true ! w  I  exclaimed,  with  a  rush  of  overflowing 
feeling. 

That  pleased  him.  He  smiled  at  me  and  said,  (<  Stay  here, 
my  good  friend;  in  a  while  I  shall  perhaps  have  time  to  tell 
you  what  I  think  about  this."  He  pointed  to  the  letter,  which 
he  then  thrust  into  his  pocket,  and  turned  again  to  the  com- 
pany. He  offered  his  arm  to  a  young  lady;  the  other  gentlemen 
addressed  themselves  to  other  fair  ones;  each  found  what  suited 
him:  and  all  proceeded  towards  the  rose-blossomed  mount. 

I  slid  into  the  rear  without  troubling  any  one,  for  no  one 
troubled  himself  any  further  about  me.  The  company  was 
excessively  lively;  there  was  dalliance  and  playfulness;  trifles 
were  sometimes  discussed  with  an  important  tone,  but  oftener 
important  matters  with'  levity;  and  the  wit  flew  with  special 
gayety  over  absent  friends  and  their  circumstances.  I  was  too 
strange  to  understand  much  of  all  this;  too  anxious  and  intro- 
verted to  take  an  interest  in  such  riddles. 

We  had  reached  the  rosery.  The  lovely  Fanny,  who  seemed 
the  belle  of  the  day,  insisted  out  of  obstinacy  in  breaking  off 
a  blossomed  stem  herself.  She  wounded  herself  on  a  thorn,  and 
the  purple  streamed  from  her  tender  hand  as  if  from  the  dark 
roses.  This  circumstance  put  the  whole  party  into  a  flutter. 
English  plaster  was  sought  for.  A  quiet,  thin,  lanky,  longish, 
oldish  man  who  stood  near,  and  whom  I  had  not  hitherto 
remarked,  put  his  hand  instantly  into  the  tight  breast-pocket  of 
his  old  gray  French  taffeta  coat;  produced  thence  a  little  pocket- 
book,  opened  it,  and  presented  to  the  lady  with  a  profound 
obeisance  the  required  article.  She  took  it  without  noticing  the 
giver,  and  without  thanks;  the  wound  was  bound  up  and  we 
went  forward  over  the  hill,  from  whose  back  the  company  could 
enjoy  the  wide  prospect  over  the  green  labyrinth  of  the  park  to 
the  boundless  ocean. 

The  view  was  in  reality  vast  and  splendid.  A  light  point 
appeared  on  the  horizon  between  the  dark  flood  and  the  blue  of 
the  heaven.  «A  telescope  here!"  cried  John;  and  already, 
before  the  servants  who  appeared  at  the  call  were  in  motion,  the 
gray  man,  modestly  bowing,  had  thrust  his  hand  into  his  coat 
pocket,  drawn  thence  a  beautiful  Dollond,  and  handed  it  to  Mr. 
John.  Bringing  it  immediately  to  his  eye,  he  informed  the  com- 
pany that  it  was  the  ship  which  went  out  yesterday,  and  was 
detained  in  view  of  port  by  contrary  winds.  The  telescope 
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passed  from  hand  to  hand,  but  not  again  into  that  of  its  owner. 
I  however  gazed  in  wonder  at  the  man,  and  could  not  conceive 
how  the  great  machine  had  come  out  of  the  narrow  pocket; 
but  this  seemed  to  have  struck  no  one  else,  and  nobody  troubled 
himself  any  further  about  the  gray  man  than  about  myself. 

Refreshments  were  handed  round;  the  choicest  fruits  of  every 
zone,  in  the  costliest  vessels.  Mr.  John  did  the  honors  with  an 
easy  grace,  and  a  second  time  addressed  a  word  to  me:  <(  Help 
yourself;  you  have  not  had  the  like  at  sea."  I  bowed,  but  he 
did  not  see  it;  he  was  already  speaking  with  some  one  else. 

The  company  would  fain  have  reclined  upon  the  sward  on  the 
slope  of  the  hill,  opposite  to  the  outstretched  landscape,  had 
they  not  feared  the  dampness  of  the  earth.  <(  It  were  divine,  " 
observed  one  of  the  party,  (<had  we  but  a  Turkey  carpet  to 
spread  here."  The  wish  was  scarcely  expressed  when  the  man 
in  the  gray  coat  had  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  was  busied  in 
drawing  thence,  with  a  modest  and  even  humble  deportment,  a 
rich  Turkey  carpet  interwoven  with  gold.  The  servants  received 
it  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  opened  it  on  the  required  spot. 
The  company,  without  ceremony,  took  their  places  upon  it;  for 
myself,  I  looked  again  in  amazement  on  the  man  —  at  the  carpet, 
which  measured  about  twenty  paces  long  and  ten  in  breadth  — 
and  rubbed  my  eyes,  not  knowing  what  to  think  of  it,  especially 
as  nobody  saw  anything  extraordinary  in  it. 

I  would  fain  have  had  some  explanation  regarding  the  man 
md  have  asked  who  he  was,  but  I  knew  not  to  whom  to  address 
nyself,  for  I  was  almost  more  afraid  of  the  gentlemen's  servants 
than  of  the  served  gentlemen.  At  length  I  took  courage,  and 
stepped  up  to  a  young  man  who  appeared  to  me  to  be  of  less 
consideration  than  the  rest,  and  who  had  often  stood  alone.  I 
begged  him  softly  to  tell  me  who  the  agreeable  man  in  the 
gray  coat  there  was. 

(<  He  there,  who  looks  like  an  end  of  thread  that  has  escaped 
out  of  a  tailor's  needle?" 

"Yes,  he  who  stands  alone. w 

<(  I  don't  know  him,"  he  replied,  and — in  order  to  avoid  a 
longer  conversation  with  me,  apparently  —  he  turned  away  and 
spoke  of  indifferent  matters  to  another. 

The  sun  began  now  to  shine  more  powerfully,  and  to  incon- 
venience the  ladies.  The  lovely  Fanny  addressed  carelessly  to 
the  gray  man  —  whom,  as  far  as  I  am  aware,  no  one  had  yet 
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spoken  to  —  the  trifling  question  whether  he  (<had  not,  perchance, 
also  a  tent  by  him  ? >y  He  answered  her  by  an  obeisance  most 
profound,  as  if  an  unmerited  honor  were  done  him,  and  had 
already  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  out  of  which  I  saw  come  canvas, 
poles,  cordage,  iron-work, —  in  short,  everything  which  belongs  to 
the  most  splendid  pleasure-tent.  The  young  gentlemen  helped 
to  expand  it,  and  it  covered  the  whole  extent  of  the  carpet,  and 
nobody  found  anything  remarkable  in  it. 

I  had  already  become  uneasy  —  nay,  horrified  —  at  heart;  but 
how  completely  so,  as  at  the  very  next  wish  expressed  I  saw 
him  pull  out  of  his  pocket  three  roadsters  —  I  tell  you,  three 
beautiful  great  black  horses,  with  saddle  and  caparison.  Take  it 
in,  for  Heaven's  sake!  —  three  saddled  horses,  out  of  the  same 
pocket  from  which  already  a  pocket-book,  a  telescope,  an  em- 
broidered carpet  twenty  paces  long  and  ten  broad,  a  pleasure- 
tent  of  equal  dimensions  and  all  the  requisite  poles  and  irons, 
had  come  forth!  If  I  did  not  protest  to  you  that  I  saw  it 
myself  with  my  own  eyes,  you  could  not  possibly  believe  it. 

Embarrassed  and  obsequious  as  the  man  himself  appeared  to 
be,  little  as  was  the  attention  which  had  been  bestowed  upon 
him,  yet  to  me  his  grisly  aspect,  from  which  I  could  not  turn 
my  eyes,  became  so  fearful  that  I  could  bear  it  no  longer. 

I  resolved  to  steal  away  from  the  company,  which  from  the 
insignificant  part  I  played  in  it  seemed  to  me  an  easy  affair. 
I  proposed  to  myself  to  return  to  the  city  to  try  my  luck  again 
on  the  morrow  with  Mr.  John,  and  if  I  could  muster  the  neces- 
sary courage,  to  question  him  about  the  singular  gray  man.  Had 
I  only  had  the  good  fortune  to  escape  so  well! 

I  had  already  actually  succeeded  in  stealing  through  the  ros- 
ery,  and  on  descending  the  hill  found  myself  on  a  piece  of  lawn, 
when,  fearing  to  be  encountered  in  crossing  the  grass  out  of  the 
path,  I  cast  an  inquiring  glance  round  me.  What  was  my  terror 
to  behold  the  man  in  the  gray  coat  behind  me,  and  making 
towards  me!  The  next  moment  he  took  off  his  hat  before  me, 
and  bowed  so  low  as  no  one  had  ever  yet  done  to  me.  There 
was  no  doubt  but  that  he  wished  to  address  me,  and  without 
being  rude  I  could  not  prevent  it.  I  also  took  off  my  hat, 
bowed  also,  and  stood  there  in  the  sun  with  bare  head  as  if 
rooted  to  the  ground.  I  stared  at  him  full  of  terror,  and  was 
like  a  bird  which  a  serpent  has  fascinated.  He  himself  appeared 
very  much  embarrassed.  He  did  not  raise  his  eyes,  again  bowed 
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repeatedly,  drew  nearer  and  addressed  me  with  a  soft  tremulous 
voice,  almost  in  a  tone  of  supplication: — 

«  May  I  hope,  sir,  that  you  will  pardon  my  boldness  in  ven- 
turing in  so  unusual  a  manner  to  approach  you?  but  I  would  ask 
a  favor.  Permit  me  most  condescendingly  — )} 

<(  But  in  God's  name  !  w  exclaimed  I  in  my  trepidation,  <(  what 
can  I  do  for  a  man  who  — }>  we  both  started,  and  as  I  believe, 
reddened. 

After  a  moment's  silence  he  again  resumed:  — 

« During  the  short  time  that  I  had  the  happiness  to  find  my- 
self near  you,  I  have,  sir,  many  times, —  allow  me  to  say  it  to 
you, —  really  contemplated  with  inexpressible  admiration  the  beau- 
tiful, beautiful  shadow  which,  as  it  were  with  a  certain  noble 
disdain  and  without  yourself  remarking  it,  you  cast  from  you  in 
the  sunshine.  The  noble  shadow  at  your  feet  there  !  Pardon  me 
the  bold  supposition,  but  possibly  you  might  not  be  indisposed 
to  make  this  shadow  over  to  me.** 

I  was  silent,  and  a  mill-wheel  seemed  to  whirl  round  in  my 
head.  What  was  I  to  make  of  this  singular  proposition  to  sell 
my  own  shadow?  He  must  be  mad,  thought  I;  and  with  an 
altered  tone  which  was  more  assimilated  to  that  of  his  own 
humility,  I  answered  him  thus:  — 

<(  Ha!  ha!  good  friend,  have  not  you  then  enough  of  your 
own  shadow  ?  I  take  this  for  a  business  of  a  very  singular  sort  — >} 

He  hastily  interrupted  me : — <(  I  have  many  things  in  my 
pocket  which,  sir,  might  not  appear  worthless  to  you;  and  for 
this  inestimable  shadow  I  hold  the  very  highest  price  too  small. )} 

It  struck  cold  through  me  again  as  I  was  reminded  of  the 
pocket.  I  knew  not  how  I  could  have  called  him  good  friend. 
I  resumed  the  conversation,  and  sought  to  set  all  right  again  by 
excessive  politeness  if  possible. 

<(  But,  sir,  pardon  your  most  humble  servant ;  I  do  not  under- 
stand your  meaning.  How  indeed  could  my  shadow — }> 

He  interrupted  me. 

(<  T  beg  your  permission  only  here  on  the  spot  to  be  allowed 
to  take  up  this  noble  shadow  and  put  it  in  my  pocket;  how  I 
shall  do  that,  be  my  care.  On  the  other  hand,  as  a  testimony  of 
my  grateful  acknowledgment  to  you,  I  give  you  the  choice  of  all 
the  treasures  which  I  carry  in  my  pocket, — the  genuine  Spring- 
root,*  the  < man  drake  -root, y  the  ( change -penny, J  the  'rob-dollar,' 
the  *  napkin  of  Roland's  page, y  a  <  mandrake-man, }  at  your  own 


ADELBERT  VON  CHAMISSO  35  XI 

price.  But  these  probably  don't  interest  you;  rather  <Fortu- 
natus's  wishing-cap,'  newly  and  stoutly  repaired,  and  a  lucky- 
bag  such  as  he  had ! }) 

(( The  luck-purse  of  Fortunatus ! }>  I  exclaimed,  interrupting 
him;  and  great  as  my  anxiety  was,  with  that  one  word  he  had 
taken  my  whole  mind  captive.  A  dizziness  seized  me,  and  dou- 
ble ducats  seemed  to  glitter  before  my  eyes. 

<(  Honored  sir,  will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  view  and  to  make 
trial  of  this  purse  ? }>  He  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and 
drew  out  a  tolerably  large,  well-sewed  purse  of  stout  Cordovan 
leather,  with  two  strong  strings,  and  handed  it  to  me.  I  plunged 
my  hand  into  it,  and  drew  out  ten  gold  pieces,  and  again  ten.  I 
extended  him  eagerly  my  hand.  (( Agreed!  the  business  is  done: 
for  the  purse  you  have  my  shadow !  w 

He  closed  with  me;  kneeled  instantly  down  before  me,  and 
I  beheld  him,  with  an  admirable  dexterity,  gently  loosen  my 
shadow  from  top  to  toe  from  the  grass,  lift  it  up,  roll  it  to- 
gether, fold  it,  and  finally  pocket  it.  He  arose,  made  me 
another  obeisance,  and  retreated  towards  the  rosery.  I  fancied 
that  I  heard  him  there  softly  laughing  to  himself,  but  I  held  the 
purse  fast  by  the  strings;  all  round  me  lay  the  clear  sunshine, 
and  within  me  was  yet  no  power  of  reflection. 

At  length  I  came  to  myself,  and  hastened  to  quit  the  place 
where  I  had  nothing  more  to  expect.  In  the  first  place  I  filled 
my  pockets  with  gold;  then  I  secured  the  strings  of  the  purse 
fast  round  my  neck,  and  concealed  the  purse  itself  in  my 
bosom.  I  passed  unobserved  out  of  the  park,  reached  the  high- 
way and  took  the  road  to  the  city.  As,  sunk  in  thought,  I 
approached  the  gate,  I  heard  a  cry  behind  me: 

<(  Young  gentleman !   eh !  young  gentleman !    hear  you ! }> 

I  looked  round;  an  old  woman  called  after  me. 

<(  Do  take  care,   sir,  you  have  lost  your  shadow ! }> 

(( Thank  you,  good  mother ! w  I  threw  her  a  gold  piece  for 
her  well-meant  intelligence,  and  stopped  imder  the  trees. 

At  the  city  gate  I  was  compelled  to  hear  again  from  the 
sentinel,  (( Where  has  the  gentleman  left  his  shadow  ?»  And 
immediately  again  from  some  women,  "Jesus  Maria!  the  poor 
fellow  has  no  shadow!.*  That  began  to  irritate  me,  and  I 
became  especially  careful  not  to  walk  in  the  sun.  This  could 
not,  however,  be  accomplished  everywhere;  for  instance,  over  the 
broad  street  I  must  next  take- — actually,  as  mischief  would  have 
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it,  at  the  very  moment  the  boys  came  out  of  school.  A  cursed 
hunchbacked  rogue  —  I  see  him  yet  —  spied  out  instantly  that 
I  had  no  shadow.  He  proclaimed  the  fact  with  a  loud  outcry 
to  the  whole  assembled  literary  street  youth  of  the  suburb, 
who  began  forthwith  to  criticize  me  and  to  pelt  me  with  mud. 
(<  Decent  people  are  accustomed  to  take  their  shadow  with  them 
when  they  go  into  the  sunshine. }>  To  defend  myself  from  them 
I  threw  whole  handfuls  of  gold  amongst  them,  and  sprang  into 
a  hackney  coach  which  some  compassionate  soul  procured  for  me. 
As  soon  as  I  found  myself  alone  in  the  rolling  carriage,  I 
began  to  weep  bitterly.  The  presentiment  must  already  have 
arisen  in  me  that  on  earth,  far  as  gold  transcends  merit  and  vir- 
tue in  estimation,  so  much  higher  than  gold  itself  is  the  shadow 
valued;  and  as  I  had  earlier  sacrificed  wealth  to  conscience,  I 
had  now  thrown  away  the  shadow  for  mere  gold.  What  in  the 
world  could  and  would  become  of  me! 


FROM   (WOMAN'S   LOVE  AND   LIFE> 
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HOU  ring  upon  my  finger, 

My  little  golden  ring, 
Against  my  fond  bosom  I  press  thee, 

And  to  thee  my  fond  lips  cling. 


My  girlhood's  dream  was  ended, 

Its  peaceful,  innocent  grace, 
Forlorn  I  woke,  and  so  lonely, 

In  desolate  infinite  space. 

Thou  ring  upon  my  finger, 

Thou  bringest  me  peace  on  earth, 
And  them  my  eyes  hast  opened 

To  womanhood's  infinite  worth. 

I'll  love  and  serve  him  forever, 

And  live  for  him  alone; 
I'll  give  him  my  life,  but  to  find  it 

Transfigured  in  his  own. 

Thou  ring  upon  my  finger, 

My  little  golden  ring, 
Against  my  fond  bosom  I  press  thee, 

And  to  thee  my  fond  lips  cling. 

Translation  of  Charles  Harvey  Gemm£: 


WILLIAM  ELLERY  CHANNING 

(1780-1842) 

i>R.  CHANNING,  the  recognized  leader,  although  not  the  origi- 
nator of  the  Unitarian  movement  in  this  country,  was  a 
man  of  singular  spirituality,  sweetness  of  disposition,  purity 
of  life,  and  nobility  of  character.  He  was  thought  by  some  to  be 
austere  and  cold  in  temperament,  and  timid  in  action;  but  this  was 
rather  a  misconception  of  a  life  given  to  conscientious  study,  and  an 
effort  to  allow  due  weight  to  opposing  arguments.  He  was  not  liable 
to  be  swept  from  his  moorings  by  momentary  enthusiasm.  As  a 
writer  he  was  clear  and  direct,  admirably 
perspicuous  in  style,  without  great  orna- 
ment, much  addicted  to  short  and  simple 
sentences,  though  singularly  enough  an 
admirer  of  those  which  were  long  and 
involved.  A  critic  in  Eraser's  Magazine 
wrote  of  him:  — <(  Channing  is  unquestion- 
ably the  first  writer  of  the  age.  From  his 
writings  may  be  •  extracted  some  of  the 
richest  poetry  and  richest  conceptions, 
clothed  in  language  —  unfortunately  for  our 
literature  —  too  little  studied  in  the  day  in 
which  we  live.** 

He    was   of   «blue    blood, »  —  the    grand-    WILLIAM    E.    CHANNING 
son   of   William   Ellery,  one   of   the   signers 

of  the  Declaration, — and  was  born  at  Newport,  Rhode  Island,  April 
7th,  1780.  He  was  graduated  at  Harvard  College  with  high  honors  in 
1798,  and  first  thought  of  studying  medicine,  but  was  inclined  to  the 
direction  of  the  ministry.  He  became  a  private  tutor  in  Richmond, 
Virginia,  where  he  learned  to  detest  slavery.  Here  he  laid  the  seeds 
of  subsequent  physical  troubles  by  imprudent  indulgence  in  asceti- 
cism, in  a  desire  to  avoid  effeminacy.  He  entered  upon  the  study  of 
theology,  which  he  continued  in  Cambridge;  he  was  ordained  in 
1803,  and  soon  became  pastor  of  the  Federal  Street  Church  in  Bos- 
ton, in  charge  of  which  society  he  passed  his  ministerial  life.  In 
the  following  year  he  was  associated  with  Buckminster  and  others 
in  the  liberal  Congregational  movement,  and  this  led  him  into  a  posi- 
tion of  controversy  with  his  orthodox  brethren, — one  he  cordially 
disliked.  But  he  could  not  refrain  from  preaching  the  doctrines  of 
the  dignity  of  human  nature,  the  supremacy  of  reason,  and  religious 
freedom,  of  whose  truth  he  was  profoundly  assured. 
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It  has  been  truly  said  that  Channing  was  too  much  a  lover  of 
free  thought,  and  too  desirous  to  hold  only  what  he  thought  to  be 
true,  to  allow  himself  to  be  bound  by  any  party  ties.  «I  wish,»  he 
himself  said,  «to  regard  myself  as  belonging  not  to  a  sect  but  to  the 
community  of  free  minds,  of  lovers  of  truth  and  followers  of  Christ, 
both  on  earth  and  in  heaven.  I  desire  to  escape  the  narrow  walls  of 
a  particular  church,  and  to  stand  under  the  open  sky  in  the  broad 
light,  looking  far  and  wide,  seeing  with  my  own  eyes,  hearing  with 
my  own  ears,  and  following  Truth  meekly  but  resolutely,  however 
arduous  or  solitary  be  the  path  in  which  she  leads. » 

He  was  greatly  interested  in  temperance,  in  the  anti-slavery 
movement,  in  the  elevation  of  the  laboring  classes,  and  other  social 
reforms;  and  after  1824,  when  Dr.  Gannettr  became  associate  pastor, 
he  gave  much  time  to  work  in  these  directions.  His  death  occurred 
at  Bennington,  Vermont,  April  2d,  1842.  His  literary  achievements 
are  mainly  or  wholly  in  the  line  of  his  work, —  sermons,  addresses, 
and  essays;  but  they  were  prepared  with  scrupulous  care,  and  have 
the  quality  naturally  to  be  expected  from  a  man  of  broad  and  cath- 
olic spirit,  wide  interests,  and  strong  love  of  literature.  His  works, 
in  six  volumes,  are  issued  by  the  American  Unitarian  Association, 
which  also  publishes  a  ( Memorial  >  by  his  nephew,  William  Henry 
Channing,  in  three  volumes. 


THE  PASSION   FOR  POWER 
From  <The  Life  and  Character  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  > 

THE  passion  for  ruling,  though  most  completely  developed  in 
despotisms,  is  confined  to  no  forms  of  government.  It  is 
the  chief  peril  of  free  States,  the  natural  enemy  of  free 
institutions.  It  agitates  our  own  country,  and  still  throws  an 
uncertainty  over  the  great  experiment  we  are  making  here  in 
behalf  of  liberty.  .  .  .  It  is  the  distinction  of  republican 
institutions,  that  whilst  they  compel  the  passion  for  power  to 
moderate  its  pretensions,  and  to  satisfy  itself  with  more  limited 
gratifications,  they  tend  to  spread  it  more  widely  through  the 
community,  and  to  make  it  a  universal  principle.  The  doors  of 
office  being  opened  to  all,  crowds  burn  to  rush  in.  A  thousand 
hands  are  stretched  out  to  grasp  the  reins  which  are  denied  to 
none.  Perhaps  in  this  boasted  and  boasting  land  of  liberty,  not 
a  few,  if  called  to  state  the  chief  good  of  a  republic,  would 
place  it  in  this:  that  every  man  is  eligible  to  every  office,  and 


WILLIAM  ELLERY  CHANNING 

that  the  highest  places  of  power  and  trust  are  prizes  for  univer 
sal  competition.  The  superiority  attributed  by  many  to  OUT 
institutions  is,  not  that  they  secure  the  greatest  freedom,  but  give 
every  man  a  chance  of  ruling;  not  that  they  reduce  the  powei 
of  government  within  the  narrowest  limits  which  the  safety  oi 
the  State  admits,  but  throw  it  into  as  many  hands  as  possible. 
The  despot's  great  crime  is  thought  to  be  that  he  keeps  the 
delight  of  dominion  to  himself,  that  he  makes  a  monopoly  of  it; 
whilst  our  more  generous  institutions,  by  breaking  it  into  parcels 
and  inviting  the  multitude  to  scramble  for  it,  spread  this  joy 
more  widely.  The  result  is  that  political  ambition  infects  oui 
country  and  generates  a  feverish  restlessness  and  discontent, 
which  to  the  monarchist  may  seem  more  than  a  balance  for  our 
forms  of  liberty.  The  spirit  of  intrigue,  which  in  absolute  gov- 
ernments is  confined  to  courts,  walks  abroad  through  the  land; 
and  as  individuals  can  accomplish  no  political  purposes  single- 
handed,  they  band  themselves  into  parties,  ostensibly  framed  for 
public  ends,  but  aiming  only  at  the  acquisition  of  power.  The 
nominal  sovereign, —  that  is,  the  people, —  like  all  other  sov- 
ereigns, is  courted  and  flattered  and  told  that  it  can  do  no  wrong. 
Its  pride  is  pampered,  its  passions  inflamed,  its  prejudices  made 
inveterate.  Such  are  the  processes  by  which  other  republics  have 
been  subverted,  and  he  must  be  blind  who  cannot  trace  them 
among  ourselves.  We  mean  not  to  exaggerate  our  dangers.  We 
rejoice  to  know  that  the  improvements  of  society  oppose  many 
checks  to  the  love  of  power.  But  every  wise  man  who  sees  its 
workings  must  dread  it  as  one  chief  foe. 

This  passion  derives  strength  and  vehemence  in  our  country 
from  the  common  idea  that  political  power  is  the  highest  prize 
which  society  has  to  offer.  We  know  not  a  more  general  delu- 
sion,, nor  is  it  the  least  dangerous.  Instilled  as  it  is  in  our 
youth,  it  gives  infinite  excitement  to  political  ambition.  It  turn^ 
the  active  talents  of  the  country  to  public  station  as  the  supreme 
good,  and  makes  it  restless,  intriguing,  and  unprincipled.  It 
calls  out  hosts  of  selfish  competitors  for  comparatively  few 
places,  and  encourages  a  bold,  unblushing  pursuit  of  personal 
elevation,  which  a  just  moral  sense  and  self-respect  in  the  com- 
munity would  frown  upon  and  cover  with  shame. 
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THE  CAUSES  OF  WAR 

From  a  <  Discourse  delivered  before  the  Congregational  ministers  of 

Massachusetts  > 

ONE  of  the  great  springs  of  war  may  be  found  in  a  very 
strong  and  general  propensity  of  human  nature— -in  the 
love  of  excitement,  of  emotion,  of  strong  interest;  a  pro- 
pensity which  gives  a  charm  to  those  bold  and  hazardous  enter- 
prises  which  call  forth  all  the  energies  of  our  nature.  No  state 
of  mind,  not  even  positive  suffering,  is  more  painful  than  the 
want  of  interesting  objects.  The  vacant  soul  preys  on  itself,  and 
often  rushes  with  impatience  from  the  security  which  demands 
no  effort,  to  the  brink  of  peril.  This  part  of  human  nature  is 
seen  in  the  kind  of  pleasures  which  have  always  been  preferred. 
Why  has  the  first  rank  among  sports  been  given  to  the  chase  ? 
Because  its  difficulties,  hardships,  hazards,  tumults,  awaken  the 
mind,  and  give  to  it  a  new  consciousness  of  existence,  and  a 
deep  feeling  of  its  powers.  What  is  the  charm  which  attaches 
the  statesman  to  an  office  which  almost  weighs  him  down  with 
labor  and  an  appalling  responsibility  ?  He  finds  much  of  his 
compensation  in  the  powerful  emotion  and  interest  awakened  by 
the  very  hardships  of  his  lot,  by  conflict  with  vigorous  minds, 
by  the  opposition  of  rivals,  by  the  alternations  of  success  and 
defeat.  What  hurries  to  the  gaming  tables  the  man  of  prosper- 
ous fortune  and  ample  resources  ?  The  dread  of  apathy,  the 
love  of  strong  feeling  and  of  mental  agitation.  A  deeper  inter- 
est is  felt  in  hazarding  than  in  securing  wealth,  and  the  tempta- 
tion is  irresistible.  .  .  .  Another  powerful  principle  of  our 
nature  which  is  the  spring  of  war,  is  the  passion  for  superiority, 
for  triumph,  for  power.  The  human  mind  is  aspiring,  impatient 
of  inferiority,  and  eager  for  control.  I  need  not  enlarge  on  the 
predominance  of  this  passion  in  rulers,  whose  love  of  power  is 
influenced  by  its  possession,  and  who  are  ever  restless  to  extend 
their  sway.  It  is  more  important  to  observe  that  were  this  de- 
sire restrained  to  the  breasts  of  rulers,  war  would  move  with  a 
sluggish  pace.  But  the  passion  for  power  and  superiority  is  uni- 
versal; and  as  every  individual,  from  his  intimate  union  with 
the  community,  is  accustomed  to  appropriate  its  triumphs  to 
himself,  there  is  a  general  promptness  to  engage  in  any  contest 
by  which  the  community  may  obtain  an  ascendency  over  other 
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nations.  The  desire  that  our  country  should  surpass  all  others 
would  not  be  criminal,  did  we  understand  in  what  respects  it  is 
most  honorable  for  a  nation  to  excel;  did  we  feel  that  the  glory 
of  a  State  consists  in  intellectual  and  moral  superiority,  in  pre- 
eminence of  knowledge,  freedom  and  purity.  But  to  the  mass 
of  the  people  this  form  of  pre-eminence  is  too  refined  and  un- 
substantial. There  is  another  kind  of  triumph  which  they  better 
understand:  the  triumph  of  physical  power,  triumph  in  battle, 
triumph  not  over  the  minds  but  the  territory  of  another  State. 
Here  is  a  palpable,  visible  superiority;  and  for  this  a  people  are 
willing  to  submit  to  severe  privations.  A  victory  blots  out  the 
memory  of  their  sufferings,  and  in  boasting  of  their  extended 
power  they  find  a  compensation  for  many  woes.  .  .  .  An- 
other powerful  spring  of  war  is  the  admiration  of  the  brilliant 
qualities  displayed  in  war.  Many  delight'  in  war,  not  for  its 
carnage  and  woes,  but  for  its  valor  and  apparent  magnanimity, 
for  the  self-command  of  the  hero,  the  fortitude  which  despises 
suffering,  the  resolution  which  courts  danger,  the  superiority  of 
the  mind  to  the  body,  to  sensation,  to  fear.  Men  seldom  delight 
In  war,  considered  merely  as  a  source  of  misery.  When  they 
hear  of  battles,  the  picture  which  rises  to  their  view  is  not 
what  it  should  be  —  a  picture  of  extreme  wretchedness,  of  the 
wounded,  the  mangled,  the  slain;  these  horrors  are  hidden  under 
the  splendor  of  those  mighty  energies  which  break  forth  amidst 
the  perils  of  conflict,  and  which  human  nature  contemplates  with 
an  intense  and  heart-thrilling  delight.  Whilst  the  peaceful  sov- 
ereign who  scatters  blessings  with  the  silence  and  constancy  of 
Providence  is  received  with  a  faint  applause,  men  assemble  in 
crowds  to  hail  the  conqueror, — perhaps  a  monster  in  human  form, 
whose  private  life  is  blackened  with  lust  and  crime,  and  whose 
greatness  is  built  on  perfidy  and  usurpation.  Thus  war  is  the 
surest  and  speediest  way  to  renown;  and  war  will  never  cease 
while  the  field  of  battle  is  the  field  of  glory,  and  the  most  lux- 
uriant laurels  grow  from  a  root  nourished  with  blood. 
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SPIRITUAL  FREEDOM 
From  the  <  Discourse  on  Spiritual  Freedom,>  1830 


{CONSIDER  the  freedom  or  moral  strength  of  the  individual 
mind  as  the  supreme  good,  and  the  highest  end  of  govern- 
ment. I  am  aware  that  other  views  are  often  taken.  It  is 
said  that  government  is  intended  for  the  public,  for  the  commu- 
nity, not  for  the  individual.  The  idea  of  a  national  interest 
prevails  in  the  minds  of  statesmen,  and  to  this  it  is  thought  that 
the  individual  may  be  sacrificed.  But  I  would  maintain  that  the 
individual  is  not  made  for  the  State  so  much  as  the  State  for 
the  individual.  A  man  is  not  created  for  political  relations  as 
his  highest  end,  but  for  indefinite  spiritual  progress,  and  is 
placed  in  political  relations  as  the  means  of  his  progress.  The 
human  soul  is  greater,  more  sacred  than  the  State,  and  must 
never  be  sacrificed  to  it.  The  human  soul  is  to  outlive  all 
earthly  institutions.  The  distinction  of  nations  is  to  pass  away. 
Thrones  which  have  stood  for  ages  are  to  meet  the  doom  pro- 
nounced upon  all  man's  works.  But  the  individual  mind  sur- 
vives, and  the  obscurest  subject,  if  true  to  God,  will  rise  to 
power  never  wielded  by  earthly  potentates. 

A  human  being  is  a  member  of  the  community,  not  as  a 
limb  is  a  member  of  the  body,  or  as  a  wheel  is  a  part  of  a 
machine,  intended  only  to  contribute  to  some  general  joint 
result.  He  was  created  not  to  be  merged  in  the  whole,  as  a 
drop  in  the  ocean  or  as  a  particle  of  sand  on  the  seashore,  and 
to  aid  only  in  composing  a  mass.  He  is  an  ultimate  being, 
made  for  his  own  perfection  as  his  highest  end;  made  to  main- 
tain an  individual  existence,  and  to  serve  others  only  as  far  as 
consists  with  his  own  virtue  and  progress.  Hitherto  governments 
have  tended  greatly  to  obscure  this  importance  of  the  individual, 
to  depress  him  in  his  own  eyes,  to  give  him  the  idea  of  an  out- 
ward interest  more  important  than  the  invisible  soul,  and  of  an 
outward  authority  more  sacred  than  the  voice  of  God  in  his  own 
secret  conscience.  Rulers  have  called  the  private  man  the  prop- 
erty of  the  State,  meaning  generally  by  the  State  themselves; 
and  thus  the  many  have  been  immolated  to  the  few,  and  have 
even  believed  that  this  was  their  highest  destination.  These 
views  cannot  be  too  earnestly  withstood.  Nothing  seems  to  me 
so  needful  as  to  give  to  the  mind  the  consciousness,  which  go^ 
crnments  have  done  so  much  to  suppress,  of  its  own  separate 
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worth.  Let  the  individual  feel  that  through  his  immortality  he 
may  concentrate  in  his  own  being  a  greater  good  than  that  of 
nations.  Let  him  feel  that  he  is  placed  in  the  community,  not 
to  part  with  his  individuality  or  to  become  a  tool,  but  that  he 
should  find  a  sphere  for  his  various  powers,  and  a  preparation 
for  immortal  glory.  To  me  the  progress  of  society  consists  in 
nothing  more  than  in  bringing  out  the  individual,  in  giving  him 
a  consciousness  of  his  own  being,  and  in  quickening  him  to 
strengthen  and  elevate  his  own  mind. 

In  thus  maintaining  that  the  individual  is  the  end  of  social 
institutions,  I  may  be  thought  to  discourage  public  efforts  and 
the  sacrifice  of  private  interests  to  the  State.  Far  from  it.  No 
man,  I  affirm,  will  serve  his  fellow-beings  so  effectually,  so  fer- 
vently, as  he  who  is  not  their  slave;  as  he  who,  casting  off  every 
other  yoke,  subjects  himself  to  the  law  of  duty  in  his  own  mind. 
F.or  this  law  enjoins  a  disinterested  and  generous  spirit,  as  man's 
glory  and  likeness  to  his  Maker.  Individuality,  or  moral  self- 
subsistence,  is  the  surest  foundation  of  an  all-comprehending  love. 
No  man  so  multiplies  his  bonds  with  .the  community,  as  he  who 
watches  most  jealously  over  his  own  perfection.  There  is  a  beau- 
tiful harmony  between  the  good  of  the  State  and  the  moral  free- 
dom and  dignity  of  the  individual.  Were  it  not  so,  were  these 
interests  in  any  case  discordant,  were  an  individual  ever  called 
to  serve  his  country  by  acts  debasing  his  own  mind,  he  ought 
not  to  waver  a  moment  as  to  the  good  which  he  should  prefer. 
Property,  life,  he  should  joyfully  surrender  to  the  State.  But  his 
soul  he  must  never  stain  or  enslave.  From  poverty,  pain,  the 
rack,  the  gibbet,  he  should  not  recoil;  but  for  no  good  of  others 
ought  he  to  part  with  self-control,  or  violate  the  inward  law. 
We  speak  of  the  patriot  as  sacrificing  himself  to  the  public  weal. 
Do  we  mean  that  he  sacrifices  what  is  most  properly  himself, 
the  principle  of  piety  and  virtue  ?  Do  we  not  feel  that  however 
great  may  be  the  good  which  through  his  sufferings  accrues  to 
the  State,  a  greater  and  purer  glory  redounds  to  himself;  and 
that  the  most  precious  fruit  of  his  disinterested  services  is  the 
strength  of  resolution  and  philanthropy  which  is  accumulated  in 
his  own  soul  ?  .  .  . 

The  advantages  of  civilization  have  their  peril.  In  such  a 
state  of  society,  opinion  and  law  impose  salutary  restraint,  and 
produce  general  order  and  security.  But  the  power  of  opinion 
grows  into  a  despotism,  which  more  than  all  things  represses 
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original  and  free  thought,  subverts  individuality  of  character,  re. 
duces  the  community  to  a  spiritless  monotony,  and  chills  the 
love  of  perfection.  Religion,  considered  simply  as  the  principle 
which  balances  the  power  of  human  opinion,  which  takes  man 
out  of  the  grasp  of  custom  and  fashion,  and  teaches  him  to  refer 
himself  to  a  higher  tribunal,  is  an  infinite  aid  to  moral  strength 
and  elevation. 

An  important  benefit  of  civilization,  of  which  we  hear  much 
from  the  political  economist,  is  the  division  of  labor,  by  which 
arts  are  perfected.  But  this,  by  confining  the  mind  to  an 
unceasing  round  of  petty  operations,  tends  to  break  it  into  little- 
ness. We  possess  improved  fabrics,  but  deteriorated  men. 
Another  advantage  of  civilization  is,  that  manners  are  refined 
and  accomplishments  multiplied;  but  these  are  continually  seen 
to  supplant  simplicity  of  character,  strength  of  feeling,  the  love 
of  nature,  the  love  of  inward  beauty  and  glory.  Under  outward 
courtesy  we  see  a  cold  selfishness,  a  spirit  of  calculation,  and 
little  energy  of  love. 

I  confess  I  look  round  on  civilized  society  with  many  fears, 
and  with  more  and  more  earnest  desire  that  a  regenerating  spirit 
from  heaven,  from  religion,  may  descend  upon  and  pervade  it. 
I  particularly  fear  that  various  causes  are  acting  powerfully 
among  ourselves,  to  inflame  and  madden  that  enslaving  and 
degrading  principle,  the  passion  for  property.  For  example,  the 
absence  of  hereditary  distinctions  in  our  country  gives  prominence 
to  the  distinction  of  wealth,  and  holds  up  this  as  the  chief  prize 
to  ambition.  Add  to  this  the  epicurean,  self-indulgent  habits 
which  our  prosperity  has  multiplied,  and  which  crave  insatiably 
for  enlarging  wealth  as  the  only  means  of  gratification.  This 
peril  is  increased  by  the  spirit  of  our  times,  which  is  a  spirit  of 
commerce,  industry,  internal  improvements,  mechanical  invention, 
political  economy,  and  peace.  Think  not  that  I  would  disparage 
commerce,  mechanical  skill,  and  especially  pacific  connections 
among  States.  But  there  is  danger  that  these  blessings  may  by 
perversion  issue  in  a  slavish  love  of  lucre.  It  seems  to  me  that 
some  of  the  objects  which  once  moved  men  most  powerfully  are 
gradually  losing  their  sway,  and  thus  the  mind  is  left  more  open 
to  the  excitement  of  wealth.  For  example,  military  distinction  is 
taking  the  inferior  place  which  it  deserves:  and  the  consequence 
will  be  that  the  energy  and  ambition  which  have  been  exhausted 
in  war  will  seek  new  directions;  and  happy  shall  we  be  if  they 
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do  not  flow  into  the  channel  of  gain.  So  I  think  that  political 
eminence  is  to  be  less  and  less  coveted;  and  there  is  danger  that 
the  energies  absorbed  by  it  will  be  spent  in  seeking  another 
kind  of  dominion,  the  dominion  of  property.  And  if  such  be  the 
result,  what  shall  we  gain  by  what  is  called  the  progress  of 
society  ?  What  shall  we  gain  by  national  peace,  if  men,  instead 
of  meeting  on  the  field  of  battle,  wage  with  one  another  the 
more  inglorious  strife  of  dishonest  and  rapacious  traffic  ?  What 
shall  we  gain  by  the  waning  of  political  ambition,  if  the  intrigues 
of  the  exchange  take  place  of  those  of*  the  cabinet,  and  private 
pomp  and  luxury  be  substituted  for  the  splendor  of  public  life  ? 
I  am  no  foe  to  civilization.  I  rejoice  in  its  progress.  But  I 
mean  to  say  that  without  a  pure  religion  to  modify  its  tendencies, 
to  inspire  and  refine  it,  we  shall  be  corrupted,  not  ennobled  by 
it.  It  is  the  excellence  of  the  religious  principle,  that  it  aids 
and  carries  forward  civilization,  extends  science  and  arts,  multi- 
plies the  conveniences  and  ornaments  of  life,  and  at  the  same 
time  spoils  them  of  their  enslaving  power,  and  even  converts 
them  into  means  and  ministers  of  that  spiritual  freedom  which 
when  left  to  themselves  they  endanger  and  destroy. 

In  order,  however,  that  religion  should  yield  its  full  and  best 
fruit,  one  thing  is  necessary;  and  the  times  require  that  I  should 
state  it  with  great  distinctness.  It  is  necessary  that  religion 
should  be  held  and  professed  in  a  liberal  spirit.  Just  as  far  as 
it  assumes  an  intolerant,  exclusive,  sectarian  form,  it  subverts 
instead  of  strengthening  the  soul's  freedom,  and  becomes  the 
heaviest  and  most  galling  yoke  which  is  laid  on  the  intellect  and 
conscience.  Religion  must  be  viewed,  not  as  a  monopoly  of 
priests,  ministers,  or  sects,  not  as  conferring  on  any  man  a  right 
to  dictate  to  his  fellow-beings,  not  as  an  instrument  by  which 
the  few  may  awe  the  many,  not  as  bestowing  on  one  a  preroga- 
tive which  is  not  enjoyed  by  all;  but  as  the  property  of  every 
human  being  and  as  the  great  subject  for  every  human  mind. 
It  must  be  regarded  as  the  revelation  of  a  common  Father  to 
whom  all  have  equal  access,  who  invites  all  to  the  like  immedi- 
ate communion,  who  has  no  favorites,  who  has  appointed  no 
infallible  expounders  of  his  will,  who  opens  his  works  and  word 
to  every  eye,  and  calls  upon  all  to  read  for  themselves,  and  to 
follow  fearlessly  the  best  convictions  of  their  own  understandings. 
Let  religion  be  seized  on  by  individuals  or  sects,  as  their  spe- 
cial province;  let  them  clothe  themselves  with  God's  prerogative 
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of  judgment;  let  them  succeed  in  enforcing  their  creed  by  penal- 
ties of  law,  or  penalties  of  opinion;  let  them  succeed  in  fixing  a 
brand  on  virtuous  men  whose  only  crime  is  free  investigation  — 
and  religion  becomes  the  most  blighting  tyranny  which  can 
establish  itself  over  the  mind.  You  have  all  heard  of  the  out- 
ward evils  which  religion,  when  thus  turned  into  tyranny,  has 
inflicted;  how  it  has  dug  dreary  dungeons,  kindled  fires  for  the 
martyr,  and  invented  instruments  of  exquisite  torture.  But  to 
me  all  this  is  less  fearful  than  its  influence  over  the  mind. 
When  I  see  the  superstitions  which  it  has  fastened  on  the  con- 
science, the  spiritual  terrors  with  which  it  has  haunted  and 
subdued  the  ignorant  and  susceptible,  the  dark  appalling  views 
of  God  which  it  has  spread  far  and  wide,  the  dread  of  inquiry 
which  it  has  struck  into  superior  understandings,  and  the  servil- 
ity of  spirit  which  it  has  made  to  pass  for  piety  —  when  I  see 
all  this,  the  fire,  the  scaffold,  and  the  outward  inquisition,  terri- 
ble as  they  are,  seem  to  me  inferior  evils.  I  look  with  a  solemn 
joy  on  the  heroic  spirits  who  have  met,  freely  and  fearlessly,  pain 
and  death  in  the  cause  of  truth  and  human  rights.  But  there 
are  other  victims  of  intolerance  on  whom  I  look  with  unmixed 
sorrow.  They  are  those  who,  spell-bound  by  early  prejudice  or 
by  intimidations  from  the  pulpit  and  the  press,  dare  not  think; 
who  anxiously  stifle  every  doubt  or  misgiving  in  regard  to  their 
opinions,  as  if  to  doubt  were  a  crime;  who  shrink  from  the 
seekers  after  truth  as  from  infection;  who  deny  all  virtue  which 
does  not  wear  the  livery  of  their  own  sect;  who,  surrendering  to 
others  their  best  powers,  receive  unresistingly  a  teaching  which 
wars  against  reason  and  conscience;  and  who  think  it  a  merit  to 
impose  on  such  as  live  within  their  influence,  the  grievous 
bondage  which  they  bear  themselves.  How  much  to  be  deplored 
is  it,  that  religion,  the  very  principle  which  is  designed  to  raise 
men  above  the  judgment  and  power  of  man,  should  become  the 
chief  instrument  of  usurpation  over  the  soulJ 
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[EORGE  CHAPMAN,  the  translator  of  Homer,  is  of  all  the  Eliza- 
bethan dramatists  the  most  undramatic.  He  is  akin  to 
Marlowe  in  being  more  of  an  epic  poet  than  a  playwright; 
but  unlike  his  young  compeer  «  of  the  mighty  line,®  who  in  his  suc- 
cessive plays  learnt  how  to  subdue  an  essentially  epic  genius  to  the 
demands  of  the  stage,  Chapman  never  got  near  the  true  secret  of 
dramatic  composition.  Yet  he  witnessed  the  growth  of  the  glorious 
Elizabethan  drama,  from  its  feeble  beginning  in  <Gorboduc>  and 
'Gammer  Gurton's  Needle  >  through  its 
very  flowering  in  the  immortal  master- 
pieces. He  was  born  about  1559,  five  years 
before  Marlowe,  the  (<  morning  star)}  of  the 
English  drama,  and  he  died  i-n  1634,  sur- 
viving Shakespeare,  in  whom  it  reached  its 
maturity,  and  Beaumont,  Middleton,  and 
Fletcher,  whose  works  foreshadow  decay. 
From  his  native  town  Hitchin  he  passed 
on  to  Oxford,  where  he  distinguished  him- 
self as  a  classical  scholar.  Then  for  six- 
teen years  nothing  definite  is  known  about 
him.  His  life  has  been  called  one  of  the 
great  blanks  of  English  literature.  He  is 
sometimes  sent  traveling  on  the  Continent, 

as  a  convenient  means  of  accounting  for  this  gap,  and  also  to  explain 
the  intimate  acquaintance  with  German  manners  and  customs  and 
the  language  displayed  in  his  tragedy  ( Alphonsus,  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many^ which  argues  at  least  for  a  trip  to  that  country.  In  1594  he 
published  the  two  hymns  in  the  (  Shadow  of  Night > ;  and  soon  after 
he  must  have  begun  writing  for  the  stage,  for  his  first  extant 
comedy,  <The  Blind  Beggar  of  Alexandria, >  was  acted  in  1596,  and 
two  years  later  he  appears  in  Francis  Meres's  famous  enumeration  of 
the  poets  and  wits  of  the  time.  Hereafter  his  life  is  to  be  dated  by 
his  publications. 

He  occupies  a  position  unique  among  the  Elizabethans,  because 
of  his  wide  culture  and  the  diverse  character  of  his  work.  Though 
held  together  by  his  strong  personality,  it  yet  can  be  divided  into 
the  distinct  groups  of  comedies,  tragedies,  poems,  and  translations. 
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The  first  of  these  is  the  weakest,  for  Chapman  was  not  a  comic 
genius.  <The  Blind  Beggar  of  Alexandria >  and  <An  Humorous  Day's 
Mirth  >  deserve  but  a  passing  mention.  In  1605  <A11  Fooles)  was 
published,  acted  six  years  earlier  under  the  name  <The  World 
Runs  on  Wheels.*  It  is  a  realistic  satire,  with  some  good  scenes  and 
character-drawing.  <The  Gentleman  Usher }  is  full  of  poetry  and 
ingenious  situations.  ( Monsieur  D'Oline)  contains  also  some  good 
comedy  work.  <The  Widow's  Tears  >  tells  the  well-known  story  of 
the  Ephesian  matron;  though  coarse,  it  is  handled  not  without  comic 
talent.  In  his  comedy  work  Chapman  is  neither  new  nor  original; 
he  followed  in  Jonson's  footsteps,  and  suggests  moreover  Terence, 
Plautus,  Fletcher,  and  Lyly.  He  has  wit,  satire,  and  sarcasm;  but 
along  with  these,  poor  construction  and  little  invention.  He  was 
going  against  his  grain,  and  we  have  here  the  frankest  expression  of 
«  pot-boiling  »  to  be  found  among  the  Elizabethan  dramatists.  Writing 
for  the  stage  was  the  only  kind  of  literature  that  really  paid;  the 
playhouse  was  to  the  Elizabethan  what  the  paper-covered  novel  is  to 
a  modern  reader.  This  accounts  for  the  enormous  dramatic  produc- 
tivity of  the  time,  and  also  explains  why  the  most  finely  endowed 
minds,  in  need  of  money,  produced  dramas  instead  of  other  imagi- 
native work.  By  the  time  he  wrote  his-  comedies,  Chapman  had 
already  won  his  place  as  poet  and  translator,  but  it  earned  him  no 
income.  Pope,  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  years  later,  made  a  for- 
tune by  his  translation  of  Homer.  But  then  the  number  of  readers 
had  increased,  and  publishers  could  afford  to  give  large  sums  to  a 
popular  author.  Chapman  takes  rank  among  the  dramatists  mainly 
by  his  four  chief  tragedies:  <Bussy  d'Ambois,'  (The  Revenge  of 
Bussy  d'Ambois,*  (The  Conspiracy  of  Charles,  Duke  of  Byron,  >  and 
<The  Tragedy  of  Charles,  Duke  of  Byron.  >  They  are  unique  among 
the  plays  of  the  period,  in  that  they  deal  with  almost  contemporary 
events  in  French  history;  not  with  the  purpose  of  exciting  any  feel- 
ing for  or  against  the  parties  introduced,  but  in  calm  ignoring  of 
public  opinion,  they  bring  recent  happenings  on  the  stage  to  suit  the 
dramatist's  purpose.  He  drew  his  material  mainly  from  the  <  Historiae 
Sui  Temporis*  of  Jacques  Auguste  de  Thou,  but  he  troubled  him- 
self little  about  following  it  with  accuracy,  or  even  painting  the 
characters  of  the  chief  actors  as  true  to  life.  In  these  tragedies, 
more  than  in  the  comedies,  we  get  sight  of  Chapman  the  man; 
indeed,  it  is  his  great  failing  as  playwright  that  his  own  individuality 
is  constantly  cropping  out.  He  alone,  of  all  the  great  Elizabethan 
dramatists,  was  unable  to  go  outside  of  himself  and  enter  into  the 
habits  and  thoughts  of  his  characters.  Chapman  was  too  much  of  a 
scholar  and  a  thinker  to  be  a  successful  delineator  of  men.  His  is  the 
drama  of  *he  man  who  thinks  about  life,  not  of  noe  who  lives  it  i»» 
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its  fullness.  He  does  not  get  into  the  hearts  of  men.  He  has  too 
many  theories.  Homer  had  become  the  ruling  influence  in  his  life, 
and  he  looked  at  things  from  the  Homeric  point  of  view  and  presented 
life  epically.  He  is  at  his  best  in  single  didactic  or  narrative  pas- 
sages, and  exquisite  bits  of  poetry  are  prodigally  scattered  up  and 
down  the  pages  of  his  tragedies.  Next  to  Shakespeare  he  is  the 
most  sententious  of  dramatists.  He  sounded  the  depths  of  things  in 
thought  which  theretofore  only  Marlowe  had  done.  He  is  the  most 
metaphysical  of  dramatists. 

Yet  his  thought  is  sometimes  too  much  for  him,  and  he  becomes 
obscure.  He  packs  words  as  tight  as  Browning,  and  the  sense  is 
often  more  difficult  to  unravel.  He  is  best  in  the  closet  drama. 
( Caesar  and  Pompey,'  published  in  1631  but  never  acted,  contains 
some  of  his  finest  thoughts. 

Chapman  also  collaborated  with  other  dramatists.  ( Eastward  Ho,* 
in  1605,  written  with  Marston  and  Jonson,  is  one  of  the  liveliest  and 
best  constructed  Elizabethan  comedies,  combining  the  excellences  of 
the  three  men  without  their  faults.  Some  allusion  to  the  Scottish 
nation  offended  King  James;  the  authors  were  confined  in  Fleet 
Prison  and  barely  escaped  having  their  ears  and  noses  slit.  With 
Shirley  he  wrote  the  comedy  *  The  Ball y  and  the  tragedy  ( Chabot, 
Admiral  of  France.* 

Chapman  wrote  comedies  f;o  make  money,  and  tragedies  because 
it  was  the  fashion  of  the  day,  and  he  studded  these  latter  with 
exquisite  passages  because  he  was  a  poet  born.  But  he  was  above 
all  a  scholar  with  wide  and  deep  learning,  not  only  of  the  classics 
but  also  of  the  Renaissance  literature.  From  1613  to  1631  he  does 
not  appear  to  have  written  for  the  stage,  but  was  occupied  with  his 
translations  of  Homer,  Hesiod,  Juvenal,  Musasus,  Petrarch,  and  others. 
In  1614,  at  the  marriage  of  the  Princess  Elizabeth,  was  performed 
in  the  most  lavish  manner  the  ( Memorable  Masque  of  the  two  Hon- 
orable Houses  or  Inns  of  Court;  the  Middle  Temple  and  Lyncoln 
Inne.*  Chapman  also  completed  Marlowe's  unfinished  (Hero  and 
Leander.* 

His>  fame  however  rests  on  his  version  of  Homer.  The  first 
portion  appeared  in  1598:  < Seven  Bookes  of  the  Iliade  of  Homer, 
Prince  of  Poets;  Translated  according  to  the  Greeke  in  judgment  of 
his  best  Commentaries.'  In  1611  the  Iliad  complete  appeared,  and 
in  1615  the  whole  of  the  Odyssey;  though  he  by  no  means  reproduces 
Homer  faithfully,  he  approaches  nearest  to  the  original  in  spirit  and 
grandeur.  It  is  a  typical  product  of  the  English  Renaissance,  full  of 
vigor  and  passion,  but  also  of  conceit  and  fancifulness.  It  lacks  the 
simplicity  and  the  serenity  of  the  Greek,  but  has  caught  its  noble- 
ness and  rapidity.  As  has  been  said,  (  It  is  what  Homer  might  have 
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written  before  lie  came  to  years  of  discretion. »  Yet  with  all  it> 
shortcomings  it  remains  one  of  the  classics  of  Elizabethan  literature. 
Pope  consulted  it  diligently,  and  has  been  accused  of  at  times  re-ver- 
sifying this  instead  of  the  Greek.  Coleridge  said  of  it:  — 

.  (<The  Iliad  is  fine,  but  less  equal  in  the  translation  [than  the  Odyssey],  as 
well  as  less  interesting  in  itself.  What  is  stupidly  said  of  Shakespeare  is 
really  true  and  appropriate  of  Chapman:  ( Mighty  faults  counterpoised  by 
mighty  beauties.  >  ...  It  is  as  truly  an  original  poem  as  the  <  Faerie 
Queen >; — it  will  give  you  small  idea  of  Homer,  though  a  far  truer, one  than 
Pope's  epigrams,  or  Cowper's  cumbersome,  most  anti-Homeric  Miltonisms. 
For  Chapman  writes  and  feels  as  a  poet,  —  as  Homer  might  have  written  had 
he  lived  in  England  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  In  short,  it  is  an 
exquisite  poem  in  spite  of  its  frequert  and  perverse  quaintnesses  and  awk- 
wardness, which  are  however  amply  repaid  by  almost  unexampled  sweetness 
and  beauty  of  language,  all  over  spirit  and  feeling. )} 

Keats's  tribute,  the  sonnet  ( On  First  Looking  into  Chapman's 
Homer, J  attests  another  poet's  appreciation  of  the  Elizabethan's  par- 
aphrase. Keats  diligently  explored  this  (<new  planet w  that  swam 
into  his  ken,  and  his  own  poetical  diction  is  at  times  touched  by  the 
quaintness  and  fancifulness  of  the  elder  poet  he  admired. 

Lamb,  that  most  sympathetic  critic  of  the  old  dramatists,  speaks 
of  him  as  follows:  — 

tt  Webster  has  happily  characterized  the  (full  and  heightened  >  style  of 
Chapman,  who  of  all  the  English  play-writers  perhaps  approaches  nearest  to 
Shakespeare  in  the  descriptive  and  didactic,  in  passages  which  are  less  purely 
dramatic.  He  could  not  go  out  of  himself,  as  Shakespeare  could  shift  at 
pleasure,  to  inform  and  animate  other  existences,  but  in  himself  he  had  an 
eye  to  perceive  and  a  soul  to  embrace  all  forms  and  modes  of  being.  He 
would  have  made  a  great  epic  poet,  if  indeed  he  has  not  abundantly  shown 
himself  to  be  one;  for  his  < Homer >  is  not  so  properly  a  translation  as  the 
stories  of  Achilles  and  Ulysses  rewritten.  The  earnestness  and  passion  which 
he  has  put  into  every  part  of  these  poems  would  be  incredible  to  a  reader 
of  more  modern  translations.  .  .  .  The  great  obstacle  to  Chapman's  trans- 
lations being  read  is  their  unconquerable  quaintness.  He  pours  out  in  the 
same  breath  the  most  just  and  natural,  and  the*  most  violent  and  crude 
expressions.  He  seems  to  grasp  at  whatever  words  come  first  to  hand  while 
the  enthusiasm  is  upon  him,  as  if  all  others  must  be  inadequate  to  the  divine 
meaning.  But  passion  (the  all-in-all  in  poetry)  is  everywhere  present,  raising 
the  low,  dignifying  the  mean,  and  putting  sense  into  the  absurd.  He  makes 
his  readers  glow,  weep,  tremble,  take  any  affection  which  he  pleases,  be 
moved  by  words,  or  in  spite  of  them  be  disgusted  and  overcome  their  dis- 
gust^ 
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ULYSSES  AND   NAUSICAA 
From  the  Translation  of  Homer's  Odyssey 

STRAIGHT  rose  the  lovely  Morn,  that  up  did  raise 
Fair-veil'd  Nausicaa,  whose  dream  her  praise 
To  admiration  took;  who  no  time  spent 
To  give  the  rapture  of  her  vision  vent 
To  her  loved  parents,  whom  she  found  within. 
Her  mother  set  at  fire,  who  had  to  spin 
A  rock,  whose  tincture  with  sea-purple  shined; 
Her  maids  about  her.     But  she  chanced  to  find 
Her  father  going  abroad,   to  council  call'd 
By  his  grave  Senate;  and  to  him  exhaled 
Her  smother'd  bosom  was: — (( Loved  sire,))  said  she, 
(<Will  you  not  now  command  a  coach  for  me, 
Stately  and  complete  ?   fit  for  me  to  bear 
To  wash  at  flood  the  weeds  I  cannot  wear 
Before  re-purified  ?     Yourself  it  fits 
To  wear  fair  weeds,  as  every  man  that  sits 
In  place  of  council.     And  five  sons  you  have, 
Two  wed,  three  bachelors,   that  must  be  brave 
In  every  day's  shift,  that  they  may  go  dance; 
For  these  three  last  with  these  things  must  advance 
Their  states  in  marriage;  and  who  else  but  I, 
Their  sister,  should  their  dancing  rites  supply  ?w 

This  general  cause  she  shew'd,   and  would  not  name 
Her  mind  of  nuptials  to  her  sire,  for  shame. 
He  understood  her  yet,   and  thus  replied:  — 
<( Daughter!  nor  these,  nor  any  grace  beside, 
I  either  will  deny  thee,  or  defer, 
Mules,  nor  a  coach,  of  state  and  circular, 
Fitting  at  all  parts.     Go;   my  servants  shall 
Serve  thy  desires,  and  thy  command  in  all.* 

The  servants  then  commanded  soon  obey'd, 
Fetch'd  coach,  and  mules  join'd  in  it.     Then  the  Maid 
Brought  from  the  chamber  her  rich  weeds,  and  laid 
All  up  in  coach;  in  which  her  mother  placed 
A  maund  of  victuals,  varied  well  in  taste, 
And  other  junkets.     Wine  she  likewise  fill'd 
Within  a  goat-skin  bottle,  and  distill'd 
Sweet  and  moist  oil  into  a  golden  cruse, 
Both  for  her  daughter's  and  her  handmaid's  use, 
To  soften  their  bright  bodies,  when  they  rose 
Cleansed  from  their  cold  baths.     Up  to  coach  then  goes 
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Th'  observed  Maid;  takes  both  the  scourge  and  reins; 
And  to  her  side  her  handmaid  straight  attains. 
Nor  these  alone,  but  other  virgins,  graced 
The  nuptial  chariot.     The  whole  bevy  placed, 
Nausicaa  scourged  to  make  the  coach-mules  run, 
That  neigh'd,  and  paced  their  usual  speed,  and  soon 
Both  maids  and  weeds  brought  to  the  river-side, 
Where  baths  for  all  the  year  their  use  supplied. 
Whose  waters  were  so  pure  they  would  not  stain, 
But  still  ran  fair  forth;  and  did  more  remain 
Apt  to  purge  stains,  for  that  purged  stain  within, 
Which  by  the  water's  pure  store  was  not  seen. 

These,  here  arrived,  the  mules  uncoach'd,  and  drave 
Up  the  gulfy  river's  shore,  that  gave 
Sweet  grass  to  them.     The  maids  from  coach  then  took 
Their  clothes,  and  steep'd  them  in  the  sable  brook; 
Then  put  them  into  springs,  and  trod  them  clean 
With  cleanly  feet;  adventuring  wagers  then, 
Who  should  have  soonest  and  most  cleanly  done. 
When  having  thoroughly  cleansed,  they  spread  them  on 
The  flood's  shore,  all  in  order.     And  then,  where 
The  waves  the  pebbles  wash'd,  and  ground  was  clear, 
They  bathed  themselves,  and  all  with  glittering  oil 
Smooth'd  their  white  skins;  refreshing  then  their  toil 
With  pleasant  dinner,  by  the  river's  side. 
Yet  still  watch'd  when  the  sun  their  clothes  had  dried. 
Till  which  time,  having  dined,  Nausicaa 
With  other  virgins  did  at  stool-ball  play, 
Their  shoulder-reaching  head-tires  laying  by, 
Nausicaa,  with  the  wrists  of  ivory, 
The  liking  stroke  strook,  singing  first  a  song, 
As  custom  order'd,  and  amidst  the  throng 
Made  such  a  shew,  and  so  past  all  was  seen, 
As  when  the  chaste-born,  arrow-loving  Queen, 
Along  the  mountains  gliding,  either  over 
Spartan  Taygetus,  whose  tops  far  discover, 
Or  Eurymanthus,  in  the  wild  boar's  chace, 
Or  swift-hooved  hart,  and  with  her  Jove's  fair  race, 
The  field  Nymphs,  sporting;  amongst  whom,  to  see 
How  far  Diana  had  priority 
(Though  all  were  fair)  for  fairness;  yet  of  all, 
(As  both  by  head  and  forehead  being  more  tall) 
Latona  triumph'd,  since  the  dullest  sight 
Might  easily  judge  whom  her  pains  brought  to  light; 
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Nausicaa  so,  whom  never  husband  tamed, 

Above  them  all  in  all  the  beauties  flamed. 

But  when  they  now  made  homewards,  and  array'd, 

Ordering  their  weeds;  disorder'd  as  they  play'd, 

Mules  and  coach  ready,  then  Minerva  thought 

What  means  to  wake  Ulysses  might  be  wrought, 

That  he  might  see  this  lovely-sighted  maid, 

Whom  she  intended  should  become  his  aid, 

Bring  him  to  town,   and  his f  return  advance. 

Her  mean  was  this,  though  thought  a  stool-ball  chance 

The  queen  now,   for  the  upstroke,  strook  the  ball 

Quite  wide  off  th'  other  maids,   and  made  it  fall 

Amidst  the  whirlpools.     At  which  outshriek'd  all, 

And  with  the  shriek  did  wise  Ulysses  wake; 

Who,  sitting  up,  was  doubtful  who  should  make 

That  sudden  outcry,   and  in  mind  thus  strived: — , 

(<  On  what  a  people  am  I  now  arrived  ? 

At  civil  hospitable  men,  that  fear 

The  gods  ?   or  dwell  injurious  mortals  here, 

Unjust  and  churlish  ?     Like  the  female  cry 

Of  youth  it  sounds.     What  are  they  ?   Nymphs  bred  high 

On  tops  of  hills,  or  in  the  founts  of  floods, 

In  herby  marshes,   or  in  leavy  woods  ? 

Or  are  they  high-spoke  men  I  now  am  near? 

I'll  prove  and  see."     With  this  the  wary  peer 

Crept  forth  the  thicket,   and  an  olive  bough 

Broke  with  his  broad  hand;  which  he  did  bestow 

In  covert  of  his  nakedness,  and  then 

Put  hasty  head  out.     Look  how  from  his  den 

A  mountain  lion  looks,  that,   all  embrued 

With  drops  of  trees,  and  weatherbeaten-hued, 

Bold  of  his  strength  goes  on,  and  in  his  eye 

A  burning  furnace  glows,  all  bent  to  prey 

On  sheep,  or  oxen,  or  the  upland  hart, 

His  belly  charging  him,   and  he  must  part 

Stakes  with  the  herdsman  in  his  beasts'  attempt, 

Even  where  from  rape  their  strengths  are  most  exempt? 

So  wet,  so  weather-beat,  so  stung  with  need,  • 

Even  to  the  home-fields  of  the  country's  breed 

Ulysses  was  to  force  forth  his  access, 

Though  merely  naked;   and  his  sight  did  press 

The  eyes  of  soft-haired  virgins.     Horrid  was 

His  rough  appearance  to  them;   the  hard  pass 

He  had  at  sea  stuck  by  him.     All  in  flight 

The  virgins  scattered,  frighted  with  this  sight, 


GEORGE  CHAPMAN 

About  the  prominent  windings  of  the  flood. 
All  but  Nausicaa  fled;   but  she  fast  stood: 
Pallas  had  put  a  boldness  in  her  breast, 
And  in  her  fair  limbs  tender  fear  comprest. 
And  still  she  stood  him,  as  resolved  to  know 
What  man  he  was;   or  out  of  what  should  grow 
His  strange  repair  to  them. 


THE  DUKE  OF   BYRON   IS   CONDEMNED  TO  DEATH 
From  the  <  Tragedy  of  Charles,  Duke  of  Byron  > 
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Y  HORROR  of  death,  let  me  alone  in  peace, 
And  leave  my  soul  to  me,  whom  it  concerns; 
You  have  no  charge  of  it;  I  feel  her  free: 
How  she  doth  rouse,  and  like  a  falcon  stretch 
Her  silver  wings;  a  threatening  death  with  death; 
At  whom  I  joyfully  will  cast  her  off. 
I  know  this  body  but  a  sink  of  folly, 
The  groundwork  and  raised  frame  of  woe  and  frailty; 
The  bond  and  bundle  of  corruption; 
A  quick  corse,  only  sensible  of  grief, 
A  walking  sepulchre,  or  household  thief: 
A  glass  of  air,  broken  with  less  than  breath, 
A  slave  bound  face  to  face  to  death,  till  death. 
And  what  said  all  you  more  ?    I  know,  besides, 
That  life  is  but  a  dark  and  stormy  night 
Of  senseless  dreams,  terrors,  and  broken  sleeps; 
A  tyranny,  devising  pains  to  plague 
And  make  man  long  in  dying,  racks  his  death; 
And  death  is  nothing :   what  can  you  say  more  ? 
I  bring  a  long  globe  and  a  little  earth, 
Am  seated  like  earth,  betwixt  both  the  heavens, 
That  if  I  rise,  to  heaven  I  rise;  if  fall, 
I  likewise  fall  to  heaven;  what  stronger  faith 
Hath  any  of  your  souls  ?  what  say  you  more  ? 
Why  lose  I  time  in  these  things?    Talk  of  knowledge, 
It. serves  for  inward  use.     I  will  not  die 
Like  to  a  clergyman;  but  like  the  captain 
That  prayed  on  horseback,  and  with  sword  in  hand, 
Threatened  the  sun,  commanding  it  to  stand; 
These  are  but  ropes  of  sand. 
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(1768-1848) 

IISCOUNT  DE  CHATEAUBRIAND,  the  founder  of  the  romantic 
school  in  French  literature,  and  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
and  polished  writers  of  the  first  half  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, was  born  at  St.  Malo  in  Brittany,  September  i4th,  1768.  On  the 
paternal  side  he  was  a  direct  descendant  of  Thierri,  grandson  of 
Alain  III.,  who  was  king  of  Armorica  in  the  ninth  century.  Destined 
for  the  Church,  he  became  a  pronounced  skeptic,  and  entered  the 
army.  In  his  nineteenth  year  he  was  presented  at  court,  and  became 
acquainted  with  men  of  letters  like  La 
Harpe,  Le  Brun,  and  Fontanes.  At  the 
outbreak  of  the  Revolution  he  quitted  the 
service,  and  embarked  for  America  in  Jan- 
uary, 1791.  Tiring  of  the  restraints  of 
civilization,  he  plunged  into  the  virgin 
forests  of  Canada,  and  for  several  months 
lived  with  the  savages.  This  remarkable 
experience  inspired  his  most  notable  ro- 
mantic work. 

Returning  to  France  in  1792,  he  cast  his 
lot  with  the  Royalists,  was  wounded  at 
Thionville,  and  finally  retired  to  England, 
where  for  eight  years  he  earned  a  bare  sup- 
port by  teaching  and  translating.  His  first  book  was  the  ( Essay  on 
Revolutions }  (1797),  which  displayed  some  imagination,  little  reflec- 
tion, and  an  affectation  of  misanthropy  and  skepticism.  The  subse- 
quent change  in  his  convictions  followed  on  the  death  of  his  pious 
mother  in  1798.  Returning  to  France  he  published  (Atala,)  an  idyll 
ti  la  mode,  founded  on  the  loves  of  two  young  savages.  Teeming 
with  glowing  descriptions  of  nature,  and  marked  by  elevation  of- 
sentiment  combined  with  a  sensuousness  almost  Oriental,  this  barbaric 
( Paul  and  Virginia y  immediately  established  the  author's  fame. 
Thus  encouraged,  in  the  following  year  he  gave  the  world  his 
Genius  of  Christianity,*  in  which  the  poetic  and  symbolic  features  of 
Christianity  are  painted  in  dazzling  colors  and  with  great  charm  of 
style.  The  enormous  success  of  this  book  during  the  first  decade  of 
the  century  unquestionably  did  more  to  revive  French  interest  in 
religion  than  the  establishment  of  the  Concordat  itself.  Napoleon 
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testified  his  gratitude  by  appointing  the  author  secretary  to  the  em- 
bassy at  Rome,  and  afterward  minister  plenipotentiary  to  the  Valais. 
When  the  Duke  d'Enghien  was  assassinated  (March  2ist,  1804),  Cha- 
teaubriand resigned  from  the  diplomatic  service,  although  the  ink 
was  scarcely  dry  in  which  the  First  Consul  had  signed  his  new  com- 
mission. Two  years  later  the  successful  author  departed  on  a  senti- 
mental pilgrimage  to  the  Holy  Land.  He  visited  Asia  Minor,  Egypt, 
and  Spain,  where  amid  the  ruins  of  the  Alhambra  he  wrote  < The 
Last  of  the  Abencerrages. y  To  this  interesting  tour  the  world  owes 
the  itinerary  from  Paris  to  Jerusalem y  (1811),  that  book  which  in 
Saintsbury's  opinion  remains  <(  the  pattern  of  all  the  picturesque 
travels  of  modern  times. yy 

With  the  publication  of  the  ( Itinerary y  the  literary  career  of 
Chateaubriand  virtually  closes.  On  the  return  of  the  Bourbons  to 
power,  the  man  of  letters  was  tempted  to  enter  the  exciting  arena 
of  politics,  becoming  successively  ambassador  at  Berlin,  at  the  court 
of  St.  James,  delegate  to  the  Congress  of  Verona,  and  Minister  ot 
Foreign  Affairs.  In  1830,  unwilling  to  pledge  himself  to  Louis 
Philippe,  he  relinquished  the  dignity  of  peer  of  the  realm  accorded 
him  in  1815,  and  retired  to  a  life  of  comparative  poverty,  which  was 
brightened  by  the  friendship  and  devotion  of  Madame  Recamier. 
Until  his  death  on  the  4th  of  July, '  1848,  Chateaubriand  devoted 
himself  to  the  completion  of  his  (Memoires  d'Outre-Tombe,'  an  auto- 
biographical work  which  was  published  posthumously,  and  which, 
although  diffuse  and  even  puerile  at  times,  contains  much  brilliant 
writing. 

His  contemporaries  pronounced  Chateaubriand  the  foremost  man 
of  letters  of  France,  if  not  of  all  Europe.  During  the  last  half  of 
this  century  his  fame  has  sensibly  diminished  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  and  in  the  history  of  French  literature  he  is  chiefly  signifi- 
cant as  marking  the  transition  from  the  old  classical  to  the  modern 
romantic  school.  Yet  while  admitting  the  glaring  faults,  exaggera- 
tions, affectations,  and  egotism  of  the  author  of  the  ( Genius  of 
Christianity,*  a  fair  criticism  admits  his  best  passages  to  be  unsur- 
passed for  perfection  of  style  and  gorgeousness  of  coloring.  <Atala> 
is  a  classic  with  real  life  in  it  even  yet, — powerful,  interesting,  and 
even  thrilling,  in  spite  of  its  theatricality,  and  often  magnificent  in 
description. 

In  1811  Chateaubriand  was  elected  to  the  French  Academy  as 
the  successor  of  the  poet  Chenier.  Among  his  works  not  already 
mentioned  are  <Rene)  (1807),  a  sort  of  sequel  to  'Atala*;  <The  Mar- 
tyrs y  (1810);  <The  Natchez  >  (1826),  containing  recollections  of  Amer- 
ica; an  ( Essay  on  English  Literature  y  (2  vols.);  and  a  translation  of 
Milton's  <  Paradise  Lost>  (1836). 
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CHRISTIANITY  VINDICATED 
From  ( The  Genius  of  Christianity  > 

DURING  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Julian  commenced  a  perse- 
cution, perhaps  more  dangerous  than  violence  itself, 'which 
consisted  in  loading  the  Christians  with  disgrace  and  con- 
tempt. Julian  began  his  hostility  by  plundering  the  churches; 
he  then  forbade  the  faithful  to  teach  or  to  study  the  liberal  arts 
and  sciences.  Sensible,  however,  of  the  important  advantages  of 
the  institutions  of  Christianity,  the  emperor  determined  to  estab- 
lish hospitals  and  monasteries,  and  after  the  example  of  the 
gospel  system  to  combine  morality  with  religion;  he  ordered  a 
kind  of  sermons  to  be  delivered  in  the  pagan  temples. 

From  the  time  of  Julian  to  that  of  Luther,  the  Church,  flour- 
ishing in  full  vigor,  had  no  occasion  for  apologists;  but  when 
the  Western  schism  took  place,  with  new  enemies  arose  new 
defenders.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  at  first  the  Protestants  had 
the  superiority,  at  least  in  regard  to  forms,  as  Montesquieu  has 
remarked.  Erasmus  himself  was  weak  when  opposed  to  Luther, 
and  Theodore  Beza  had  a  captivating  manner  of  writing,  in 
which  his  opponents  were  too  often  deficient.  .  .  . 

It  is  natural  for  schism  to  lead  to  infidelity,  and  for  heresy  to 
engender  atheism.  Bayle  and  Spinoza  arose  after  Calvin,  and 
they  found  in  Clarke  and  Leibnitz  men  of  sufficient  talents  to 
refute  their  sophistry.  Abbadie  wrote  an  apology  for  religion, 
remarkable  for  method  and  sound  argument.  Unfortunately  his 
style  is  feeble,  though  his  ideas  are  not  destitute  of  brilliancy. 
(<If  the  ancient  philosophers, w  observes  Abbadie,  <(  adored  the 
Virtues,  their  worship  was  only  a  beautiful  species  of  idolatry. )} 

While  the  Church  was  yet  enjoying  her  triumph,  Voltaire 
renewed  the  persecution  of  Julian.  He  possessed  the  baneful 
art  of  making  infidelity  fashionable  among  a  capricious  but 
amiable  people.  -  Every  species  of  self-love  was  pressed  into  this 
insensate  league.  Religion  was  attacked  with  every  kind  of 
weapon,  from  the  pamphlet  to  the  folio,  from  the  epigram  to  the 
sophism.  No  sooner  did  a  religious  book  appear  than  the  author 
was  overwhelmed,  with  ridicule,  while  works  which  Voltaire  was 
the  first  to  laugh  at  among  his  friends  were  extolled  to  the 
skies.  Such  was  his  superiority  over  his  disciples  that  he  some- 
times could  not  forbear  diverting  himself  with  their  irreligious 
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enthusiasm.  Meanwhile  the  destructive  system  continued  to 
spread  throughout  France.  It  was  first  adopted  in  those  provin- 
cial academies,  each  of  which  was  a  focus  of  bad  taste  and  fac- 
tion. Women  of  fashion  and  grave  philosophers  alike  read 
lectures  on  infidelity.  It  was  at  length  concluded  that  Christ- 
ianity •  was  no  better  than  a  barbarous  system,  and  that  its  fall 
could  not  happen  too  soon  for  the  liberty  of  mankind,  the  promo- 
tion of  knowledge,  the  improvement  of  the  arts,  and  the  general 
comfort  of  life. 

To  say  nothing  of  the  abyss  into  which  we  were  plunged  by 
this  aversion  to  the  religion  of  the  gospel,  its  immediate  conse- 
quence was  a  return,  more  affected  than  sincere,  to  that  mythol- 
ogy of  Greece  and  Rome  to  which  all  the  wonders  of  antiquity 
were  ascribed.  People  were  not  ashamed  to  regret  that  worship 
which  had  transformed  mankind  into  a  herd  of  madmen,  mon- 
sters of  indecency,  or  ferocious  beasts.  This  could  not  fail  to 
inspire  contempt  for  the  writers  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.,  who 
however  had  reached  the  high  perfection  which  distinguished 
them  only  by  being  religious.  If  no  one  ventured  to  oppose 
them  -face  to  face,  on  account  of  their  firmly  established  reputa- 
tion, they  were  nevertheless  attacked  in  a  thousand  indirect 
ways.  It  was  asserted  that  they  were  unbelievers  in  their  hearts; 
or  at  least  that  they  would  have  been  much  greater  characters 
had  they  lived  in  our  times.  Every  author  blessed  his  good 
fortune  for  having  been  born  in  the  glorious  age  of  the  Diderots 
and  d'Alemberts,  in  that  age  when  all  the  attainments  of  the 
human  mind  were  ranged  in  alphabetical  order  in  the  ( Encyclo- 
peMie,*  that  Babel  of  the  sciences  and  of  reason.  .  .  . 

It  was  therefore  necessary  to  prove  that  on  the  contrary  the 
Christian  religion,  of  all  the  religions  that  ever  existed,  is  the 
most  humane,  the  most  favorable  to  liberty  and  to  the  arts  and 
sciences;  that  the  modern  world  is  indebted  to  it  for  every 
improvement  from  agriculture  to  the  abstract  sciences,  from  th^ 
hospitals  for  the  reception  of  the  unfortunate  to  the  temples 
reared  by  the  Michael  Angelos  and  embellished  by  the  Raphaels. 
It  was  necessary  to  prove  that  nothing  is  more  divine  than  its 
morality,  nothing  more  lovely  and  more  sublime  than  its  tenets, 
its  doctrine,  and  its  worship;  that  it  encourages  genius,  corrects 
the  taste,  develops  the  virtuous  passions,  imparts  energy  to  the 
ideas,  presents  noble  images  to  the  writer,  and  perfect  models 
to  the  artist;  that  there  is  no  disgrace  in  being  believers  with 
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Newton  and  Bossuet,  with  Pascal  and  Racine.  In  a  word,  it  was 
necessary  to  summon  all  the  charms  of  the  imagination  and  all 
the  interests  of  the  heart  to  the  assistance  of  that  religion 
against  which  they  had  been  set  in  array. 

The  reader  may  now  have  a  clear  view  of  the  object  of  our 
work.  All  other  kinds  of  apologies  are  exhausted,  and  perhaps 
they  would  be  useless  at  the  present  day.  Who  would  now  sit 
down  to  read  a  work  professedly  theological  ?  Possibly  a  few 
sincere  Christians  who  are  already  convinced.  But,  it  may  be 
asked,  May  there  not  be  some  danger  in  considering  religion  in 
a  merely  human  point  of  view  ?  Why  so  ?  Does  our  religion 
shrink  from  the  light?  Surely  one  great  proof  of  its  divine 
origin  is,  that  it  will  bear  the  test  of  the  fullest  and  severest 
scrutiny  of  reason.  Would  you  have  us  always  open  to  the 
reproach  of  enveloping  our  tenets  in  sacred  obscurity,  lest  their 
falsehood  should  be  detected  ?  -Will  Christianity  be  the  less  true 
for  appearing  the  more  beautiful  ?  Let  us  banish  our  weak 
apprehensions;  let  us  not,  by  an  excess  of  religion,  leave  religion 
to  perish.  We  no  longer  live  in  those  times  when  you  might 
say,  <(  Believe  without  inquiring. )}  People  will  inquire  in  spite 
of  us;  and  our  timid  silence,  in  heightening  the  triumph  of  the 
infidel,  will  diminish  the  number  of  believers. 

It  is  time  that  the  world  should  know  to  what  all  those 
charges  of  absurdity,  vulgarity,  and  meanness,  that  are  daily 
alleged  against  Christianity,  may  be  reduced.  It  is  time  to 
demonstrate  that  instead  of  debasing  the  ideas,  it  encourages 
the  soul  to  take  the  most  daring  flights,  and  is  capable  of 
enchanting  the  imagination  as  divinely  as  the  deities  of  Homer 
and  Virgil.  Our  arguments  will  at  least  have  this  advantage, 
that  they  will  be  intelligible  to  the  world  at  large  and  will 
require  nothing  but  common-sense  to  determine  their  weight  and 
strength.  In  works  of  this  kind  authors  neglect,  perhaps  rather 
too  much,  to  speak  the  language  of  their  readers.  It  is  neces- 
sary to  be  a  scholar  with  a  scholar,  and  a  poet  with  a  poet.  The 
Almighty  does  not  forbid  us  to  tread  the  flowery  path,  if  it 
serves  to  lead  the  wanderer  once  more  to  him;  nor  is  it  always 
by  the  steep  and  rugged  mountain  that  the  lost  sheep  finds  its 
way  back  to  the  fold. 

We  think  that  this  mode  of  considering  Christianity  displays 
associations  of  ideas  which  are  but  imperfectly  known.  Sub- 
lime in  the  antiquity  of  its  recollections,  which  go  back  to  the 
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creation  of  the  world;  ineffable  in  its  mysteries,  adorable  in  its 
sacraments,  interesting  in  its  history,  celestial  in  its  morality, 
rich  and  attractive  in  its  ceremonial, — it  is  fraught  with  every  spe- 
cies of  beauty.  Would  you  follow  it  in  poetry  ?  Tasso,  Milton, 
Corneille,  Racine,  Voltaire,  will  depict  to  you  its  miraculous 
effects.  In  belles-lettres,  in  oratory,  history,  and  philosophy, 
what  have  not  Bossuet,  Fenelon,  Massillon,  Bourdaloue,  Bacon, 
Pascal,  Euler,  Newton,  Leibnitz,  produced  by  its  inspiration! 
In  the  arts,  what  masterpieces!  If  you  examine  it  in  its  wor- 
ship, what  ideas  are  suggested  by  its  antique  Gothic  churches, 
its  admirable  prayers,  its  impressive  ceremonies!  Among  its 
clergy,  behold  all  those  scholars  who  have  handed  down  to  you 
the  languages  and  the  works  of  Greece  and  Rome;  all  those 
anchorets  of  Thebais;  all  those  asylums  for  the  unfortunate;  all 
those  missionaries  to  China,  to  Canada,  to  Paraguay;  not  for- 
getting the  military  orders  whence  chivalry  derived  its  origin. 
Everything  has  been  engaged  in  our  cause  —  the  manners  of  our 
ancestors,  the  pictures  of  days  of  yore,  poetry,  even  romances 
themselves.  We  have  called  smiles  from  the  cradle,  and  tears 
from  the  tomb.  Sometimes,  with  the  Maronite  monk,  we  dwell 
on  the  summits  of  Carmel  and  Lebanon;  at  others  we  watch 
with  the  Daughter  of  Charity  at  the  bedside  of  the  sick.  Here 
two  American  lovers  summon  us  into  the  recesses  of  their  des- 
erts; there  we  listen  to  the  sighs  of  the  virgin  in  the  solitude  of 
the  cloister.  Homer  takes  his  place  by  Milton,  and  Virgil  beside 
Tasso;  the  ruins  of  Athens  and  of  Memphis  form  contrasts  with 
the  ruins  of  Christian  monuments,  and  the  tombs  of  Ossian  with 
our  rural  churchyards.  At  St.  Denis  we  visit  the  ashes  of  kings; 
and  when  our  subject  requires  us  to  treat  of  the  existence  of 
God,  we  seek  our  proofs  in  the  wonders  of  Nature  alone.  In 
short,  we  endeavor  to  strike  the  heart  of  the  infidel  in  every 
possible  way;  but  we  dare  not  flatter  ourselves  that  we  possess 
the  miraculous  rod  of  religion  which  caused  living  streams  to 
burst  from  the  flinty  rock. 
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DESCRIPTION    OF  A   THUNDER-STORM   IN   THE   FOREST 

From  <Atala> 

IT  WAS  the  twenty-seventh  sun  since  our  departure  from  the 
Cabins:  the  lune  de  fer  (month  of  July)  had  commenced  its 

course,  and  all  signs  indicated  the  approach  of  a  violent 
storm.  Toward  the  hour  when  the  Indian  matrons  hang  up  the 
plowshares  on  the  branches  of  the  junipers,  and  when  the  paro- 
quets retire  into  the  hollows  of  the  cypress  trees,  the  sky  grew 
overcast.  The  vague  sounds  of  solitude  gradually  ceased,  the 
forests  were  wrapped  in  universal  calm.  Suddenly  the  pealing 
of  distant  thunder,  re-echoing  through  these  vast  woods  as  old  as 
the  world  itself,  startled  the  ear  with  a  diapason  of  noises 
sublime.  Fearing  to  be  overwhelmed  in  the  flood,  we  hastily 
disembarked  on  the  river's  bank  and  sought  safety  in  the  seclu- 
sion of  one  of  the  forest  glades. 

The  ground  was  swampy.  We  pressed  forward  with  difficulty 
beneath  a  roof  of  smilax,  among  grape-vines  and  climbing  plants 
of  all  kinds,  in  which  our  feet  were  continually  entangled.  The 
spongy  soil  trembled  all  around  us,  and  every  instant  we  were 
on  the  verge  of  being  engulfed  in  the  quagmires.  Swarms  of 
insects  and  enormous  bats  nearly  blinded  us;  rattlesnakes  were 
heard  on  all  sides;  and  the  wolves,  bears,  panthers,  and  badgers 
which  had  sought  a  refuge  in  this  retreat  filled  the  air  with 
their  roarings. 

Meanwhile  the  obscurity  increased;  the  lowering  clouds  en- 
tered beneath  the  shadows  of  the  trees.  The  heavens  were  rent, 
and  the  lightning  traced  a  flashing  zigzag  of  fire.  A  furious 
gale  from  the  west  piled  up  the  angry  clouds  in  heavy  masses; 
the  mighty  trees  bowed  their  heads  to  the  blast.  Again  and 
again  the  sky  was  rent,  and  through  the  yawning  crevices  one 
beheld  new  heavens  and  vales  of  fire.  What  an  awful,  what  a 
magnificent  spectacle!  The  trees  were  struck  by  lightning  and 
ignited;  the  conflagration  spread  like  a  flaming  garland;  the 
showers  of  sparks  and  the  columns  of  smoke  ascended  to.  the 
very  heavens,  which  vomited  their  thunders  into  the  sea  of  fire. 

Then  the  Great  Spirit  enveloped  the  mountains  in  utter  dark- 
ness; from  the  midst  of  this  vast  chaos  came  a  confused  roaring 
made  by  the  tumult  of  many  winds,  the  moaning  of  the  trees, 
the  howlings  of  ferocious  beasts,  the  crackling  of  the  flames, 
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and  the  descent  of  balls  of  fire  which  hissed  as  they  were  extin- 
guished in  the  water. 

The  Great  Spirit  knows  the  truth  of  what  I  now  say!  At 
this  moment  I  saw  only  Atala,  I  had  no  thought  but  for  her. 
Beneath  the  bent  trunk  of  a  birch-tree,  I  succeeded  in  protect- 
ing her  from  the  torrents  of  rain.  Seated  myself  under  the 
tree,  supporting  my  well-beloved  on  my  knees,  and  chafing  her 
bare  feet  between  my  hands,  I  was  even  happier  than  the 
young  wife  who  feels  for  the  first  time  the  consciousness  of  her 
motherhood. 


3539 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON 

(1752-1770) 

to  THE  third  quarter  of  the  eighteenth  century  belongs  the 
tragedy  of  the  life  of  Thomas  Chatterton,  who,  misunder- 
stood and  neglected  during  his  brief  seventeen  years  of 
poetic  revery,  has  by  the  force  of  his  genius  and  by  his  actual 
achievement  compelled  the  nineteenth  century,  through  one  of  its 
best  critics,  to  acknowledge  him  as  the  father  of  the  New  Romantic 
school,  and  to  accord  him  thereby  a  place  unique  among  his  contem- 
poraries. His  family  and  early  surroundings  serve  in  a  way  to 
explain  his  development.  He  was  born  at  Bristol,  a  town  rich  in  the 
traditions  and  monuments  of  bygone  times.  For  nearly  two  hundred 
years  the  office  of  sexton  to  the  church  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe  had 
been  handed  down  in  the  family.  At  the  time  of  the  poet's  birth  it 
was  held  by  a  maternal  uncle;  for  his  father,  a  ((musical  genius,  some- 
what of  a  poet,  an  antiquary  and  dabbler  in  occult  arts,))  was  the  first 
to  aspire  to  a  position  above  the  hereditary  one,  and  had  taken  charge 
of  the  Pyle  free  schools  in  Bristol.  He  died  before  his  son's  birth, 
and  left  his  widow  to  support  her  two  children  by  keeping  a  little 
school  and  by  needlework.  The  boy,  reserved  and  given  to  revery 
from  his  earliest  years,  was  at  first  considered  dull,  but  one  day,  see- 
ing an  old  musical  folio  in  his  mother's  hands,  he  fell  in  love  with  the 
illuminated  capitals.  The  Gothic  characters  of  an  old  black-letter 
Bible  further  fascinated  him,  and  by  the  time  he  was  eight  he  had 
become  a  voracious  reader.  He  would,  even  at  that  age,  neglect 
food  and  sleep  for  his  books;  and  he  kept  much  by  himself  in  an  old 
lumber  room,  where  he  was  teaching  himself  to  draw  knights  and 
castles  and  heraldic  designs. 

He  spent  much  of  his  time  with  his  uncle,  in  and  about  the 
church.  St.  Mary  Redcliffe,  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of  medi- 
aeval church  architecture  in  England,  is  especially  rich  in  altar  tombs 
with  recumbent  carved  figures  of  knights  and  ecclesiastic  and  civic 
dignitaries  of  bygone  days.  These  became  the  boy's  familiar  as- 
sociates, and  he  amused  himself  on  his  lonely  visits  by  spelling  out 
the  old  inscriptions  on  their  monuments.  There  he  got  hold  of  some 
quaint  oaken  chests  in  the  muniment  room  over  the  porch,  filled 
with  parchments  old  as  the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  and  these  deeds  and 
charters  of  the  Henrys  and  Edwards  became  his  primers.  In  1760  he 
entered  Colston's  « Blue-Coat))  chanty  school,  located  in  a  fine  old 
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building  of  the  Tudor  times.  The  rules  of  the  institution  provided 
for  the  training  of  its  inmates  <(in  the  principles  of  the  Christian 
religion  as  laid  down  in  the  Church  catechism, »  and  in  fitting  them 
to  be  apprenticed  in  due  course  to  some  trade.  During  the  six  years 
of  his  stay,  Chatterton  received  only  the  rudiments  of  a  common- 
school  education,  and  found  little  to  nourish  his  genius.  But  being 
a  voracious  reader,  he  went  on  his  small  allowance  through  three 
circulating  libraries,  and  became  acquainted  with  the  older  English 
poets,  and  also  read  history  and  antiquities.  He  very  early  enter- 
tained dreams  of  ambition,  without  however  rinding  any  sympathy; 
so  he  lived  in  a  world  of  his  own,  conceiving  before  the  age  of 
twelve  the  romance  of  Thomas  Rowley,  an  imaginary  clerk  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  his  patron  Master  William  Canynge,  a  former 
mayor  of  Bristol  whose  effigy  was  familiar  to  him  from  the  tomb  in 
the  church.  This  fiction,  which  after  his  death  gave  rise  to  the  cele- 
brated controversy  of  the  ( Rowley  Poems, J  matured  at  this  early 
age  as  a  boy's  life-dream,  he  fashioned  into  a  consistent  romance, 
and  wove  into  it  among  the  prose  fragments  the  ballads  and  lyrics 
on  which  his  fame  as  poet  now  rests.  His  earliest  literary  forgery 
was  a  practical  joke  played  on  a  credulous  pewterer  at  Bristol,  for 
whom  he  fabricated  a  pedigree  dating  back  to  the  time  of  the  Nor- 
man Conquest,  which  he  professed  to  have  collected  from  ancient 
manuscripts.  It  is  remarkable  as  the  work  of  a  boy  not  yet  four- 
teen. He  was  rewarded  with  a  crown  piece,  and  the  success  of  thif 
hoax  encouraged  him  further  to  play  upon  the  credulity  of  his 
townspeople,  and  to  continue  writing  prose  and  verse  in  pseudo- 
antique  style. 

In  1767  he  was  bound  apprentice  to  John  Lambert,  attorney.  The 
office  duties  were  light.  He  spent  his  spare  time  in  poetizing,  and 
sent  anonymously  transcripts  from  professedly  old  poems  to  the  local 
papers.  Their  authorship  being  traced  to  him,  he  now  claimed  that 
his  father  had  found  numerous  old  poems  and  other  manuscripts 
in  a  coffer  of  the  muniment  room  at  Redcliffe,  and  that  he  had  tran- 
scribed them.  Under  guise  of  this  fiction  he  produced,  within  the 
two  years  of  his  apprenticeship,  a  mass  of  pseudo-antique  dramatic, 
lyric,  and  descriptive  poems,  and  fragments  of  local  and  general  his- 
tory, connected  all  with  his  romance  of  the  clerk  of  Bristol.  A 
scholarly  knowledge  of  Middle  English  was  rare  one  hundred  and 
thirty  years  ago,  and  the  self-taught  boy  easily  gulled  the  local  anti- 
quaries. He  even  deceived  Horace  Walpole,  who,  dabbling  in  medi- 
aevalism,  had  opened  the  way  for  prose  romances  with  his  <  Castle 
of  Otranto,*  a  spurious  antique  of  the  same  time  in  which  Chatter- 
ton  had  placed  his  fiction.  Walpole  at  first  treated  him  courteously, 
even  offering  to  print  some  of  the  poems.  But  when  Gray  and  Mason 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON 


3541 


pronounced  them  modern,  he  at  once  gave  Chatterton  the  cold  shoul- 
der, entirely  forgetting  his  own  imposition  on  a  credulous  public. 

Chatterton  now  turned  to  periodical  literature  and  the  politics  of 
the  day,  and  began  to  contribute  to  various  London  magazines.  In 
the  spring  of  1770  he  finally  came  up  to  London,  to  start  on  the  life 
of  a  literary  adventurer  on  a  capital  of  less  than  five  pounds.  He 
lived  abstemiously  and  worked  incessantly,  literally  day  and  night. 
He  had  a  wonderful  versatility;  he  would  write  in  the  manner  of  any 
one  he  chose  to  imitate,  and  he  tried  his  hand  at  every  species  of 
book-work.  But  even  under  the  strain  of  this  incessant  productivity 
he  found  time  to  turn  back  to  his  boyhood  dreams,  and  produced 
one  of  his  finest  poems,  the  (  Ballad  of  Charity.'  At  first  his  contri- 
butions were  freely  accepted,  but  he  was  poorly  paid,  and  sometimes 
not  at  all.  Yet  out  of  his  scanty  earnings  he  bought  costly  presents 
for  his  mother  and  sister,  as  tokens  of  affection  and  an  earnest  of 
what  he  hoped  to  do  for  them.  After  scarcely  two  months  in  Lon- 
don he  was  at  the  end  of  his  resources.  He  made  an  attempt  to 
gain  a  position  as  surgeon's  assistant  on  board  of  an  African  trader, 
but  was  unsuccessful.  He  now  found  himself  face  to  face  with 
famine;  and,  too  proud  to  ask  for  assistance  or  to  accept  even  the 
hospitality  of  a  single  meal,  he  on  the  night  of  August  25th,  1770, 
locked  himself  into  his  garret,  destroyed  all  his  note-books  and 
papers,  and  swallowed  a  dose  of  arsenic.  It  is  believed  that  he  was 
privately  buried  in  the  churchyard  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe.  There  a 
monument  has  been  erected,  with  an  inscription  from  his  poem 


<(To  the  memory  of  Thomas  Chatterton.  Reader!  judge  not.  If  thou  art 
a  Christian,  believe  that  he  shall  be  judged  by  a  superior  power.  To  that 
power  alone  is  he  now  answerable.  w 

His  death  attracted  little  notice,  for  he  was  regarded  merely  as 
the  transcriber  of  the  <  Rowley  >  poems.  They  were  collected  after 
his  death,  from  the  various  persons  to  whom  he  had  given  the  manu- 
scripts, and  occasioned  a  controversy  that  has  lasted  almost  down 
to  the  present  generation.  But  only  an  age  untrained  in  philological 
research  could  ever  have  received  them  as  genuine  productions  of 
the  fifteenth  century:  for  Chatterton,  who  knew  little  of  the  old 
authors  antedating  Spenser,  constructed  with  the  help  of  Bailey's  and 
Kersey's  English  dictionaries  a  lingo  of  his  own;  he  strung  together 
old  words  of  all  periods  and  dialects,  and  even  coined  words  himself 
to  suit  the  metre.  His  lingo  resembles  anything  rather  than  Middle 
English.  It  is  supposed  that  he  wrote  first  in  modern  English,  and 
then  translated  into  his  own  dialect;  for  the  poems  do  not  suffer  by 
re  translation,  —  on  the  contrary,  they  are  more  intelligible  and  often 
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more  rhythmical.  Chatterton  had  a  wonderful  memory,  and  hav- 
ing read  enormously,  there  are  frequent  though  perhaps  unconscious 
plagiarisms  from  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  Dryden,  Pope,  Gray,  and 
others. 

Yet  after  all  has  been  said  against  the  spurious  character  of  the 
<  Rowley  >  poems,  Chatterton's  two  volumes  of  collected  writings,  pro- 
duced under  the  most  adverse  circumstances,  are  a  record  of  youth- 
ful precocity  unparalleled  in  literary  history.  He  wrote  spirited 
satires  at  ten,  and  some  of  his  best  old  verse  before  sixteen.  <JEl\a> 
is  a  dramatic  poem  of  sustained  power  and  originality,  and  its  songs 
have  the  true  lyric  ring;  the  (Ode  to  Liberty,  >  a  fragment  from  the 
tragedy  of  < Goddwyn,  >  is  with  its  bold  imagery  one  of  the  finest 
martial  lyrics  in  the  language;  the  <  Ballad  of  Charity, >  almost  the 
last  poem  he  wrote,  comes  in  its  objectivity  and  artistic  complete- 
ness near  to  some  of  Keats's  best  ballad  work.  But  more  wonderful 
perhaps  than  this  early  blossoming  of  his  genius  is  its  absolute  ori- 
ginality. At  a  time  when  Johnson  was  the  literary  dictator  of  Lon- 
don, and  Pope's  manner  still  paramount,  Chatterton,  unmindful  of 
their  conventionalities  and  the  current  French  influence,  instinctively 
turned  to  earlier  models,  and  sought  his  inspiration  at  the  true 
source  of  English  song.  Bishop  Percy's  ( Reliques  of  Old  English 
Poetry,*  published  in  1765,  first  made  the  people  acquainted  with 
their  fine  old  ballads;  but  by  that  year  Chatterton  had  already 
planned  the  story  of  the  monk  of  Bristol  and  written  some  of  the 
poems.  Gifted  with  a  rich  vein  of  romance,  he  heralded  the  coming 
revival  of  mediaeval  literature.  But  he  not  only  divined  the  new 
movements  of  poetry — he  was  also  responsible  for  one  side  of  its 
development.  He  had  a  poet's  ear  for  metrical  effects,  and  trans- 
mitted this  gift  to  the  romantic  poets  through  Coleridge;  for  the  lat- 
ter, deeply  interested  in  the  tragedy  of  the  life  of  the  Bristol  boy, 
studied  his  work;  and  traces  of  this  study,  resulting  in  freer  rhythm 
and  new  harmonies,  are  found  in  Coleridge's  own  verse.  The  influ- 
ence of  the  author  of  'ChristabeP  on  his  brother  poets  is  indisputa- 
ble; hence  his  indebtedness  to  Chatterton  gives  to  the  latter  at  once 
his  rightful  position  as  the  father  of  the  New  Romantic  school. 
Keats  also  shows  signs  of  close  acquaintance  with  Chatterton;  and  he 
proves  moreover  by  the  dedication  of  his  ( Endymion >  that  he  cher- 
ished the  memory  of  the  unfortunate  young  poet,  with  whom  he  had, 
as  far  as  the  romantic  temper  on  its  objective  side  goes,  perhaps  the 
closest  spiritual  kinship  of  any  poet  of  his  time. 

But  quite  apart  from  his  youthful  precocity  and  his  influence  on 
later  poets,  Chatterton  holds  no  mean  place  in  English  literature 
because  of  the  intrinsic  value  of  his  performance.  His  work,  on  the 
one  hand,  aside  from  the  ( Rowley  >  poems,  shows  him  a  true  poet  of 
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the  eighteenth  century,  and  the  best  of  it  entitles  him  to  a  fair  place 
among  his  contemporaries;  but  on  the  other  hand  he  stands  almost 
alone  in  his  generation  in  possessing  the  highest  poetic  endowments, 
—  originality  of  thought,  a  quick  eye  to  see  and  note,  the  gift  of  ex- 
pression, sustained  power  of  composition,  and  a  fire  and  intensity  of 
imagination.  In  how  far  he  would  have  fulfilled  his  early  promise  it 
is  idle  to  surmise;  yet  what  poet,  in  the  whole  range  of  English, 
nay  of  all  literature,  at  seventeen  years  and  nine  months  of  age,  has 
produced  work  of  such  excellence  as  this  « marvelous  boy,"  who, 
unrecognized  and  driven  by  famine,  took  his  own  life  in  a  London 
garret  ? 


FINAL  CHORUS   FROM   <GODDWYN> 

WHEN  Freedom,   dreste  yn  blodde-steyned  veste, 
To  everie  knyghte  her  warre-songe  sunge, 
Uponne  her  hedde  wylde  wedes  were  spredde; 
A  gorie  anlace  bye  her  honge. 
She  daunced  onne  the  heathe; 
She  hearde  the  voice  of  deathe; 
Pale-eyned  affryghte,  hys  harte  of  sylver  hue, 

In  vayne  assayled  her  bosomme  to  acale; 
She  hearde  onflemed  the  shriekynge  voice  of  woe, 
And  sadnesse  ynne  the  owlette  shake  the  dale. 
She  shooke  the  burled  speere, 

On  hie  she  jeste  her  sheelde, 
Her  foemen  all  appere, 

And  flizze  alonge  the  feelde. 
Power,  wythe  his  heafod  straught  ynto  the  skyes, 

Hys  speere  a  sonne-beame,  and  hys  sheelde  a  starre, 
Alyche  twaie  brendeynge  gronfyres  rolls  hys  eyes, 
Chaftes  with  hys  yronne  feete  and  soundes  to  war. 
She  syttes  upon  a  rocke, 

She  bendes  before  hys  speere, 
She  ryses  from  the  shocke, 

Wieldynge  her  owne  yn  ayrte. 
Harde  as  the  thonder  dothe  she  drive  ytte  on, 

Wytte  scillye  wympled  gies  ytte  to  hys  crowne, 
Hys  longe  sharpe  speere,  hys  spreddynge  sheelde  ys  gon, 

He  falles,  and  fallynge  rolleth  thousandes  down. 
War,  goare-faced  war,  bie  envie  burld,   arist, 
Hys  feerie  heaulme  noddynge  to  the  ayre, 
Tenne  bloddie  arrowes  ynne  hys  streynynge  fyste. 
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THE  FAREWELL  OF  SIR  CHARLES  BALDWIN  TO  HIS  WIFE 
From  <The  Bristowe  Tragedie> 


A 


ND  nowe  the  bell  beganne  to  tolle, 

And  claryonnes  to  sounde; 
Syr  Charles  hee  herde  the  horses'  feete 
A-prauncing  onne  the  grounde : 


And  just  before  the  officers 

His  lovynge  wyfe  came  ynne, 
Weepynge  unfeigned  teeres  of  woe, 

Wythe  loude  and  dysmalle  dynne. 

<(  Sweet  Florence !   nowe  I  praie  forbere, 

Ynne  quiet  lett  mee  die; 
Praie  Godde,  thatt  ev'ry  Christian  soule 

May  looke  onne  dethe  as  I. 

<(  Sweet  Florence !   why  these  brinie  teeres  ? 

Theye  washe  my  soule  awaie, 
And  almost  make  mee  wyshe  for  lyfe, 

Wythe  thee,  sweete  dame,  to  staie. 

<('Tys  butt  a  journie  I  shalle  goe 

Untoe  the  lande  of  blysse; 
Nov/e,  as  a  proofe  of  husbande's  love, 

Receive  thys  holie  kysse." 

Thenne  Florence,  fault'ring  ynne  her  saie, 
Tremblynge  these  wordyes  spoke: — 

<(Ah,   cruele  Edwarde!   bloudie  kynge! 
My  herte  ys  welle  nyghe  broke: 

aAh,  sweete  Syr  Charles!   why  wylt  thou  goe, 

Wythoute  thye  lovynge  wyfe  ? 
The  cruelle  axe  thatt  cuttes  thye  necke, 

Ytte  eke  shall  ende  mye  lyfe." 

And  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne 

To  brynge  Syr  Charles  awaie, 
Whoe  turnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 

And  thus  to  her  dydd  saie: — 

((I  goe  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe; 

Truste  thou  ynne  Godde  above, 
And  teache  thye  sonnes  to  feare  the  Lorde, 

And  ynne  theyre  hertes  hym  love : 
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((Teache  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 

Thatt  I  theyre  fader  runne: 
Florence!   shou'd  dethe  thee  take — adieu! 

Yee  officers,  leade  onne." 

Thenne  Florence  rav'd  as  anie  madde, 

And  dydd  her  tresses  tere; 
ttOh!   stale,  mye  husbande!   lorde!   and  lyfe!* 

Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  a  teare. 

'Tyll  tyredd  oute  wythe  ravynge  loud, 

She  fellen  onne  the  flore; 
Syr  Charles  exerted  alle  hys  myghte, 

And  march 'd  fromme  oute  the  dore. 

Uponne  a  sledde  hee  mounted  thenne, 

Wythe  lookes  fulle  brave  and  swete; 
Lookes,  thatt  enshone  ne  more  concern 

Thanne  anie  ynne  the  strete. 


O 


MYNSTRELLES   SONGE 

!  synge  untoe  mie  roundelaie, 

O!    droppe  the  brynie  teare  wythe  mee, 
Daunce  ne  moe  atte  hallie  daie, 
Lycke  a  reynynge  ryver  bee; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Blacke  hys  cryne  as  the  wyntere  nyghte, 
Whyte  hys  rode  as  the  sommer  snowe, 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  mornynge  lyghte, 
Cale  he  lyes  ynne  the  grave  belowe; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Swote  hys  tyngue  as  the  throstles  note, 

Quycke  ynn  daunce  as  thoughte  canne  bee, 
Defte  hys  taboure,  codgelle  stote, 
O!   hee  lyes  bie  the  wyllowe  tree; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Alle  underre  the  wyllowe  tree. 
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Harke!   the  ravenne  flappes  hys  wynge, 

In  the  briered  delle  belowe; 
Harke!   the  dethe-owle  loude  dothe  synge, 
To  the  nyghte-mares  as  heie  goe; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

See!  the  whyte  moone  sheenes  onne  hie; 

Whyterre  ys  mie  true  loves  shroude; 
Whyterre  yanne  the  mornynge  skie, 

Whyterre  yanne  the  evenynge  cloude; 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Heere,  uponne  mie  true  loves  grave, 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde; 
Nee  one  hallie  Seyncte  to  save 
Al  the  celness  of  a  mayde. 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Alle  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Wythe  mie  hondes  I'll  dente  the  brieres 

Rounde  his  hallie  corse  to  gre; 
Ouphante  fairie,  lyghte  youre  fyres; 
Heere  mie  boddie  stylle  schalle  bee. 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Comme,  wythe  acorne-coppe  and  thorne, 

Drayne  mie  hartys  blodde  awaie; 
Lyfe  and  all  yttes  goode  I  scorne, 
Daunce  bie  nete,  or  feaste  by  daie. 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Waterre  wytches,  crownede  wythe  reytes, 
Bere  mee  to  yer  leathalle  tyde. 

I  die!   I  come!   mie  true  love  waytes. 
Thus  the  damselle  spake,  and  died. 


THOMAS   CHATTERTON  3547 

AN    EXCELENTE    BALADE    OF    CHARITIE 
As  WROTEN  BIE  THE  GODE  PRIESTE  THOMAS  ROWLEIE,   1464. 

IN  VIRGYNE  the  sweltrie  sun  gan  sheene, 
And  hotte  upon  the  mees  did  caste  his  raie: 
The  apple  rodded  from  its  palie  greene, 

And  the  mole  peare  did  bende  the  leafy  spraie; 
The  peede  chelandri  sunge  the  livelong  daie; 
'Twas  nowe  the  pride,  the  manhode  of  the  yeare, 
And  eke  the  grounde  was  dighte  in  its  mose  defte  aumere. 

The  sun  was  glemeing  in  the  midde  of  daie, 

Deadde  still  the  aire,   and  eke  the  welken  blue, 

When  from  the  sea  arist  in  drear  arraie 
A  hepe  of  cloudes  of  sable  sullen  hue, 
The  which  full  fast  unto  the  woodlande  drewe, 

Hiltring  attenes  the  sunnis  fetyve  face, 
And  the  blacke  tempeste  swolne  and  gatherd  up  apace. 

Beneathe  an  holme,   faste  by  a  pathwaieside, 

Which  dyde  unto  Seyncte  Godwine's  covent  lede, 

A  hapless  pilgrim  moneynge  dyd  abide; 
Pore  in  his  viewe,  ungentle  in  his  weed«, 
Longe  bretful  of  the  miseries  of  neede, 

Where  from  the  hail-stone  coulde  the  aimer  flie? 
He  had  no  housen  theere,  ne  anie  covent  nie. 

Look  in  his  gloomed  face,  his  sprighte  there  scanne; 

Howe  woe-be-gone,  how  withered,  forwynd,  deade! 
Haste  to  thie  church-glebe-house,  asshrewed  ma"nne! 

Haste  to  thie  kiste,   thie  onlie  dortoure  bedde. 

Cale,  as  the  daie  whiche  will  gre  on  thie  hedde, 
Is  Charitie  and  Love  aminge  highe  elves; 
Knightis  and  Barons  live  for  pleasure  and  themselves. 

The  gatherd  storme  is  rype;  the  bigge  drops  falle; 

The  forswat  meadowes  smethe,   and  drenche  the  rainej 
The  comyng  ghastness  do  the  cattle  pall, 

And  the  full  flockes  are  drivynge  ore  the  plaine; 
Dashde  from  the  cloudes  the  waters  flott  againe; 
The  welkin  opes;  the  yellow  levynne  flies; 
And  the  hot  fierie  smothe  in  the  wide  lowings  dies. 

Liste!  now  the  thunder's  rattling  clymmynge  sound 
Cheves  slowlie  on,  and  then  embollen  clangs: 
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Shakes  the  hie  spyre,  and  losst,  dispended,  drown'd, 
Still  on  the  gallard  eare  of  terroure  hanges; 
The  windes  are  up;  the  lofty  elmen  swanges; 
Again  the  levynne  and  '-he  thunder  poures, 
And  the  full  cloudes  are  braste  attenes  in  stones  showers. 

Spyrreynge  his  palfrie  oere  the  watrie  plaine, 

The  Abbote  of  Seyncte  Godwynes  convente  came; 

His  chapournette  was  drented  with  the  reine, 

And  his  pencte  gyrdle  met  with  mickle  shame; 
He  aynewarde  tolde  his  bederoll  at  the  same; 

The  storme  encreasen,  and  he  drew  aside, 
With  the  mist  almes-craver  neere  to  the  holme  to  bide. 

His  cope  was  all  of  Lyncolne  clothe  so  fyne, 
With  a  gold  button  fasten'd  neere  his  chynne; 

His  autremete  was  edged  with  golden  twynne, 

And  his  shoone  pyke  a  loverds  mighte  have  binne? 
Full  well  it  shewn  he  thoughten  coste  no  sinne: 

The  trammels  of  the  palfrye  pleasde  his  sighte, 
For  the  horse-millanare  his  head  with  roses  dighte. 

An  almes,  sir  prieste !  the  droppynge  pilgrim  saide : 
O!  let  me  waite  within  yotir  covente  dore, 

Till  the  sunne  sheneth  hie  above  our  heade, 
And  the  loude  tempeste  of  the  aire  is  oer; 
Helpless  and  ould  am  I,  alas!  and  poor: 

No  house,  ne  friend,  ne  moneie  in  my  pouche; 
All  yatte  I  calle  my  owne  is  this  my  silver  crouche. 

Varlet,  replyd  the  Abbatte,  cease  your  dinne; 

This  is  no  season  almes  and  prayers  to  give; 
Mie  porter  never  lets  a  faitour  in; 

None  touch  mie  rynge  who  not  in  honour  live. 

And  now  the  sonne  with  the  blacke  cloudes  did  stryve, 
And  shettynge  on  the  grounde  his  glairie  raie, 
The  Abbatte  spurrde  his  steede,  and  eftsoones  roadde  awaie. 

Once  moe  the  skie  was  blacke,  the  thounder  rolde; 

Faste  reyneynge  oer  the  plaine  a  prieste  was  seen; 
Ne  dighte  full  proude,  ne  buttoned  up  in  golde; 

His  cope  and  jape  were  graie,  and  eke  were  clene; 

A  Limitoure  he  was  of  order  seene; 
And  from  the  pathwaie  side  then  turned  hee, 
Where  the  pore  aimer  laie  binethe  the  holmen  tree. 


THOMAS   CHATTERTON 

An  almes,  sir  priest!  the  droppynge  pilgrim  sayde, 
For  sweete  Seyncte  Marie  and  your  order  sake. 

The  Limitoure  then  loosen'd  his  pouche  threade, 
And  did  thereoute  a  groate  of  silver  take; 
The  mister  pilgrim  dyd  for  halline  shake. 

Here,  take  this  silver,  it  maie  eathe  thie  care; 
We  are  Goddes  stewards  all,  nete  of  oure  owne  we  bare. 

But  ah!  unhailie  pilgrim,  lerne  of  me, 

Scathe  anie  give  a  rentrolle  to  their  Lorde. 

Here,  take  my  semecope,  thou  arte  bare  I  see; 

Tis  thyne;  the  Seynctes  will  give  me  mie  rewarde. 
He  left  the  pilgrim,  and  his  waie  aborde. 

Virgynne  and  hallie  Seyncte,  who  sitte  yn  gloure, 
Or  give  the  mittee  will,  or  give  the  gode  man  power! 


O 


THE   RESIGNATION 

GOD!  whose  thunder  shakes  the  sky, 

Whose  eye  this  atom-globe  surveys, 
To  thee,   my  only  rock,   I  fly, — 
Thy  mercy  in  thy  justice  praise. 


The  mystic  mazes  of  thy  will, 
The  shadows  of  celestial  night, 

Are  past  the  power  of  human  skill; 
But  what  the  Eternal  acts  is  right. 

O  teach  me,  in  the  trying  hour  — 

When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  tear  — 

To  still  my  sorrows,   own  thy  power, 
Thy  goodness  love,  thy  justice  fear. 

If  in  this  bosom  aught  but  thee, 

Encroaching,   sought  a  boundless  sway, 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see, 
And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,   dost  thou  complain  — 
Why  drooping  seek  the  dark  recess? 

Shake  off  the  melancholy  chain; 
For  God  created  all  to  bless. 

But  ah!  my  breast  is  human  still; 
The  rising  sigh,  the  falling  tear, 
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My  languid  vitals'  feeble  rill, 

The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  resigned, 

I'll  thank  the  Inflictor  of  the  blow — 

Forbid  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind,- 
Nor  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night, 
Which  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals, 

Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light, 

Which  God,  my  East,  my  Sun,  reveals. 


• 
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(i  3-?- 1 400) 
BY   THOMAS  R.   LOUNSBURY 

INGLISH  literature,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  word,  dates  its 
beginning  from  the  latter  half  of  the  fourteenth  century. 
Not  but  an  English  literature  had  existed  long  previous  to 
that  period.  Furthermore,  it  reckoned  among  its  possessions  works  of 
value,  and  a  few  which  in  the  opinion  of  some  display  genius.  But 
though  the  name  was  the  same,  the  thing  was  essentially  different. 
A  special  course  of  study  is  required  for  any  comprehension  what- 
ever of  the  productions  of  that  earliest  literature;  and  for  the  easy 
understanding  of  those  written  even  but  a  half-century  or  so  before 
the  period  indicated,  a  mastery  of  many  peculiar  syntactical  construc- 
tions is  demanded  and  an  acquaintance  with  a  vocabulary  differing 
in  a  large  number  of  words  from  that  now  in  use. 

But  by  the  middle  of  the  fourteenth  century  this  state  of  things 
can  hardly  be  said  to  exist  any  longer  for  us.  Everything  by  that 
time  had  become  ripe  for  the  creation  of  a  literature  of  a  far  higher 
type  than  had  yet  been  produced.  Furthermore,  conditions  prevailed 
which,  though  their  results  could  not  then  be  foreseen,  were  almost 
certain  to  render  the  literature  thus  created  comparatively  easy  of 
comprehension  to  the  modern  reader.  The  Teutonic  and  Romanic 
elements  that  form  the  groundwork  of  our  present  vocabulary  had 
at  last  become  completely  fused.  Of  the  various  dialects  prevailing, 
the  one  spoken  in  the  vicinity  of  the  capital  had  gradually  lifted 
itself  up  to  a  pre-eminence  it  was  never  afterwards  to  lose.  In  this 
parent  of  the  present  literary  speech,  writers  found  for  the  first  time 
at  their  command  a  widely  accepted  and  comparatively  flexible 
instrument  of  expression.  As  a  consequence,  the  literature  then 
produced  fixed  definitely  for  all  time  the  main  lines  upon  which 
both  the  grammar  and  the  vocabulary  of  the  English  speech  were  to 
develop.  The  result  is  that  it  now  presents  few  difficulties  for  its 
full  comprehension  and  appreciation  that  are  not  easily  surmounted. 
The  most  effective  deterrent  to  its  wide  study  is  one  formidable 
only  in  appearance.  This  is  the  unfamiliar  way  in  which  its  words 
are  spelled;  for  orthography  then  sought  to  represent  pronunciation, 
and  had  not  in  consequence  crystallized  into  fixed  forms  with  con- 
stant disregard  of  any  special  value  to  be  attached  to  the  signs  by 
which  sounds  are  denoted. 
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Of  the  creators  of  this  literature  —  Wycliffe,  Langland,  Chaucer, 
Gower  —  Chaucer  was  altogether  the  greatest  as  a  man  of  letters. 
This  is  no  mere  opinion  of  the  present  time :  there  has  never  been  a 
period  since  he  nourished  in  which  it  has  not  been  fully  conceded. 
In  his  own  day,  his  fame  swept  beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  country 
and  became  known  to  the  outside  world.  At  home  his  reputation 
was  firmly  established,  and  seems  to  have  been  established  early. 
All  the  references  to  him  by  his  contemporaries  and  immediate  suc- 
cessors bear  witness  to  his  universally  recognized  position  as  the 
greatest  of  English  poets,  though  we  are  not  left  by  him  in  doubt 
that  he  had  even  then  met  detractors.  Still  the  general  feeling  of 
the  men  of  his  time  is  expressed  by  his  disciple  Occleve,  who  terms 
him 

<(The  firste  finder1  of  our  fair  langage.* 

Yet  not  a  single  incident  of  his  life  has  come  down  to  us  from  the 
men  who  admired  his  personality,  who  enrolled  themselves  as  his 
disciples,  and  who  celebrated  his  praises.  With  the  exception  of  a 
few  slight  references  to  himself  in  his  writings,  all  the  knowledge 
we  possess  of  the  events  of  his  career  is  due  to  the  mention  made  of 
him  in  official  documents  of  various  kinds  and  of  different  degrees  of 
importance.  In  these  it  is  taken  for  granted  that  whenever  Geoffrey 
Chaucer  is  spoken  of,  it  is  the  poet  who  is  meant,  and  not  another 
person  of  the  same  name.  The  assumption  almost  approaches  abso- 
lute certainty;  it  does  not  quite  attain  to  it.  In  those  days  it  is  clear 
that  there  were  numerous  Chaucers.  Still,  no  one  has  yet  risen  to 
dispute  his  being  the  very  person  spoken  of  in  these  official  papers. 
From  these  documents  we  discover  that  Chaucer,  besides  being  a 
poet,  was  also  a  man  of  affairs.  He  was  a  soldier,  a  negotiator,  a 
diplomatist.  He  was  early  employed  in  the  personal  service  of  the 
king.  He  held  various  positions  in  the  civil  service.  It  was  a  conse- 
quence that  his  name  should  appear  frequently  in  the  records.  It  is 
upon  them,  and  the  references  to  him  in  documents  covering  trans- 
actions in  which  he  bore  a  part,  that  the  story  of  his  life,  so  far  as 
it  exists  for  us  at  all,  has  been  mainly  built.  It  was  by  them  also 
that  the  series  of  fictitious  events  which  for  so  long  a  time  did  duty 
as  the  biography  of  the  poet  had  their  impossibility  as  well  as  their 
absurdity  exposed. 

The  exact  date  of  Chaucer's  birth  we  do  not  know.  The  most 
that  can  be  said  is  that  it  must  have  been  somewhere  in  the  early 
years  of  the  reign  of  Edward  III.  (1327-77).  The  place  of  his  birth 
was  in  all  probability  London.  His  father,  John  Chaucer,  was  a 
vintner  of  that  city,  and  there  is  evidence  to  indicate  that  he  was  to 
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some  extent  connected  with  the  court.  In  a  deed  dated  June  I9th, 
1380,  the  poet  released  his  right  to  his  father's  former  house,  which 
is  described  as  being  in  Thames  Street.  The  spot,  however  unsuit- 
able for  a  dwelling-place  now,  was  then  in  the  very  heart  of  urban 
life,  and  in  that  very  neighborhood  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
Chaucer's  earliest  years  were  spent. 

The  first  positive  information  we  have,  however,  about  the  poet 
himself  belongs  to  1356.  In  that  year  we  find  him  attached  to  the 
household  of  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son  of  Edward  III. 
He  is  there  in  the  service  of  the  wife  of  that  prince,  but  in  what 
position  we  do  not  know.  It  may  have  been  that  of  a  page.  He 
naturally  was  in  attendance  upon  his  mistress  during  her  various 
journeyings;  but  most  of  her  time  was  passed  at  her  residence  in 
Hatfield,  Yorkshire.  Chaucer  next  appears  as  having  joined  the 
army  of  Edward  III.  in  his  last  invasion  of  France.  This  expedition 
was  undertaken  in  the  autumn  of  1359,  and  continued  until  the  peace 
of  Bretigny,  concluded  in  May,  1360.  During  this  campaign  he  was 
captured  somewhere  and  somehow  —  we  have  no  knowledge  of  any- 
thing beyond  the  bare  fact.  It  took,  place,  however,  before  the  first 
of  March,  1360;  for  on  that  date  the  records  show  that  the  King  per- 
sonally contributed  sixteen  pounds  towards  his  ransom. 

From  this  last-mentioned  date  Chaucer  drops  entirely  out  of  our 
knowledge  till  June,  1367,  when  he  is  mentioned  as  one  of  the  valets 
of  the  King's  chamber.  In  the  document  stating  this  fact  he  is 
granted  a  pension  —  the  first  of  several  he  received  —  for  services 
already  rendered  or  to  be  rendered.  It  is  a  natural  inference  from 
the  language  employed,  that  during  these  years  of  which  no  record 
exists  he  was  in  some  situation  about  the  person  of  Edward  III. 
After  this  time  his  name  occurs  with  considerable  frequency  in  the 
rolls,  often  in  connection  with  duties  to  which  he  was  assigned.  His 
services  were  varied ;  in  some  instances  certainly  they  were  of  impor- 
tance. From  1370  to  1380  he  was  sent  several  times  abroad  to  share 
in  the  conduct  of  negotiations.  These  missions  led  him  to  Flanders, 
to  France,  and  to  Italy.  The  subjects  were  very  diverse.  One  of 
the  negotiations  in  which  he  was  concerned  was  in  reference  to  the 
selection  of  an  English  port  for  a  Genoese  commercial  establishment; 
another  was  concerning  the  marriage  of  the  young  monarch  of  Eng- 
land with  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France.  It "  is  on  his  first 
journey  to  Italy  of  which  we  have  any  record  —  the  mission  of 
1372-73  to  Genoa  and  Florence  —  that  everybody  hopes  and  some  suc- 
ceed in  having  an  undoubting  belief  that  Chaucer  visited  Petrarch 
at  Padua,  and  there  heard  from  him  the  story  of  Griselda,  which 
the  Clerk  of  Oxford  in  the  <  Canterbury  Tales  >  states  that  he  learned 
from  the  Italian  poet. 
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But  Chaucer's  activity  was  not  confined  to  foreign  missions  or  to 
diplomacy;  he  was  as  constantly  employed  in  the  civil  service.  In 
1374  he  was  made  controller  of  the  great  customs  —  that  is,  of  wool, 
skins,  and  leather  —  of  the  port  of  London.  In  1382  he  received  also 
the  post  in  the  same  port  of  controller  of  the  petty  customs  —  that 
is,  of  wines,  candles,  and  other  articles.  The  regulations  of  the  office 
required  him  to  write  the  records  with  his  own  hand;  and  it  is  this 
to  which  Chaucer  is  supposed  to  refer  in  the  statement  he  makes 
about  his  official  duties  in  the  ( House  of  Fame.*  In  that  poem  the 
messenger  of  Jupiter  tells  him  that  though  he  has  done  so  much  in 
the  service  of  the  God  of  Love,  yet  he  has  never  received  for  it  any 
compensation.  He  then  goes  on  to  add  the  following  lines,  which 
give  a  graphic  picture  of  the  poet  and  of  his  studious  life :  — 

<(Wherfore,  as  I  said  ywis,1 
Jupiter  considereth  this, 
And  also,  beau  sir,  other  things; 
That  is,  that  thou  hast  no  tidings 
Of  Loves  folk,  if  they  be  glad, 
Ne  of  nought  elles,  that  God  made ; 
And  nought  only  from  far  countree 
That  there  no  tiding  cometh  to  thee, 
But  of  the  very  neigheboiirs, 
That  dwellen  almost  at  thy  doors, 
Thou  nearest  neither  that  nor  this; 
But  when  thy  labor  all  done  is, 
And  hast  made  all  thy  reckonings, 
Instead  of  rest  and  newe  things, 
Thou  goest  home  to  thine  house  anon, 
And  also2  dumb  as  any  stone, 
Thou  sittest  at  another  book, 
Till  fully  dazed  is  thy  look. 
And  livest  thus  as  an  eremite, 
Although  thine  abstinence  is  lyte.8» 

In  1386  Chaucer  was  elected  to  Parliament  as  knight  of  the  shire 
for  the  county  of  Kent.  In  that  same  year  he  lost  or  gave  up  both 
his  positions  in  the  customs.  The  cause  we  do  not  know.  It  may 
have  been  due  to  mismanagement  on  his  own  part;  it  is  far  more 
likely  that  he  fell  a  victim  to  one  of  the  fierce  factional  disputes  that 
were  going  on  during  the  minority  of  Richard  II.  At  any  rate,  trom 
this  time  he  again  disappears  for  two  years  from  our  knowledge.  But 
in  1389  he  is  mentioned  as  having  been  appointed  clerk  of  the  King's 
works  at  Westminster  and  various  other  places;  in  1390  clerk  of  the 
works  for  St.  George's  chapel  at  Windsor.  Both  of  these  places  he 

1  Certainly.  2  As.  8  Little. 
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held  until  the  middle  of  1391.  In  that  last  year  he  was  made  one  of 
the  commissioners  to  repair  the  roadway  along  the  Thames,  and  at 
about  the  same  time  was  appointed  forester  of  North  Petherton  Park 
in  Somerset,  a  post  which  he  held  till  his  death.  After  1386  he 
seems  at  times  to  have  been  in  pecuniary  difficulties.  To  what  cause 
they  were  owing,  or  how  severe  they  were,  it  is  the  emptiest  of 
speculations  to  form  any  conjectures  in  the  obscurity  that  envelops 
this  portion  of  his  life.  Whatever  may  have  been  his  situation,  on 
the  accession  of  Henry  IV.  in  September,  1399,  his  fortunes  revived.  ' 
The  father  of  that  monarch  was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  fourth  son  of 
Edward  III.  That  nobleman  had  pretty  certainly  been  from  the  out- 
set the  patron  of  Chaucer;  it  is  possible  —  as  the  evidence  fails  on 
one  side,  it  cannot  be  regarded  as  proved  —  that  by  his  marriage 
with.  Katharine  Swynford  he  became  the  poet's  brother-in-law.  What- 
ever may  have  been  the  relationship,  if  any  at  all,  it  is  a  fact  that 
one  of  the  very  first  things  the  new  king  did  was  to  confer  upon 
Chaucer  an  additional  pension.  But  the  poet  did  not  live  long  to 
enjoy  the  favor  of  the  monarch.  On  the  24th  of  December,  1399,  he 
leased  for  fifty-three  years  or  during  the  term  of  his  life  a  tenement 
in  the  garden  of  St.  Mary's  Chapel,  Westminster.  But  after  the  5th 
of  June,  1400,  his  name  appears  no  longer  on  any  rolls.  There  is 
accordingly  no  reason  to  question  the  accuracy  of  the  inscription  on 
his  tombstone  which  represents  him  as  having  died  October  25th, 
1400.  He  was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  He  was  the  first,  and 
still  remains  perhaps  the  greatest,  of  the  English  poets  whose  bones 
have  there  found  their  last  resting-place. 

This  comprises  all  the  facts  of  importance  we  know  of  Chaucer's 
life.  Before  leaving  this  branch  of  the  subject,  however,  it  may  be 
well  to  say  that  many  fuller  details  about  his  career  can  be  found  in 
all  older  accounts  of  the  poet,  and  in  spite  of  the  repeated  exp9sure 
of  their  falsity  still  crop  up  occasionally  in  modern  books  of  refer- 
ence. Some  are  objectionable  only  upon  the  ground  of  being  untrue. 
Of  these  are  such  statements  as  that  he  was  born  in  1328;  that  he 
was  a  student  of  Oxford,  to  which  Cambridge  is  sometimes  added; 
that  he  was  created  poet-laureate;  and  that  he  was  knighted.  But 
others  are  objectionable  not  only  on  the  ground  of  being  false,  but 
of  being  slanderous  besides.  Of  these  the  most  offensive  is  the 
widely  circulated  and  circumstantial  story  that  he  was  concerned 
in  the  conflict  that  went  on  in  1382  between  the  city  of  London  and 
the  court  in  regard  to  the  election  of  John  of  Northampton  to  the 
mayoralty;  that  in  consequence  of  his  participation  in  this  contest  he 
was  compelled  to  seek  refuge  in  the  island  of  Zealand;  that  there  he 
remained  for  some  time,  but  on  his  return  to  England  was  arrested 
and  thrown  into  the  Tower;  and  that  after  having  been  imprisoned 
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for  two  or  three  years  he  was  released  at  last  on  the  condition  of 
betraying  his  associates,  which  he  accordingly  did.  All  these  details 
are  fictitious.  They  were  made  up  from  inferences  drawn  from 
obscure  passages  in  a  prose  work  entitled  <The  Testament  of  Love.* 
This  was  once  attributed  to  .the  poet,  but  is  now  known  not  to  have 
been  written  by  him.  Even  had  it  been  his,  the  statements  derived 
from  it  and  applied  to  the  life  of  the  poet  would  have  been  entirely 
unwarranted,  as  they  come  into  constant  conflict  with  the  official 
records.  Not  being  his,  this  piece  of  spurious  biography  has  the 
additional  discredit  of  constituting  an  unnecessary  libel  upon  his 
character. 

From  Chaucer  the  man,  and  the  man  of  affairs,  we  proceed  now 
to  the  consideration  of  Chaucer  the  writer.  He  has  left  behind  a 
body  of  verse  consisting  of  more  than  thirty-two  thousand  lines,  and 
a  smaller  but  still  far  from  inconsiderable  quantity  of  prose.  The 
latter  consists  mainly  if  not  wholly  of  translations  —  one  a  version 
of  that  favorite  work  of  the  Middle  Ages,  the  treatise  of  Boetius  on 
the  <  Consolation  of  Philosophy > ;  another  the  tale  of  Melibeus  in  the 
Canterbury  Tales, J  which  is  taken  directly  from  the  French;  thirdly, 
the  Parson's  Tale,  derived  probably  from  the  same  quarter,  though 
its  original  has  not  as  yet  been  discovered  with  certainty;  and 
fourthly,  an  unfinished  treatise  on  the  Astrolabe,  undertaken  for. the 
instruction  of  his  son  Lewis.  The  prose  of  any  literature  always  lags 
behind,  and  sometimes  centuries  behind,  its  poetry.  It  is  therefore 
not  surprising  to  find  Chaucer  displaying  in  the  former  but  little  of 
the  peculiar  excellence  which  distinguishes  his  verse.  In  the  latter 
but  little  room  is  found  for  hostile  criticism.  In  the  more  than  thirty 
thousand  lines  of  which  it  is  composed  there  occur  of  course  inferior 
passages,  and  some  positively  weak;  but  taking  it  all  in  all,  there  is 
comparatively  little  in  it,  considered  as  a  whole,  which  the  lover  of 
literature  as  literature  finds  it  advisable  or  necessary  to  skip.  In  this 
respect  the  poet  holds  a  peculiar  position,  which  makes  the  task  of 
representation  difficult.  As  Southey  remarked,  Chaucer  with  the 
exception  of  Shakespeare  is  the  most  various  of  all  English  authors. 
He  appeals  to  the  most  diversified  tastes.  He  wrote  love  poems, 
religious  poems,  allegorical  poems,  occasional  poems,  tales  of  com- 
mon life,  tales  of  chivalry.  His  range  is  so  wide  that  any  limited 
selection  from  his  works  can  at  best  give  but  an  inadequate  idea  of 
the  variety  and  extent  of  his  powers. 

The  canon  of  Chaucer's  writings  has  now  been  settled  with  a  rea- 
sonable degree  of  certainty.  For  a  long  time  the  fashion  existed  of 
imputing  to  him  the  composition  of  any  English  poem  of  the  century 
following  his  death  which  was  floating  about  without  having  attached 
to  it  the  name  of  any  author.  The  consequence  is  that  the  older 
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editions  contain  a  mass  of  matter  which  it  would  have  been  distinctly 
discreditable  for  any  one  to  have  produced,  let  alone  a  great  poet. 
This  has  now  been  gradually  dropped,  much  to  the  advantage  of 
Chaucer's  reputation;  though  modern  scholarship  also  refuses  to  admit 
the  production  by  him  of  two  or  three  pieces,  such  as  ( The  Court 
of  Love,>  <The  Flower  and  the  Leaf,>  <The  Cuckoo  and  the  Nigh  tin- 
gale,  >  none  of  which  was  unworthy  of  his  powers.  It  is  possible 
indeed  that  the  poet  himself  may  have  had  some  dread  of  being- 
saddled  with  the  responsibility  of  having  produced  pieces  which  he 
did  not  care  to  father.  It  is  certainly  suggestive  that  he  himself  took 
the  pains  on  one  occasion  to  furnish  what  it  seems  must  have  been 
at  the  time  a  fairly  complete  list  of  his  writings.  In  the  prologue  to 
the  (  Legend  of  Good  Women >  he  gave  an  idea  of  the  work  which  up 
to  that  period  he  had  accomplished.  The  God  of  Love,  in  the  inter- 
view which  is  there  described  as  having  taken  place,  inveighs  against 
the  poet  for  having  driven  men  away  -from  the  service  due  to  his 
deity,  by  the  character  of  what  he  had  written.  He  says:  — 

<(  Thou  mayst  it  not  deny: 
For  in  plain  text,  withouten  need  of  glose,1 
Thou  hast  translated  the  Romance  of  the  Rose^ 
That  is  an  heresy  agains  my  law, 
And  makest  wise  folk  fro  me  withdraw. 
And  of  Cressid  thou  hast  said  as  thee  list; 
That  makest  men  to  women  lesse  trist,2 
That  be  as  true  as  ever  was  any  steel. » 

Against  this  charge  the  queen  Alcestis  is  represented  as  interpos- 
ing to  the  god  a  defense  of  the  poet,  in  which  occurs  the  following 
account  of  Chaucer's  writings-:  — 

<(  Albeit  that  he  cannot  well  endite, 
Yet  hath  he  maked  lewed3  folk  delight 
To  serve  you,  in  praising  of  your  name. 
He  made  the  book  that  hight4  the  House  of  Fame, 
And  eke  the  Death  of  Blanche  the  Duchess, 
And  the  Parliament  of  Fowles,  as  I  guess, 
And  all  the  love  of  Palamon  and  Arcite 
Of  Thebes,  though  the  story  is  knowen  lyte5; 
And  many  an  hymne  for  your  holy  days 
That  highten6  ballades,  roundels,  virelays; 
And  for  to  speak  of  other  holiness, 
He  hath  in  prose  translated  Boece, 
And  made  the  Life  also  of  Saint  Cecile; 
He  made  also,  gone  sithen  a  great  while,1 

^Commentary.  2 Trust.  'Ignorant.  *Is  called. 

5  Little.  6Are  called.  7A  great  while  ago. 
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Origenes  upon  the  Maudelain1: 

Him  oughte  now  to  have  the  lesse  pain; 

He  hath  made  many  a  lay  and  many  a  thing. w 

This  prologue  is  generally  conceded  to  have  been  written  between 
1382  and  1385.  Though  it  does  not  profess  to  furnish  a  complete  list 
of  Chaucer's  writings,  it  can  fairly  be  assumed  that  it  included  all 
which  he  then  regarded  as  of  importance  either  on  account  of  their 
merit  or  their  length.  If  so,  the  titles  given  above  would  embrace 
the  productions  of  what  may  be  called  the  first  half  of  his  literary 
career.  In  fact,  his  disciple  Lydgate  leads  us  to  believe  that  (  Troi- 
lus  and  Cressida)  was  a  comparatively  early  production,  though  it 
may  have  undergone  and  probably  did  undergo  revision  before 
assuming  its  present  form.  The  <  Legend  of  Good  Women  > — in  dis- 
tinction from  its  prologue  —  would  naturally  occupy  the  time  of  the 
poet  during  the  opening  period  of  what  is  here  termed  the  second 
half  of  his  literary  career.  The  prologue  is  the  only  portion  of  it, 
however,  that  is  of  distinctly  high  merit.  The  work  was  never  com- 
pleted, and  Chaucer  pretty  certainly  came  soon  to  the  conclusion 
that  it  was  not  worth  completing.  It  was  in  the  taste  of  the  times; 
but  it  did  not  take  him  long  to  perceive  that  an  extended  work 
dealing  exclusively  with  the  sorrows  of  particular  individuals  was  as 
untrue  to  art  as  it  was  to  life.  It  fell  under  the  ban  of  that  criti- 
cism which  in  the  (  Canterbury  Tales y  he  puts  into  the  mouth  of  the 
Knight,  who  interrupts  the  doleful  recital  of  the  tragical  tales  told  by 
the  Monk  with  these  words:  — 

<<<Ho,)  quoth  the  knight,  <good  sir,  no  more  of  this: 
That  ye  have  said  is  right  enow,  ywis,2 
And  muchel3  more;   for  little  heaviness 
Is  right  enow  to  muchel  folk,  I  guess. 
I  say  for  me  it  is  a  great  disease,4 
Where-as  men  have  been  in  great  wealth  and  ease, 
To  hearen  of  hir  sudden  fall,  alas! 
And  the  contrary  is  joy  and  great  solas,5 
As  when  a  man  hath  been  in  poor  estate, 
And  climbeth  up  and  waxeth  fortunate, 
And  there  abide th  in  prosperity. 
Such  thing  is  gladsome,  as  it  thinketh6  me, 
And  of  such  thing  were  goodly  for  to  tell.** 

Accordingly,  from   the   composition    of   pieces    of   the    one-sided    and 
unsatisfactory  character  of  those  contained   in  the  ( Legend  of  Good 

1Origen  upon  Mary  Magdalen.  4  Discomfort. 

2  Certainly.  5  Solace, 

s  Much.  6  Seems. 
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Women,*  Chaucer  turned  to  the  preparation  of  his  great  work,  the 
(  Canterbury  Tales.*  This  gave  him  the  fullest  opportunity  to  display 
all  his  powers,  and  must  have  constituted  the  main  literary  occupa- 
tion of  his  later  life. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  two  of  the  works  mentioned  in  the  prologue 
to  the  (  Legend  of  Good  Women  *  are  translations,  and  are  so  avowed. 
One  is  of  the  ( Roman  de  la  Rose,*  and  the  other  of  the  philo- 
sophical treatise  of  Boetius.  In  regard  to  the  version  of  the  former 
which  has  come  down,  it  is  sufficient  to  say  that  there  was  not  long 
ago  a  disposition  to  deny  the  genuineness  of  all  of  it.  This  now 
contents  itself  with  denying  the  genuineness  of  part  of  it.  The 
question  cannot  be  considered  here:  it  is  enough  to  say  that  in  the 
opinion  of  the  present  writer,  while  the  subject  is  attended  with 
certain  difficulties,  the  evidence  is  strongly  in  favor  of  Chaucer's 
composition  of  the  whole.  But  setting  aside  any  discussion  of  this 
point,  there  can  scarcely  be  any  doubt  that  Chaucer  began  his  career 
as  a  translator.  At  the  period  he  flourished  he  could  hardly  have 
done  otherwise.  It  was  an  almost  inevitable  method  of  procedure  on 
the  part  of  a  man  who  found  neither  writers  nor  writings  in  his  own 
tongue  worthy  of  imitation,  and  who  could  not  fail  to  be  struck  not 
merely  by  the  excellence  of  the  Latin  classic  poets  but  also  by  the 
superior  culture  of  the  Continent.  In  the  course  of  his  literary 
development  he  would  naturally  pass  from  direct  translation  to  adapt- 
ation. To  the  latter  practice  he  assuredly  resorted  often.  He  took 
the  work  of  the  foreign  author  as  a  basis,  discarded  what  he  did  not 
need  or  care  for,  and  added  as  little  or  as  much  as  suited  his  own 
convenience.  In  this  way  the  5704  lines  of  the  <Filostrato)  of  Boc« 
caccio  became  8246  in  the  <  Troilus  and  Cressida  *  of  Chaucer;  but 
even  of  the  5704  of  the  Italian  poet,  2974  were  not  used  by  the 
English  poet  at  all,  and  the  2730  that  were  used  underwent  consid- 
erable compression.  In  a  similar  way  he  composed  the  ( Knight's 
Tale,*  probably  the  most  perfect  narrative  poem  in  our  tongue.  It 
was  based  upon  the  <Theseide*  of  Boccaccio.  But  the  latter  has 
9896  lines,  while  the  former  comprises  but  2250;  and  of  these  2250 
fully  two-thirds  are  entirely  independent  of  the  Italian  poem. 

With  such  free  treatment  of  his  material,  Chaucer's  next  step 
would  be  to  direct  composition,  independent  of  any  sources,  save  in 
that  general  way  in  which  every  author  is  under  obligation  to  what 
has  been  previously  produced.  This  finds  its  crowning  achievement 
in  the  Canterbury  Tales*;  though  several  earlier  pieces  —  such  as 
the  (  House  of  Fame,*  the  <  Parliament  of  Fowls,*  and  the  prologue  to 
the  <  Legend  of  Good  Women,*  — attest  that  long  before  he  h£,d 
shown  his  ability  to  produce  work  essentially  original.  But  though  in 
his  literary  development  Chaucer  worked  himself  out  of  this  exact 
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reproduction  of  his  models,  through  a  partial  working  over  of  them 
till  he  finally  attained  complete  independence,  the  habits  of  a 
translator  clung  to  him  to  the  very  end.  Even  after  he  had  fully 
justified  his  claim  to  being  a  great  original  poet,  passages  occur 
in  his  writings  which  are  nothing  but  the  reproduction  of  passages 
found  in  some  foreign  poem  in  Latin,  or  French,  or  Italian,  the  three 
languages  with  which  he  was  conversant.  His  translation  of  them 
was  due  to  the  fact  that  they  had  struck  his  fancy;  his  insertion  of 
them  into  his  own  work  was  to  please  others  with  what  had  previ- 
ously pleased  himself.  Numerous  passages  of  this  kind  have  been 
pointed  out;  and  doubtless  there  are  others  which  remain  to  be 
pointed  out. 

There  is  another  important  thing  to  be  marked  in  the  history  of 
Chaucer's  artistic  development.  Not  only  was  poetic  material  lacking 
in  the  tongue  at  the  time  of  his  appearance,  but  also  poetic  form. 
The  measures  in  use,  while  not  inadequate  for  literary  expression, 
were  incapable  of  embodying  it  in  its  highest  flights.  Consequently 
what  Chaucer  did  not  find,  he  had  either  to  borrow  or  to  invent. 
He  did  both.  In  the  lines  which  have  been  quoted  he  speaks  of  the 
(<  ballades,  roundels,  and  virelayes J>  which  he  had  composed.  These 
were  all  favorite  poetical  forms  in  that  Continental  country  with 
whose  literature  Chaucer  was  mainly  conversant.  There  can  be  little 
question  that  he  tried  all  manner  of  verse  which  the  ingenuity  of 
the  poets  of  Northern  France  had  devised.  As  many  of  his  shorter 
pieces  have  very  certainly  disappeared,  his  success  in  these  various 
attempts  cannot  be  asserted  with  positiveness.  Still,  what  have  sur- 
vived show  that  he  was  a  great  literary  artist  as  well  as  a  great 
poet.  His  feats  of  rhyming,  in  particular  in  a  tongue  so  little  fitted 
for  it  as  is  ours,  can  be  seen  in  his  unfinished  poem  of  <  Queen 
Anelida  and  False  Arcite,'  in  the  ( Complaint  to  Venus, J  and  in  the 
envoy  which  follows  the  Clerk's  Tale.  In  this  last  piece,  though 
there  are  thirty-six  lines,  the  rhymes  are  only  three;  and  two  of 
these  belong  to  fifteen  lines  respectively. 

But  far  more  important  than  such  attempts,  which  prove  interest 
in  versification  rather  than  great  poetic  achievement,  are  the  two 
measures  which  he  introduced  into  our  tongue.  The  first  was  the 
seven-line  stanza.  The  rhyming  lines  in  it  are  respectively  the  first 
and  third;  the  second,  fourth,  and  fifth;  and  the  sixth  and  seventh. 
At  a  later  period  this  was  frequently  called  <( rhyme  royal,®  because 
the  <Kingis  Quair*  was  written  in  it.  For  fully  two  centuries  it  was 
one  of  the  most  popular  measures  in  English  poetry.  Since  the  six- 
teenth century,  however,  it  has  been  but  little  employed.  Far  dif- 
ferent has  been  the  fate  of  the  line  of  ten  syllables,  or  rather  of  five 
accents.  On  account  of  its  frequent  use  in  the  (  Canterbury  Tales >  it 
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was  called  for  a  long  period  <(  riding  rhyme w;  but  it  now  bears  the 
title  of  (<  heroic  verse. }>  As  employed  by  Chaucer  it  varies  in  slight 
particulars  from  the  way  it  is  now  generally  used.  With  him  the 
couplet  character  was  never  made  prominent.  The  sense  was  not  apt 
to  end  at  the  second  line,  but  constantly  tended  to  run  over  into  the 
line  following.  There  was  also  frequently  with  him  an  unaccented 
eleventh  syllable;  and  this,  though  not  unknown  to  modern  verse,  is 
not  common.  Still,  the  difference  between  the  early  and  the  later 
form  are  •  mere  differences  of  detail,  and  of  comparatively  unimpor- 
tant detail.  The  introduction  of  this  measure  into  English  may  be 
considered  Chaucer's  greatest  achievement  in  the  matter  of  versifi- 
cation. The  heroic  verse  may  have  existed  in  the  tongue  before  he 
himself  used  it.  If  so,  it  lurked  unseen  and  uninfluential.  He  was 
the  first  to  employ  it  on  a  grand  scale,  if  not  to  employ  it  at  all, 
and  to  develop  its  capabilities.  Much  the  largest  proportion  of  his 
greatest  work  is  written  in  that  measure.  Yet  in  spite  of  his  exam- 
ple, it  found  for  two  centuries  comparatively  few  imitators.  It  was 
not  till  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century  that  the  measure  started  on 
a  new  course  of  life,  and  entered  upon  the  great  part  it  has  since 
played  in  English  versification. 

The  most  important  of  what  are  sometimes  called  the  minor 
works  of  Chaucer  are  the  < Parliament  of  Fowls, )  the  ( House  of 
Fame,*  <  Troilus  and  Cressida,*  and  the  ( Legend  of  Good  Women.* 
These  are  all  tavorable  examples  of  his  genius.  But  however  good 
they  may  be  in  particular  portions  and  in  particular  respects,  in  gen- 
eral excellence  they  yield  place  unquestionably  to  the  Canterbury 
Tales.*  It  seems  to  have  been  very  clearly  the  intention  of  the  poet 
to  embody  in  this  crowning  achievement  of  his  literary  life  every- 
thing in  the  shape  of  a  story  he  had  already  composed  or  was  pur- 
posing to  compose.  Two  of  the  pieces,  the1  love  of  Palamon  and 
Arcite  and  the  Life  of  St.  Cecilia,  as  we  know  from  the  words  of 
his  already  quoted,  had  appeared  long  before.  The  plan  of  the  work 
itself  was  most  happily  conceived;  and  in  spite  of  most  painstaking 
efforts  to  find  an  original  for  it  or  suggestion  of  it  somewhere  else, 
there  seems  no  sufficient  reason  for  doubting  that  the  poet  himself 
was  equal  to  the  task  of  having  devised  it.  No  one  certainly  can 
question '  the  felicity  with  which  the  framework  for  embodying  the 
tales  was  constructed.  All  ranks  and  classed  of  society  are  brought 
together  in  the  company  of  pilgrims  who  assemble  at  the  Tabard 
Inn  at  Southwark  to  ride  to  the  shrine  of  the  saint  at  Canterbury. 
The  military  class  is  represented  by  the  Knight,  belonging  to  the 
highest  order  of  the  nobility,  his  son  the  Squire,  and  his  retainer  the 
Yeoman;  the  church  by  the  Abbot,  the  Friar,  the  Parson,  the  Pri- 
oress with  her  attendant  Nun,  and  the  three  accompanying  Priests, 
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and  less  distinctly  by  the  Scholar,  the  Clerk  of  Oxford,  and  by  the 
Pardoner  and  the  Summoner.  For  the  other  professions  are  the 
Doctor  of  Physic  and  the  Serjeant  of  Law;  for  the  middle-class  land- 
holders the  Franklin;  and  for  the  various  crafts  and  occupations  the 
Haberdasher,  the  Carpenter,  the  Weaver,  the  Dyer,  the  Upholsterer, 
the  Cook,  the_  Ploughman,  the  Sailor,  the  Reeve,  the  Manciple,  and 
(joining  the  party  in  tne  course  of  the  pilgrimage)  the  assistant  of 
the  alchemist,  who  is  called  the  Canon's  Yeoman.  Into  the  mouths 
of  these  various  personages  were  to  be  put  tales  befitting  their  char- 
acter and  condition.  Consequently  there  was  ample  space  for  stories 
of  chivalry,  of  religion,  of  love,  of  magic,  and  in  truth  of  every 
aspect  of  social  life  in  all  its  highest  and  lowest  manifestations. 
Between  the  tales  themselves  were  connecting  links,  in  which  the 
poet  had  the  opportunity  to  give  an  account  of  the  incidents  that 
took  place  on  the  pilgrimage,  the  critical  opinions  expressed  by  the 
hearers  of  what  had  been  told,  and  the  disputes  and  quarrels  that 
went  on  between  the  various  members  of  the  party.  So  far  as  this 
portion  of  his  plan  was  finished,  these  connecting  links  furnish  some 
of  the  most  striking  passages  in  the  work.  In  one  of  them  —  the 
prologue  to  the  Wife  of  Bath's  Tale  —  the  genius  of  the  poet  reaches 
along  certain  lines  its  highest  development;  while  the  general  pro- 
logue describing  the  various  personages  of  the  party,  though  not 
containing  the  highest  poetry  of  the  work  as  poetry,  is  the  most 
acute,  discriminating,  and  brilliant  picture  of  men  and  manners  that 
can  be  found  in  our  literature. 

Such  was  the  plan  of  the  work.  It  was  laid  out  on  an  extensive 
scale,  perhaps  on  too  extensive  a  scale  ever  to  have  been  completed. 
Certain  it  is  that  it  was  very  far  from  ever  reaching  even  remotely 
that  result.  According  to  the  scheme  set  forth  in  the  prologue,  the 
work  when  finished  should  have  included  over  one  hundred  and 
twenty  tales.  It  actually  comprises  but  twenty-four.  Even  of  these, 
two  are  incomplete :  the  Cook's  Tale,  which  is  little  more  than  begun, 
and  the  romantic  Eastern  tale  of  the  Squire,  which,  in  Milton's  words, 
is  <cleft  half  told.'*  To  those  that  are  finished,  the  connecting  links 
have  not  been  supplied  in  many  cases.  Accordingly  the  work  exists 
not  as  a  perfect  whole,  but  in  eight  or  nine  fragmentary  parts,  each 
complete  in  itself,  but  lacking  a  close  connection  with  the  others, 
though  all  are  bound  together  by  the  unity  of  a  common  central 
interest.  The  value  of  what  has  been  done  makes  doubly  keen  the 
regret  that  so  much  has  been  left  undone.  Politics,  religion,  litera- 
ture, manners,  are  all  touched  upon  in  this  wide-embracing  view, 
which  still  never  misses  what  is  really  essential;  and  added  to  this 
is  a  skill  of  portrayal  by  which  the  actors,  whether  narrating  the 
tales  themselves,  or  themselves  forming  the  heroes  of  the  narration, 
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fairly  live  and  breathe  before  our  eyes.  Had  the  work  been  com- 
pleted on  the  scale  upon  which  it  was  begun,  we  should  have  had  a 
picture  of  life  and  opinion  in  the  fourteenth  century  more  vivid  and 
exact  than  has  been  drawn  of  any  century  before  or  since. 

The  selections  given  are  partly  of  extracts  and  partly  of  complete 
pieces.  To  the  former  class  belong  the  lines  taken  from  the  opening 
of  the  ( Canterbury  Tales,  >  with  the  description  of  a  few  of  the  char- 
acters ;  the  description  of  the  temples  of  Mars,  of  Venus,  and  of  Diana 
in  the  Knight's  Tale;  and  the  account  of  the  disappearance  of  the 
fairies  at  the  opening  of  the  Wife  of  Bath's  Tale.  The  complete 
pieces  are  the  tales  of  the  Pardoner,  and  of  the  Nun's  Priest.  From 
the  first,  however,  has  been  dropped  the  discourse  on  drunkenness, 
profanity,  and  gambling,  which,  though  in  keeping  with  the  character 
of  the  narrator,  has  no  connection  .with  the  development  of  the 
story.  The  second,  the  tale  of  the  Nun's  Priest,  was  modernized  by 
Dryden  under  the  title  of  the  (Cock  and  the  Fox.'  All  of  these  are 
in  heroic  verse.  The  final  selection  is  the  ballade  now  usually  enti- 
tled <  Truth. >  In  it  the  peculiar  ballade  construction  can  be  studied  — 
that  is,  the  formation  in  three  stanzas,  either  with  or  without  an 
envoy;  the  same  rhymes  running  through  the  three  stanzas;  and  che 
final  line  of  each  stanza  precisely  the  same.  One  of  Chaucer's  reli- 
gious poems  —  the  so-called  <A  B  C> — can  be  found  under  Deguile- 
ville,  from  whose  ( Pelerinage  la  de  Vie  Humaine  )  it  is  translated. 

Chaucer's  style,  like  that  of  all  great  early  writers,  is  marked  by 
perfect  simplicity,  and  his  language  is  therefore  comparatively  easy 
to  understand.  In  the  extracts  here  given  the  spelling  has  been 
modernized,  save  occasionally  at  the  end  of  the  line,  when  the 
rhyme  has  required  the  retention  of  an  earlier  form.  The  words 
themselves  and  grammatical  forms  have  of  course  undergone  no 
change.  There  are  two  marks  used  to  indicate  the  pronunciation: 
first,  the  acute  accent  to  indicate  that  a  heavier  stress  than  ordinary 
is  to  be  placed  on  the  syllable  over  which  it  stands;  and  secondly, 
the  grave  accent  to  indicate  that  the  letter  or  syllable  over  which  it 
appears,  though  silent  in  modern  pronunciation,  was  then  sounded. 
Thus  landes,  groves,  frtendh,  knaves,  would  have  the  final  syllable 
sounded ;  and  in  a  similar  way  time,  Rom'e,  and  others  ending  in  e,  when 
the  next  word  begins  with  a  vowel  or  h  mute.  The  acute  accent  can 
be  exemplified  in  words  like  courage,  reason,  honour,  translated,  where 
the  accent  would  show  that  the  final  syllable  would  either  receive  the 
main  stress  or  a  heavier  stress  than  is  now  given  it.  Again,  a  word 
like  cre-a-ture  consists,  in  the  pronunciation  here  given,  of  three  sylla- 
bles and  not  of  two,  and  is  accordingly  represented  by  a  grave  accent 
over  the  a  to  signify  that  this  vowel  forms  a  separate  syllable,  and 
by  the  acute  accent  over  the  ture  to  indicate  that  this  final  syllable 
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should  receive  more  weight  of  pronunciation  than  usual,  it  accord- 
ingly appears  as  creature.  In  a  similar  way  con-dit-i-on  would  be  a 
word  of  four  syllables,  and  its  pronunciation  would  be  indicated  by 
this  method  condition.  It  is  never  to  be  forgotten  that  Chaucer  had 
no  superior  in  the  English  tongue  as  a  master  of  melody;  and  if  a 
verse  of  his  sounds  inharmonious,  it  is  either  because  the  line  is  cor- 
rupt or  because  the  reader  has  not  succeeded  in  pronouncing  it  cor- 
rectly. 

The  explanation  of  obsolete  words  or  meanings  is  given  in  the 
foot-notes.  In  addition  to  these  the  following  variations  from  mod- 
ern English  that  occur  constantly,  and  are  therefore  not  defined, 
should  be  noted.  Hir  and  hem  stand  for  <their)  and  <them.)  The 
affix  y-  is  frequently  prefixed  to  the  past  participle,  which  itself 
sometimes  omits  the  final  en  or  -n,  as  'ydrawe,*  'yshake.*  The  im- 
perative plural  ends  in  -th,  as  'dreadeth.'  The  general  negative  ne 
is  sometimes  to  be  denned  by  <not,>  sometimes  by  <nor>;  and  con- 
nected with  forms  of  the  verb  ( be  >  gives  us  m's,  <  is  not } ;  nas,  ( was 
not*  As  is  often  an  expletive,  and  cannot  be  rendered  at  all;  that 
before  <one)  and  'other*  is  usually  the  definite  article;  there  is  fre- 
quently to  be  rendered  by  ( where } ;  mo  always  means  ( more } ;  thilke 
means  ( that >  or  ( that  same } ;  del  is  ( deal  >  in  the  sense  of  ( bit,  * 
<whit>;  and  the  comparatives  of  <long>  and  ( strong J  are  lenger  and 
strenger.  Finally  it  should  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  double  nega- 
tive invariably  strengthens  the  negation. 
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'HEN  that  Aprile  with  his  showers  swoot1 

The  drought  of  March  hath  pierced  to  the  root, 
And  bathed  every  vein  in  such  liqour 

Of  which  virtue  engendered  is  the  flower; 

When  Zephyrus  eke  with  his  sweete  breath 

Inspired  hath  in  every  holt  and .  heath 

The  tender  croppes,  and  the  younge  sun 

Hath  in  the  Ram  his  halfe  course  yrun, 

And  smalle  fowles  maken  melody, 

That  sleepen  all  the  night  with  open  eye, — 

So  pricketh  hem  nature  in  hir  courages2  — 

Then  longen  folk  to  go  on  pilgrimages, 

*  Sweet.  2  Hearts. 
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And  palmers  for  to  seeken  strange  strands, 

To  ferae  hallows1  couth2  in  sundry  lands; 

And  specially,  from  every  shires  end 

Of  Engeland,  to  Canterbury  they  wend, 

The  holy  blissful  martyr  for  to  seek, 

That  hem  hath  holpen  when  that  they  were  sick. 

Befell  that  in  that  season  on  a  day, 
In  South wark  at  the  Tabard3  as  I  lay, 
Ready  to  wenden  on  my  pilgrimage 
To  Canterbury  with  full  devout  courage, 
At  night  were  come  into  that  hostelry 
Well  nine  and  twenty  in  a  company 
Of  sundry  folk,  by  aventure4  yfalle 
In  fellowship,   and  pilgrims  were  they  all, 
That  toward  Canterbury  woulden  ride. 
The  chambers  and  the  stables  weren  wide, 
And  well  we  weren  eased5  at  the  best. 
And  shortly,  when  the  sunne  was  to  rest, 
So  had  I  spoken  with  hem  evereach-one,6 
That  I  was  of  hir  fellowship  anon, 
And  made  forward7  early  for  to  rise 
To  take  our  way  there-as  I  you  devise.8 
But  natheless,  while  I  have  time  and  space, 
Ere  that  I  further  in  this  tale  pace, 
Me  thinketh  it  accordant  to  reason, 
To  tellen  you  all  the  condition 
Of  each  of  hem,  so  as  it  seemed  me, 
And  which  they  weren,  and  of  what  degree, 
And  eke  in  what  array  that  they  were  in: 
And  at  a  knight  then  will  I  first  begin. 

THE  KNIGHT 

A  KNIGHT  there  was,  and  that  a  worthy9  man, 
That10  from  the  time  that  he  first  began 
To  riden  out,  he10  loved  chivalry, 
Truth  and  honour,  freedom11  and  courtesy. 
Full  worthy  was  he  in  his  Lordes  war, 
And  thereto  had  he  ridden,  no  man  farre,12 

1  Distant  saints.  7  Agreement. 

2  Known.  8Tell. 

3  Tabard:  sign  of  the  inn  at  Southwark.        9Of  high  rank. 

*  Accident.  10  That  — he= who. 

6  Accommodated.  u  Liberality. 

6  Every  one.  12  Farther. 
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As  well  in  Christendom  as  in  Heatheness, 

And  ever  honoured  for  his  worthiness. 

At  Alexandr'  he  was  when  it  was  won; 

Full  ofte  time  he  had  the  board  begun1 

Aboven  alle  nations  in  Prusse; 

In  Lettowe2  had  he  reysed3  and  in  Russe, 

No  Christian  man  so  oft  of  his  degree; 

In  Gernade4  at  the  siege  had  he  be 

Of  Algezir,5  and  ridden  in  Belmarie.6 

At  Lieys7  was  he,  and  at  Satalie,8 

When  they  were  won;  and  in  the  Greate  Sea* 

At  many  a  noble  army10  had  he  be. 

At  mortal  battles  had  he  been  fifteen, 

And  foughten  for  our  faith  at  Tramassene11 

In  listes  thries,  and  aye  slain  his  foe. 

This  ilke12  worthy  knight  had  been  also 

Sometime  with  the  lord  of  Palatie,13 

Again  another  heathen  in  Turkey: 

And  evermore  he  had  a  sovereign  pris.14 

And  though  that  he  were  worthy15  he  was  wise, 

And  of  his  port  as  meek  as  is  a  maid. 

He  never  yet  no  villainy16  ne  said 

In  all  his  life  unto  no  manner  wight.17 

He  was  a  very  perfect  gentle  knight. 

But  for  to  tellen  you  of  his  array, 

His  horse  were  good,  but  he  ne  was  not  gay18; 

Of  fustian  he  weared  a  gipon,19 

All  besmutered20  with  his  habergeon, 

For  he  was  late  ycome  from  his  viage,?1 

And  wente  for  to  do  his  pilgrimage. 

!Sat  at  the  head  of  the  table.  "Tramassene:  a  kingdom  in  Africa. 

8  Lithuania.  u  Same. 

'Traveled.  13 Palatie:  Palatine  in  Anatolia, 

*  Grenada.  M  Estimation. 

5Algeciras.  15Of  high  rank. 

6  Moorish  Kingdom  of  Africa.  16  Anything  discourteous. 

7 Lieys:  in  Armenia.  17No  sort  of  person. 

8 Satalie:  ancient  Attalia.  18 Richly  dressed. 

9  Mediterranean.  19  Cassock. 

10  Armed  expedition.  20  Soiled. 

11  Journey. 
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THE  PRIORESS 

There  was  also  a  Nun,  a  PRIORESS, 
That  of  her  smiling  was  full  simple  and  coy; 
Her  greatest  oath  was  but  by  Saint  Loy; 
And  she  was  cleped1  Madame  Eglentine. 
Full  well  she  sang  the  service  divine, 
Entuned2  in  her  nose  full  seemely; 
And  French  she  spake  full  fair  and  fetisly8 
After  the  school  of  Stratford-at-the-Bow, 
For  French  of  Paris  was  to  her  unknowe. 
At  meate  well  ytaught  was  she  withal; 
She  let  no  morsel  from  her  lippes  fall, 
Ne  wet  her  fingers  in  her  sauce  deep. 
Well  could  she  carry  a  morsel,  and  well  keep, 
That  no  drope  ne  fell  upon  her  breast. 
In  courtesy  was  set  full  much  her  lest.4 
Her  over-lippe  wiped  she  so  clean, 
That  in  her  cup  there  was  no  farthing5  seen 
Of  grease,  when  she  drunken  had  her  draught; 
Full  seemely  after  her  meat  she  raught6: 
And  sickerly7  she  was  of  great  disport, 
And  full  pleasant  and  amiable  of  port, 
And  pained8  her  to  counterf eiten 9  cheer 
Of  court,  and  to  be  stately  of  manere, 
And  to  be  holden  digne10  of  reverence. 
But  for  to  speaken  of  her  conscience,11 
She  was  so  charitable  and  so  pitous> 
She  woulde  weep  if  that  she  saw  a  mouse 
Caught  in  a  trap,  if  it  were  dead  or  bled; 
Of  smalle  houndes  had  she,  that  she  fed 
With  roasted  flesh,  or  milk  and  wastel-bread12; 
But  sore  wept  sh'  if  one  of  hem  were  dead,13 
Or  if  men14  smote  it  with  a  yarde15  smarte16: 
And  all  was  conscience  and  tender  heart. 
Full  seemely  her  wimple17  pinched18  was; 
Her  nose  tretys,  her  eyen  gray  as  glass, 
Her  mouth  full  small  and  thereto  soft  and  red; 
But  sickerly19  she  had  a  fair  forehead; 


1  Called. 

2  Intoned. 

3  Properly. 
*  Pleasure. 
»Bit. 

16  Smartly. 


6  Reached. 

7  Certainly. 

8  Took  pains. 

9  Imitate. 
10  Worthy. 

"Covering  for  the  neck. 


11  Tender-heartedness. 
"Bread  of  the  finest  flour. 
"Died. 

14  One. 

15  Staff. 

18  Plaited.          19  Certainly. 
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It  was  almost  a  spanne  broad,  I  trow; 
For  hardily1  she  was  not  undergrowe.2 
Full  fetis3  was  her  cloak,  as  I  was  ware. 
Of  small  coral  about  her  arm  she  bare 
A  pair*  of  beades  gauded  all  with  green5; 
And  thereon  hung  a  brooch  of  gold  full  sheen, 
On  which  ther  was  first  writ  a  crowned  A, 
And  after,  Amor  vincit  omnia. 

Another  Nunne  with  her  hadde  she, 
That  was  her  chapelain,6  and  Priestes  three. 

THE  FRIAR 

A  FRERE  there  was,  a  wanton  and  a  merry, 
A  limitour,7  a  full  solemne8  man. 
In  all  the  orders  four  is  none  that  can9 
So  much  of  dalliance  and  fair  language. 
He  hadde  made  full  many  a  marriage 
Of  younge  women  at  his  owen  cost. 
Unto  his  order  he  was  a  noble  post; 
Full  well  beloved  and  familiar  was  he 
With  franklins  over-all10  in  his  country, 
And  eke  with  worthy11  women  of  the  town: 
For  he  had  power  of  confession, 
As  saide  himself,  more  than  a  curate, 
For  of  his  order  he  was  licentiate. 
Full  sweetely  heard  he  confession, 
And  pleasant  was  his  absolution. 
He  was  an  easy  man  to  give  penance, 
There-as  he  wist  to  have13  a  good  pittance; 
For  unto  a  poor  order  for  to  give 
Is  signe  that  a  man  is  well  yshrive; 
For  if  he  gave,  he  durste  make  avaunt,13 
He  wiste-  that  a  man  was  repentant. 
For  many  a  man  so  hard  is  of  his  heart, 
He  may  not  weep  although  him  sore  smart; 
Therefore  instead  of  weeping  and  prayers, 
Men  mote  give  silver  to  the  poore  freres. 

1  Certainly.  7  Licensed  to  beg  within  certain  limits. 

2  Undergrown.  8  Festive. 
'Neat.  9  Knows. 

*  String.  10  Everywhere. 

5  Having  the  gaudies,  or  large  beads,  "  Of  high  position. 

green.  12  Where  he  knew  he  should  have. 

8  Private  secretary.  13  Boast. 
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His  tippet  was  aye  farsed1  full  of  knives 

And  pinnes,  for  to  given  faire  wives; 

And  certainly  he  had  a  merry  note : 

Well  could  he  sing  and  playen  on  a  rotea; 

Of  yeddings3  he  bare  utterly  the  pris.4 

His  necke  white  was  as  the  fleur-de-lis. 

Thereto  he  strong  was  as  a  champion. 

He  knew  the  taverns  well  in  every  town, 

And  every  hosteler5  and  tapester, 

Bet  than  a  lazar6  or  a  beggester7; 

For  unto  such  a  worthy  man  as  he 

Accorded  nought,  as  by  his  faculty, 

To  have  with  sicke  lazars  acquaintance; 

It  is  not  honest,  it  may  not  advance 

For  to  dealen  with  no  such  poraille,8 

But  all  with  rich  and  sellers9  of  vitaille.10 

And  o'er-all,11  there-as  profit  should  arise, 

Courteous  he  was  and  lowly  of  service. 

There  nas  no  man  nowhere  so  virtuous12; 

He  was  the  beste  beggar  in  his -house: 

[And  gave  a  certain  farme13  for  the  grant, 

None  of  his  brethren  came  there  in  his  haunt.] 

For  though  a  widow  hadde  not  a  shoe, 

So  pleasant  was  his  In  principle™ 

Yet  would  he  have  a  farthing  ere  he  went; 

His  purchase15  was  well  better  than  his  rent.16 

And  rage17  he  could  as  it  were  right  a  whelp: 

In  lovedays18  there  could  he  muchel  help; 

For  there  he  was  not  like  a  cloisterer 

With  a  threadbare  cope,  as  is  a  poor  scholer; 

But  he  was  like  a  master  or  a  pope. 

Of  double  worsted  was  his  semicope,19 

That  rounded  as  a  bell  out  of  the  press. 

Somewhat  he  lisped  for  his  wantonness, 

1  Stuffed.  u  Everywhere. 

2  A  stringed  instrument.  12  Efficient. 

3  Songs.  13  Rent. 

4  Estimation.  u  In  principw:   In  the  beginning— the 
6  Innkeeper.  friar's  salutation. 

6  Leper.  15  Proceeds  from  begging. 

7  Beggar.  16  Income. 

8  Poor  people.  17  Toy  wantonly. 

9  Givers.  18Days  for  settling  differences. 
10  Victuals,  »  Short  cape 
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To  make  his  English  sweet  upon  his  tongue; 
And  in  his  harping,  when  that  he  had  sung, 
His  eyen  twinkled  in  his  head  aright. 
As  do  the  starres  in  the  frosty  night. 
This  worthy  limitour  was  cleped1  Huberd. 


THE  CLERK  OF  OXFORD 

A  CLERK  there  was  of  Oxenford2  also, 
That  unto  logic  hadde  long  ygo.3 
As  leane  was  his  horse  as  is  a  rake, 
And  he  was  not  right  fat,  I  undertake,4 
But  looked  hollow,  and  thereto  soberly. 
Full  threadbare  was  his  overest5  courtepy,6 
For  he  had  geten7  him  yet  no  benefice, 
Ne  was  so  worldly  for  to  have  office. 
For  him  was  liefer8  have  at  his  bed's  head 
1  vyenty  bookes  clad  in  black  or  red, 
Of  Aristotle,  and  his  philosophy, 
Than  robes  rich*  or  fiddle,  or  gay  psaltery. 
But  albe  that  he  was  a  philosopher, 
Yet  hadde  he  but  little  gold  in  coffer, 
But  all  that  he  might  of  his  friendes  hent,' 
On  bookes  and  his  learning  he  it  spent, 
And  busily10  gan  for  the  soules  pray 
Of  hem,  that  gave  him  wherewith  to  scolay11; 
Of  study  took  he  most  cure  and  most  heed. 
Not  one  word  spake  he  more  than  was  need; 
And  that  was  said  in  form  and  reverence, 
And  short  and  quick,  and  full  of  high   sentence.12 
Sounding  in  moral  virtue  WPS  his  speech, 
And  gladly  would  he  learn  and  gladly  teach. 

Called.  7G°tten- 

2  Oxford.  8  Rather, 

a  Gone.  9  Got. 

*  Venture  to  say.  10  Earnestly. 

5  Uppermost.  u  To  attend  school. 

•  Short  cloak.  "  Matter. 
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THE  LAWYER 

A  SERGEANT  OF  THE  LAWE,  ware  and  wise, 
That  often  had  ybeen  at  the  Parvys,1 
There  was  also,  full  rich  of  excellence. 
Discreet  he  was  and  of  great  reverence; 
He  seemed  such,  his  wordes  were  so  wise; 
Justice  he  was  full  often  in  assize, 
By  patent  and  by  plein2  commission. 
For  his  science,  and  for  his  high  renown, 
Of  fees  and  robes  had  he  many  one; 
So  great  a  purchaser3  was  nowhere  none; 
All  was  fee  simple  to  him  in  effect, 
His  purchasing  mighte  not  be  infect.* 
Nowhere  so  busy  a  man  as  he  there  nas, 
And  yet  he  seemed  busier  than  he  was. 
In  termes  had  he  case  and  doomes5  all, 
That  from  the  time  of  King  William  were  fall. 
Thereto  he  could  indite,   and  make  a  thing, 
There  coulde  no  wight  pinch6  at  his  writing; 
And  every  statute  could7  he  plein8  by  rote. 
He  rode  but  homely  in  a  medley9  coat, 
Girt  with  a  ceint10  of  silk,  with  barres  smale11; 
Of  his  array  tell  I  -no  lenger  tale. 


THE  SHIPMAN 

A  SHIPMAN  was  there,  woning12  far  by  West: 
For  aught  I  wot,  he  was  of  Dartemouth. 
He  rode  upon  a  rouncy,13  as  he  couth,14 
In  a  gown  of  f aiding15  to  the  knee. 
A  dagger  hanging  on  a  lace  had  he 
About  his  neck  under  his  arm  adown; 
The  hote  summer  had  made  his  hue  all  brown; 
And  certainly  he  was  a  good  fellaw. 
Full  many  a  draught  of  wine  had  he  ydrawe 

Parvys:   the  portico  of  St.  Paul's,  fre-        8  Fully. 

quented  by  lawyers  for  consultation.        9  Mixed  in  color. 

1  Full.  10  Girdle. 

•  Acquirer  of  property.  n  Small. 

4  Tainted  by  illegality.  12  Dwelling. 

5  Cases  and  decisions.  13  Hack. 

6  Find  a  flaw.  14  Could. 

7  Knew.  15  Coarse  cloth. 
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From  Bourdeaux-ward,  while  that  the  chapman1  sleep2; 

Of  nice  conscience  took  he  no  keep.3 

If  that  he  fought,  and  had  the  higher  hand, 

By  water  he  sent  hem  home  to  every  land. 

But  of  his  craft  to  reckon  well  his  tides, 

His  streames  and  his  dangers  him  besides, 

His  harbour  and  his  moon,  his  lodemanage,* 

There  was  none  such  from  Hulle  to  Carthage. 

Hardy  he  was,  and  wise  to  undertake; 

With  many  a  tempest  had  his  beard  been  shake. 

He  knew  well  all  the  havens,  as  they  were, 

From  Gothland  to  the  Cape  of  Finisterre, 

And  every  creek  in  Bretagne  and  in  Spain: 

His  barge  ycleped  was  the  Maudelaine. 


THE  TEMPLES   OF  VENUS,   MARS,   AND   DIANA 
From  the  Knight's  Tale 

FIRST  in  the  temple  of  Venus  mayst  thou  see 
Wrought  on  the  wall,  full  piteous  to  behold, 
The  broken  sleepes,  and  the  sighes  cold, 
The  sacred  teares,   and  the  waimenting,5 
The  fiery  strokes  of  the  desiring 
That  loves  servants  in  this  life  enduren; 
The  oathes,  that  hir  covenants  assuren. 
Pleasance  and  hope,  desire,  foolhardiness, 
Beauty  and  youthe,  bawdry  and  richesse, 
Charmes  and  force,  leasings6  and  flattery, 
Dispence,7  business,8  and  jealousy 
That  weared  of  yellow  goldes9  a  garland, 
And  a  cuckoo  sitting  on  her  hand; 
Feastes,  instruments,  caroles,   dances, 
Lust  and  array,   and  all  the  circumstances 
Of  love,  which  that  I  reckoned  have  and  reckon  shall, 
By  order  weren  painted  on  the  wall, 
And  mo  than  I  can  make  of  mention. 
For  soothly  all  the  mount  of  Citheron, 
There  Venus  hath  her  principal  dwelling, 
Was  showed  on  the  wall  in  portraying, 
With  all  the  garden  and  the  lustiness. 
Nought  was  forgot  the  porter  Idleness, 

1  Supercargo.  2  Slept.  3  Heed.  4  Pilotage.  6  Lamentation. 

8  Lies.  7  Expense.  8  Anxiety.  9  The  flower  turnsol. 
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Ne  Narcissus  the  fair  of  yore  agone, 
Ne  yet  the  folly  of  King  Solomon, 
Ne  yet  the  greate  strength  of  Hercules, 
The  enchantements  of  Medea  and  Circes, 
N'of  Turnus  with  the  hardy  fierce  courage, 
The  riche  Croesus  caitiff1  in  servage.2 
Thus  may  ye  see,  that  wisdom  ne  richesse, 
Beauty  ne  sleighte,   strengthe,  hardiness, 
Ne  may  with  Venus  holden  champarty,3 
For  as  her  list  the  world  then  may  she  gye.* 
Lo,  all  these  folk  so  caught  were  in  her  las5 
Till  they  for  woe  full  often  said,   «Alas!» 
Sufficeth  here  ensamples  one  or  two, 
And  though  I  coulde  reckon  a  thousand  mo. 

The  statue  of  Venus,   glorious  for  to  see, 
Was  naked  fleting6  in  the  large  sea, 
And  from  the  navel  down  all  covered  was 
With  waves  green,  and  bright  as  any  glass, 
A  citole7  in  her  right  hand  hadde  she, 
And  on  her  head,  full  seemly  for  to  see, 
A  rose  garland  fresh  and  well  smelling, 
Above  her  head  her  doves  flickering.8 
Before  her  stood  her  sone  Cupido, 
Upon  his  shoulders  winges  had  he  two; 
And  blind  he  was,   as  it  is  often  seen; 
A  bow  he  bare  and  arrows  bright  and  keen. 

Why  should  I  not  as  well  eke  tell  you  all 
The  portraiture,   that  was  upon  the  wall 
Within  the  temple  of  mighty  Mars  the  red? 
All  painted  was  the  wall  in  length  and  brede9 
Like  to  the  estres10  of  the  grisly  place, 
That  hight  the  greate  temple  of  Mars  in  Thrace, 
In  thilke  colde  frosty  region, 
There-as  Mars  hath  his  sovereign  mansion. 

First  on  the  wall  was  painted  a  forest, 
In  which  there  dwelleth  neither  man  ne  beast, 
With  knotty  gnarry  barren  trees  old 
Of  stubbes11  sharp  and  hideous  to  behold, 
In  which  there  ran  a  rumble  and  a  sough, 
As  though  a  storm  should  bresten12  every  bough: 

'Wretched.  5  Snare.  9 Breadth. 

:  Slavery.  6  Floating.  10  Interiors. 

Partnership  in  power.  7  Musical  instrument.  n  Projecting  old  roots. 

*  Guide.  8  Fluttering.  12  Burst. 
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And  downward  from  an  hill,  under  a  bent,1 
There  stood  the  temple  of  Mars  armipotent, 
Wrought  all  of  burned2  steel,  of  which  th'  entry 
Was  long  and  strait3  and  ghastly  for  to  see. 
And  thereout  came  a  rage  and  such  a  vese,4 
That  it  made  all  the  gates  for  to  rese.5 
The  northern  light  in  at  the  doores  shone, 
For  window  on  the  wall  ne  was  there  none 
Through  which  men  mighten  any  light  discern; 
The  doors  were  all  of  adamant  eterne, 
Yclenched  overthwart  and  endelong6 
With  iron  tough,  and  for  to  make  it  strong, 
Every  pillar  the  temple  to  sustene 
Was  tunne-great,7  of  iron  bright  and  sheen. 
There  saw  I  first  the  dark  imagining 
Of  felony,  and  all  the  compassing; 
The  cruel  ire,  red  as  any  gleed,8 
The  pickepurse,  and  eke  the  pale  drede9; 
The  smiler  with  the  knife  under  the  cloak; 
The  shepen10  brenning11  with  the  blacke  smoke; 
The  treason  of  the  murdering  in  the  bed, 
The  open  war,  with  woundes  all  bebled; 
Contek12  with  bloody  knife  and  sharp  menace. 
All  full  of  chirking13  was  that  sorry  place. 
The  slayer  of  himself  yet  saw  I  there, 
His  hearte-blood  hath  bathed  all  his  hair: 
The  nail  ydriven  in  the  shode14  anight; 
The  colde  death,  with  mouth  gaping  upright.16 
Amiddes  of  the  temple  sat  mischance, 
With  discomfort  and  sorry  countenance, 
Yet  saw  I  woodness16  laughing  in  his  rage, 
Armed  complaint,  outhees,17  and  fierce  outrage; 
The  carrion18  in  the  bush,  with  throat  ycorven,19 
A  thousand  slain,  and  not  of  qualm20  ystorven21; 
The  tyrant  with  the  prey  by  force  yreft; 
The  town  destroyed,  there  was  nothing  left. 

1  Slope.  8  Burning  coal.  18  Madness. 

2  Burnished.                                   9  Coward.  17  Outcry. 
8  Narrow.                                     10  Stables.  18  Corpse. 
4  Furious  rush  of  wind.            n  Burning.  19  Cut. 

6  Shake.  "  Contention.  20  Disease. 

'  Across  and  lengthways.  13  Shrieking.  21  Having  died. 

1  Of  the  circumference  of  u  Forehead. 

a  tun.  16  Prone  on  the  back. 
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Yet  saw  I  brent1  the  shippes  hoppesteres,* 

The  hunte3  strangled  with  the  wilde  bears: 

The  sowe  freten4  the  child  right  in  the  cradle; 

The  cook  yscalded,  for  all  his  longe  ladle. 

Nought  was  forgotten  by  th'  infortune  of  Marte; 

The  carter  overridden  with  his  cart; 

Under  the  wheel  full  low  he  lay  adown. 

There  were  also  of  Mars'  division, 

The  barber,  and  the  butcher,  and  the  smith 

That  forge  th  sharpe  swordes  on  his  stith.6 

And  all  above  depainted  in  a  tower 

Saw  I  Conquest,  sitting  in  great  honour, 

With  the  sharpe  sword  over  his  head 

Hanging  by  a  subtle6  twines  thread. 

Depainted  was  the  slaughter  of  Julius, 

Of  great  Nero,  and  of  Antonius: 

Albe  that  thilke  time  they  were  unborn, 

Yet  was  hir  death  depainted  therebeforn, 

By  menacing  of  Mars,  right  by  figure, 

So  was  it  showed  in  that  portraiture, 

As  is  depainted  in  the  stars  above, 

Who  shall  be  slain  or  elles  dead  for  love. 

Sumceth  one  ensample  in  stories  old, 

I  may  not  reckon  them  alle  though  I  wold. 

The  statue  of  Mars  upon  a  carte  stood 
Armed,  and  looked  grim  as  he  were  wood,7 
And  over  his  head  there  shinen  two  figures 
Of  starres,  that  be  cleped  in  scriptures,8 
That  one  Puella,  that  other  Rubeus.9 
This  god  of  armes  was  arrayed  thus: 
A  wolf  there  stood  before  him  at  his  feet 
With  eyen  red,  and  of  a  man  he  eat: 
With  subtle  pencil  depainted  was  this  story, 
In  redoubting10  of  Mars  and  of  his  glory. 

Now  to  the  temple  of  Dian  the  chaste 
As  shortly  as  I  can  I  will  me  haste, 
To  tellen  you  all  the  description: 
Depainted  be  the  walles  up  and  down 

1  Burnt.  *  Devour.  7  Mad. 

"The  dancing  ships.  5 Anvil.  8 Called  in  writings. 

*  Hunter.  6  Fine. 

9  <  Puella  >  and  <Rubeus>:  two  figures  in  Geomancy,  representing  two  con- 
stellations,—  the  one  signifying  Mars  retrograde,  the  other  Mars  direct. 

10  Reverence. 
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Of  hunting  and  of  shamefast  chastity. 

There  saw  I  how  woful  Calistope, l 

When  that  Dian  aggrieved  was  with  her, 

Was  turned  from  a  woman  to  a  bear, 

And  after  was  she  made  the  lodestar2: 

Thus  was  it  painted,  I  can  say  no  farre8; 

Her  son  is  eke  a  star  as  men  may  see. 

There  saw  I  Dane  yturned  till4  a  tree, 

I  meane  not  the  goddesse  Diane, 

But  Peneus'  daughter,  which  that  highte  Dane. 

There  saw  I  Acteon  an  hart  ymaked,3 

For  vengeance  that  he  saw  Dian  all  naked: 

I  saw  how  that  his  houndes  have  him  caught, 

And  freten6  him  for  that  they  knew  him  naught. 

Yet  painted  was  a  little  furthermore, 

How  Atalanta  hunted  the  wild  boar, 

And  Meleager,  and  many  another  mo, 

For  which  Diana  wrought  him  care  and  woe. 

There  saw  I  many  another  wonder  story, 

The  which  me  list  not  drawen  to  memory. 

This  goddess  on  an  hart  full  highe  seet,7 
With  smalle  houndes  all  about  her  feet, 
And  underneath  her  feet  she  had  a  moon, 
Waxing  it  was,  and  shoulde  wanen  soon. 
In  gaudy-green8  her  statue  clothed  was, 
With  bow  in  hand  and  arrows  in  a  case. 
Her  eyen  caste  she  full  low  adown 
There  Pluto  hath  his  darke  region. 
A  woman  travailing  was  her  beforn, 
But  for  her  child  so  longe  was  unborn 
Full  piteously  Lucina9  gan  she  call, 
And  saide,  «Help,  for  thou  mayst  best  of  all.* 
Well  could  he  painten  lifely10  that  it11  wrought, 
With  many  a  florin  he  the  hues  bought. 

1  <  Calistope^  or  Callisto:  daughter  of  Lycaon — seduced  by  Jupiter — turned 
into  a  bear  by  Juno  (or  Diana)  —  and  placed  afterwards,  with  her  son,  as  the 
Great  Bear  among  the  stars. 

2  Pole-star.  7  Sat. 

3  Farther.  8  Light-green. 

*To.  9<  Lucina  >:   another  name  for  Diana — 

5  Made.  as  the  goddess  of  child-bearing. 

6  Devour.  10  Lifelike. 

*  What. 
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THE   PASSING   OF  THE   FAIRIES 
From  the  Wife  of  Bath's  Tale 

IN  TH'  olde  dayes  of  the  king  Arthur 
Of  which  that  Britons  speaken  great  honour, 
All  was  this  land  fulfilled  of  faerie; 
The  Elf-queen,   with  her  jolly  company, 
Danced  full  oft  in  many  a  greene  mead; 
This  was  the  old  opinion  as  I  read: 
I  speak  of  many  hundred  years  ago; 
But  now  can  no  man  see  none  elves  mo, 
For  now  the  greate  charity  and  prayers 
Of  limitours1  and  other  holy  freres, 
That  searchen  every  land  and  every  stream, 
As  thick  as  motes  in  the  sunne-beam, 
Blessing  halles,   chambers,  kitchenes.  bowers, 
Cities,  boroughs,   castles,  highe  towers, 
Thorpes,  barnes,   shepens,2  dairies, 
This  maketh  that  there  be  no  faeries: 
For  there  as  wont  to  walken  was  an  elf, 
There  walketh  now  the  limitour  himself, 
In  undermeles3  and  in  morwenings, 
And  saith  his  matins  and  his  holy  things, 
As  he  goeth  in  his  limitation,4 
Women  may  go  now  safely  up  and  down, 
In  every  bush,   and  under  every  tree; 
There  is  none  other  incubus  but  he. 


THE   PARDONER'S   TALE 

IN  FLANDERS  whilom  was  a  company 
Of  younge  folk,   that  haunteden  folly, 
As  riot,  hazard,  stewes,  and  taverns; 
Whereas  with  harpes,  lutes,  and  gitterns,5 
They  dance  and  play  at  dice  both  day  and  night 
And  eat  also,  and  drinken  o'er  hir  might; 
Through  which  they  do  the  devil  sacrifice 
Within  the  devil's  temple,  in  cursed  wise, 
By  superfluity  abominable. 
Hir  oathes  be  so  great  and  so  damnable, 

Begging  friars.  2  Stables.  3  Afternoons. 

*  Begging  district.  5  Guitars. 
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That  it  is  grisly1  for  to  hear  hem  swear. 
Our  blessed  Lordes  body  they  to-tear2; 
Hem  thoughte3  Jewes  rent  him  not  enough; 
And  each  of  hem  at  otheres  sinne  lough.4 

And  right  anon  then  comen  tombesteres5 
Fetis6  and  small,  and  younge  fruitesteres,7 
Singers  with  harpes,  bawdes,  waferers,8 
Which  be  the  very  devil's  officers, 
To  kindle  and  blow  the  fire  of  lechery, 
That  is  annexed  unto  gluttony. 

These  riotoures  three,   of  which  I  tell, 
Long  erst  ere9  prime  rung  of  any  bell, 
Were  set  hem  in  a  tavern  for  to  drink: 
And  as  they  sat,  they  heard  a  belle  clink 
Before  a  corpse,  was  carried  to  his  grave: 
That  one  of  hem  gan  callen  to  his  knave,10 
«Go  bet,))U  quoth  he,  «and  aske  readily, 
What  corpse  is  this,  that  passeth  here  forby: 
And  look  that  thou  report  his  name  well.* 

<(  Sir,  *  quoth  this  boy,   <(.it  needeth  never  a  del ; 
It  was  me  told  ere  ye  came  here  two  hours; 
He  was  pardie  an  old  fellow  of  yours, 
And  suddenly  he  was  yslain  to-night, 
Fordrunk12  as  he  sat  on  his  bench  upright; 
There  came  a  privy  thief,  men  clepeth13  Death, 
That  in  this  country  all  the  people  slayeth, 
And  with  his  spear  he  smote  his  heart  atwo, 
And  went  his  way  withouten  wordes  mo. 
He  hath  a  thousand  slain  this  pestilence: 
And,  master,   ere  ye  come  in  his  presence, 
Methinketh  that  it  were  necessary, 
For  to  be  ware  of  such  an  adversary; 
Be  ready  for  to  meet  him  evermore: 
Thus  taughte  me  my  dame;   I  say  no  more.* 

(<By  Sainte  Mary,*  said  this  taverner,14 
<(The  child  saith  sooth,  for  he  hath  slain  this  year 
Hence  over  a  mile,   within  a  great  village, 
Both  man  and  woman,  child,  and  hine,13  and  page; 
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I  trow  his  habitation  be  there: 

To  be  avised1  great  wisdom  it  were, 

Ere  that  he  did  a  man  a  dishonour. » 

«Yea,   Godes  arrnes,"  quoth  this  riotour, 
<(  Is  it  such  peril  with  him  for  to  meet  ? 
I  shall  him  seek  by  way  and  eke  by  street, 
I  make  avow  to  Godes  digne2  bones. 
Hearkeneth,   fellowes,  we  three  be  all  ones8: 
Let  each  of  us  hold  up  his  hand  till  other, 
And  each  of  us  becomen  otheres  brother, 
And  we  will  slay  this  false  traitor  Death: 
He  shall  be  slain,  which  that  so  many  slayeth, 
By  Godes  dignity,   ere  it  be  night. }) 

Together  have  these  three  hir  truthes  plight 
To  live  and  dien  each  of  hem  for  other, 
As  though  he  were  his  own  yboren*  brother. 
And  up  they  start  all  drunken,  in  this  rage, 
And  forth  they  go  towardes  that  village, 
Of  which  the  taverner  had  spoke  beforn, 
And  many  a  grisly5  oath  then  have  they  sworn, 
And  Christes  blessed  body  they  to-rent;6 
Death  shall  be  dead,7  if  that  they  may  him  hent.8 

When  they  have  gone  not  fully  half  a  mile, 
Right  as  they  would  have  trodden  o'er  a  stile, 
An  old  man  and  a  poore  with  hem  met. 
This  olde  man  full  meekely  hem  gret,9 
And  saide  thus:   <(Now,  lordes,  God  you  see.))10 

The  proudest  of  these  riotoures  three 
Answered  again:   (<What,  carl,11  with  sorry  grace, 
Why  art  thou  all  f orwrapped 12  save  thy  face  ? 
Why  livest  thou  so  long  in  so  great  age  ? )} 

This  olde  man  gan  look  on  his  visage, 
And  saide  thus:    (<For  I  ne  cannot  find 
A  man,  though  that  I  walked  into  Ind, 
Neither  in  city,  nor  in  no  village, 
That  woulde  change  his  youth  e  for  mine  age; 
And  therefore  mote  I  have  mine  age  still 
As  longe  time  as  it  is  Godes  will. 
Ne  death,  alas!   ne  will  not  have  my  life; 
Thus  walk  I  like  a  resteless  caitiff, 

1  Watchful.  5  Dreadful.  9  Greeted. 

*  Worthy.  6  Tear  in  pieces.  10  Keep  in  sight,  protect. 
8  At  one.  7  Die.  u  Churl. 

*  Born.  8  Seize.  12  Completely  wrapped  up. 
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And  on  the  ground,  which  is  my  mother's  gate, 
I  knocke  with  my  staff,  both  early  and  late, 
And  sayen,   'Liefe1  mother,  let  me  in. 
Lo,  how  I  vanish,  flesh,  and  blood,  and  skin; 
Alas !   when  shall  my  bones  be  at  rest  ? 
Mother,  with  you  would  I  changen  my  chest, 
That  in  my  chamber  longe  time  hath  be, 
Yea,  for  an  haire  clout  to  wrappe  me.* 
But  yet  to  me  she  will  not  do  that  grace, 
For  which  full  pale  and  welked2  is  my  face. 

(<But,  sirs,  to  you  it  is  no  courtesy 
To  speaken  to  an  old  man  villainy, 
But3  he  trespass  in  word  or  else  in  deed. 
In  holy  writ  ye  may  yourself  well  read; 
( Against4  an  old  man,  hoar  upon  his  head, 
Ye  should  arise :  >  wherefore  I  give  you  rede,5 
Ne  do  unto  an  old  man  none  harm  now, 
No  more  than  ye  would  men  did  to  you 
In  age,  if  that  ye  so  long  abide. 
And  God  be  with  you,  where  ye  go  or  ride; 
I  mote  go  thither  as  I  have  to  go." 

(<Nay,  olde  churl,  by  God,  thou  shalt  not  so,^ 
Saide  this  other  hazardour  anon; 
<(Thou  partest  not  so  lightly,  by  Saint  John. 
Thou  spake  right  now  of  thilke  traitor  Death, 
That  in  this  country  all  our  friendes  slayeth; 
Have  here  my  truth,  as  thou  art  his  espy; 
Tell  where  he  is,  or  thou  shalt  it  aby,6 
By  God  and  by  the  holy  sacrament; 
For  soothly  thou  art  one  of  his  assent 
To  slay  us  younge  folk,  thou  false  thief." 

<(Now,  sirs,"  quoth  he,  <(if  that  you  be  so  lief7 
To  finden  Death,  turn  up  this  crooked  way, 
For  in  that  grove  I  left  him,  by  my  fay, 
Under  a  tree,  and  there  he  will  abide; 
Not  for  your  boast  he  will  him  nothing  hide. 
See  ye  that  oak  ?  right  there  ye  shall  him  find. 
God  save  you,  that  bought  again  mankind, 
And  you  amend  !"  thus  said  this  olde  man. 

And  evereach8  of  these  riotoures  ran, 
Till  he  came  to  that  tree,  and  there  they  found 
Of  florins  fine  of  gold  ycoined  round, 

Dear.  2  Withered.  *  Unless.  *  To  meet. 

5  Advice.  6  Suffer  for.  7  Desirous.  8  Each  one. 
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Well  nigh  an  eighte  bushels,  as  hem  thought. 
No  lenger  then  after  Death  they  sought, 
But  each  of  hem  so  glad  was  of  that  sight, 
For  that  the  florins  be  so  fair  and  bright, 
That  down  they  set  hem  by  this  precious  hoard. 
The  worst  of  hem  he  spake  the  firste  word. 

<(  Brethren, w  quoth  he,  <(take  keepe1  what  I  say; 
My  wit  is  great,  though  that  I  bourd2  and  play. 
This  treasure  hath  fortune  unto  us  given 
In  mirth  and  jollity  our  life  to  liven, 
And  lightly  as  it  cometh,  so  will  we  spend. 
Hey!    Godes  precious  dignity!  who  wend3 
To-day,  that  we  should  have  so  fair  a  grace  ? 
But  might  this  gold  be  carried  from  this  place 
Home  to  mine  house,  or  elles  unto  yours, 
For  well  ye  wot  that  all  this  gold  is  ours, 
Then  were  we  in  high  felicity. 
But  truely  by  day  it  may  not  be; 
Men  woulden  say  that  we  were  thieves  strong, 
And  for  our  owen  treasure  do  us  hong.4 
This  treasure  must  ycarried  be  by  night 
As  wisely  and  as  slily  as  it  might. 
Wherefore  I  rede,5  that  cut6  among  us  all 
Be  draw,  and  let  see  where  the  .cut  will  fall: 
And  he  that  hath  the  cut,  with  hearte  blithe 
Shall  renne7  to  the  town,  and  that  full  swith,8 
And  bring  us  bread  and  wine  full  privily; 
And  two  of  us  shall  keepen  subtlely 
This  treasure  well;   and  if  he  will  not  tarry, 
When  it  is  night,  we  will  this  treasure  carry 
By  one  assent,  where  as  us  thinketh  best." 

That  one  of  hem  the  cut  brought  in  his  fist, 
And  bade  hem  draw  and  look  where  it  will  fall, 
And  it  fell  on  the. youngest  of  hem  all: 
And  forth  toward  the  town  he  went  anon. 
And  also9  soon  as  that  he  was  agone, 
That  one  of  hem  spake  thus  unto  that  other; 
(<Thou  knowest  well  thou  art  my  sworen  brother; 
Thy  profit  will  I  tellen  thee  anon. 
Thou  wost10  well  that  our  fellow  is  agone, 

1  Heed.  4  Cause  us  to  be  hanged.  7  Run. 

2  Joke.  *>  Advise.  8  Quickly. 

3  Thought.  e  Lot.  » As. 

10  Knowest. 
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And  here  is  gold,  and  that  full  great  plenty, 
That  shall  departed  be  among  us  three. 
But  natheless,  if  I  can  shape  it  so, 
That  it  departed  were  among  us  two, 
Had  I  not  done  a  friendes  turn  to  thee  ? }) 

That  other  answered,  (<  I  not 1  how  that  may  be : 
He  wot  how  that  the  gold  is  with  us  tway.2 
What  shall  we  do  ?  what  shall  we  to  him  say  ? » 

<(  Shall  it  be  counsel  ? w  said  the  firste  shrew ; 
(<And  I  shall  tellen  thee  in  wordes  few 
What  we  shall  do,  and  bring  it  well  about. J> 

<(  I  grante,"  quoth  that  other,  <(out  of  doubt, 
That  by  my  truth  I  shall  thee  not  bewray. » 

"Now,**  quoth  the  first,  <(thou  wost  well  we  be  tway, 
And  two  of  us  shall  strenger  be  than-  one. 
Look,  when  that  he  is  set,  thou  right  anon 
Arise,  as  though  thou  wouldest  with  him  play; 
And  I  shall  rive  him  through  the  sides  tway, 
While  that  thou  strugglest  with  him  as  in  game, 
And  with  thy  dagger  look  thou  do  the  same; 
And  then  shall  all  this  gold  departed  be, 
My  deare  friend,  betwixen  me  and  thee: 
Then  may  we  both  our  lustes  all  fulfill, 
And  play  at  dice  right  at  our  owen  will.® 
And  thus  accorded  be  these  shrewes  tway 
To  slay  the  third,  as  ye  have  heard  me  say. 

This  youngest,  which  that  went  unto  the  town, 
Full  oft  in  heart  he  rolleth  up  and  down 
The  beauty  of  these  florins  new  and  bright. 
(<  O  Lord ! »  quoth  he,   « if  so  were  that  I  might 
Have  all  this  treasure  to  myself  alone, 
There  is  no  man  that  liveth  under  the  throne 
Of  God,  that  shoulde  live  so  merry  as  I." 
And  the  last  the  fiend,  our  enemy, 
Put  in  his  thought  that  he  should  poison  bey,8 
With  which  he  mighte  -slay  his  fellows  twaye. 
Forwhy*  the  fiend  found  him  in  such  living, 
That  he  had  leave  him  to  sorrow  bring. 
For  this  was  utterly  his  full  intent 
To  slay  hem  both,  and  never  to  repent. 

And  forth  he  goeth,  no  lenger  would  he  tarry, 
Into  the  town  unto  a  'pothecary, 

*  Know  not.  s  Buy. 

*  Two.  4  Because. 
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And  prayed  him  that  he  him  woulde  sell 
Some  poison,  that  he  might  his  rattes  quell, 
And  eke  there  was  a  polecat  in  his  haw1 
That,  as  he  said,  his  capons  had  yslawe2; 
And  fain  he  woulde  wreak3  him  if  he  might, 
On  vermin,  that  destroyed  him  by  night. 

The  'pothecary  answered,  <(And  thou  shalt  have 
A  thing  that,  also4  God  my  soule  save, 
In  all  this  world  there  nis  no  creature, 
That  eaten  or  drunk  hath  of  this  confecture, 
Naught  but  the  mountance5  of  a  corn  of  wheat, 
'That  he  ne  shall  his  life  anon  forlete6; 
Yea,  sterve7  he  shall,  and  that  in  lesse  while, 
Than  thou  wilt  go  a  pace 8  not  but  a  mile : 
This  poison  is  so  strong  and  violent. » 

This  cursed  man  hath  in  his  hand  yhent9 
This  poison  in  a  box,  and  sith  he  ran 
Into  the  nexte  street  unto  a  man, 
And  borrowed  of  him  large  bottles  three; 
And  in  the  two  his  poison  poured  he; 
The  third  he  kept  clean  for  his  owen  drink, 
For  all  the  night  he  shope10  him  for  to  swink11 
In  carrying  the  gold  out  of  that  place. 

And  when  this  riotour,  with  sorry  grace, 
Had  filled  with  wine  his  greate  bottles  three, 
To  his  fellows  again  repaireth  he. 

What  needeth  it  to  sermon  of  it  more  ? 
For  right  as  they  had  cast  his  death  before, 
Right  so  they  have  him  slain,  and  that  anon. 
And  when  that  this  was  done,  thus  spake  that  one; 
(<Now  let  us  sit  and  drink,  and  make  us  merry, 
And  afterward  we  will  his  body  bury.^ 
And  with  that  word  it  happed  him  par  cas™ 
To  take  the  bottle  there  the  poison  was, 
And  drank,  and  gave  his  fellow  drink  also, 
For  which  anon  they  storven13  bothe  two. 

But  certes  I  suppose  that  Avicen 
Wrote  never  in  no  canon,  n'  in  no  fen,u 
Mo  wonder  signes  of  empoisoning, 
Than  had  these  wretches  two  ere  hir  ending. 
Thus  ended  be  these  homicides  two, 
And  eke  the  false  empoisoner  also. 

1  Farm-yard.  2  Slain.  3  Revenge.  4  As.  5  Amount.  6  Give  up.  7  Die. 
8  At  a  footpace.  9  Seized.  10  Purposed.  "  Labor.  12  By  chance.  I3  Died. 
14<Fen);  the  name  of  the  sections  of  Avicenna's  great  work  entitled  <  Canon.* 
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THE   NUN'S   PRIEST'S   TALE 

APOORE  widow  somedeal  slope1  in  age, 
Was  whilom  dwelling  in  a  narrow  cottage, 

Beside  a  grove,  standing  in  a  dale. 

This  widow,  of  which  I  telle  you  my  tale, 
Since  thilke  day  that  she  was  last  a  wife, 
In  patience  led  a  full  simple  life.  • 
For  little  was  her  cattel2  and  her  rent3: 
By  husbandry4  of  such  as  God  her  sent 
She  found5  herself,  and  eke  her  daughtren  tw*o. 
Three  large  sowes  had  she,  and  no  mo; 
Three  kine,  and  eke  a  sheep  that  highte6  Mall. 
Full  sooty  was  her  bower,  and  eke  her  hall, 
In  which  she  ate  full  many  a  slender  meal. 
Of  poignant  sauce  her  needed  never  a  deal.7 
No  dainty  morsel  passed  through  her  throat; 
Her  diet  was  accordant  to  her  cote.8 
Repletion  ne  made  her  never  sick; 
Attemper9  diet  was  all  her  physic, 
And  exercise,  and  heartes  suffisance.10 
The  goute  let11  her  nothing  for  to  dance, 
N'  apoplexy  ne  shente12  not  her  head. 
No  wine  ne  drank  she,  neither  white  ne  red: 
Her  board  was  served  most  with  white  and  black, 
Milk  and  brown  bread,  in  which  she  found  no  lack, 
Seind13  bacon,  and  sometime  an  egg  or  twey; 
For  she  was  as  it  were  a  manner  dey.u 

A  yard  she  had,  enclosed  all  about 
With  stickes,  and  a  drye  ditch  without, 
In  which  she  had  a  cock  hight  Chanticleer, 
In  all  the  land  of  crowing  was  none  his  peer. 
His  voice  was  merrier  than  the  merry  orgon, 
On  masse  days  that  in  the  churche  gon. 
Well  sikerer15  was  his  crowing  in  his  lodge, 
Than  is  a  clock,  or  an  abbey  horloge.16 
By  nature  he  knew  each  ascension 
Of  the  equinoctial  in  thilke  town; 


1  Advanced. 

2  Capital. 
8  Income. 

1  Economical  management. 
b  Supported. 


6  Was  called. 

7  Whit. 

8  Cottage. 

9  Temperate. 
10  Content. 

16  Clock,  horologe. 


11  Prevented. 

12  Injured. 

13  Singed,  broiled. 

MA  sort  of  dairy-woman 
15  Surer. 
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For  when  degrees  fifteene  were  ascended, 
Then  crew  he,  that  it  might  not  be  amended. 

His  comb  was  redder  than  the  fine  coral, 
And  battled,1  as  it  were  a  castle  wall. 
His  bill  was  black,  and  as  the  jet  it  shone; 
Like  azure  were  his  legges  and  his  ton2; 
His  nailes  whiter  than  the  lily  flower, 
And  like  the  burned3  gold  was  his  colour. 

This  gentle  cock  had  in  his  governance 
Seven  hennes,  for  to  do  all  his  pleasance, 
Which  were  his  sisters  and  his  paramours, 
And  wonder  like  to  him,  as  of  colours; 
Of  which  the  fairest  hued  on  her  throat 
Was  cleped  faire  Damosel  Partelote. 
Courteous  she  was,   discreet,  and  debonair. 
And  companable,4  and  bare  herself  so  fair, 
Sin3  thilke  day  that  she  was  sevennight  old, 
That  truely  she  hath  the  heart  in  hold6 
Of  Chanticleer,  locken7  in  every  lith8; 
He  loved  her  so,  that  well  was  him  therewith. 
But  such  a  joy  was  it  to  hear  hem  sing, 
When  that  the  brighte  sunne  gan  to  spring, 
In  sweet  accord,   (  My  lief  is  faren  on  land.)8 
For  thilke  time,   as  I  have  understande, 
Beastes  and  birdes  coulde  speak  and  sing. 

And  so  befell,  that  in  a  dawening, 
As  Chanticleer  among  his  wives  all 
Sat  on  his  perche,  that  was  in  the  hall, 
And  next  him  sat  this  faire  Partelote, 
This  Chanticleer  gan  groanen  in  his  throat, 
As  man  that  in  his  dream  is  drecched10  sore. 
And  when  that  Partelote  thus  heard  him  roar, 
She  was  aghast,   and  said,   (<  O  hearte  dear, 
What  aileth  you  to  groan  in  this  mannere  ? 
Ye  be  a  very  sleeper,   fie,  for  shame  1^ 

And  he  answered  and  saide  thus:  (< Madame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  take  it  not  agrief u  ; 
By  God,  me  met12  I  was  in  such  mischief13 

1  Battlemented.  6  Possession. 

2  Toes.  T  Locked,  inclosed. 

3  Burnished.  8  Limb. 

4  Companionable.  9  (( My  love  is  gone  to  the  country.* 

5  Since.  10  Oppressed. 

11  In  offence.  u  I  dreamed.  w  Misfortune, 

vi — 225 


35*6 


GEOFFREY  CHAUCER 

Right  now,  that  yet  mine  heart  is  sore  affright. 
Now  God,"  quoth  he,   (<my  sweven1  read2  aright, 
And  keep  my  body  out  of  foul  prison. 
Me  met  how  that  I  roamed  up  and  down 
Within  our  yard,  where-as  I  saw  a  beast 
Was  like  an  hound,  and  would  have  made  arrest 
Upon  my  body,  and  have  had  me  dead. 
His  colour  was  betwixe  yellow  and  red; 
And  tipped  was  his  tail,  and  both  his  ears 
With  black,  unlike  the  remnant  of  his  hairs. 
His  snoute  small,   with  glowing  eyen  twey; 
Yet  of  his  look  for  fear  almost  I  dey3: 
This  caused  me  my  groaning  doubteless. w 

•  "Avoy!"  quoth  she,   <(fie  on  you  hearteless! 
Alas!"  quoth  she,   (<for  by  that  God  above 
Now  have  ye  lost  mine  heart  and  all  my  love; 
I  cannot  love  a  coward,  by  my  faith. 
For  certes,   what  so  any  woman  saith, 
We  all  desiren,  if  it  mighte  be, 
To  have  husbandes,  hardy,  wise,  and  free, 
And  secre,*  and  no  niggard  ne  no  fool, 
Ne  him  that  is  aghast  of  every  tool, 
Ne  none  avantour6  by  that  God  above. 
How  durst  ye  say  for  shame  unto  your  love, 
That  anything  might  maken  you  afeard  ? 
Have  ye  no  mannes  heart,  and  have  a  beard? 
Alas !  and  can  ye  be  aghast  of  swevenes6  ? 
Nothing  but  vanity,   God  wot,  in  sweven  is. 
Swevens  engender  of  repletions, 
And  oft  of  fume,  and  of  complexions,1 
When  humours  be  too  abundant  in  a  wight. 
Certes  this  dream,  which  ye  have  met8  to-night, 
Cometh  of  the  greate  superfluity 
Of  youre  rede  colera,9  pardie, 
Which  causeth  folk  to  dreamen  in  hir  dreams 
Of  arrows,   and  of  fire  with  rede  leames,10 
Of  greate  beastes,  that  they  will  hem  bite, 
Of  contek11  and  of  whelpes  great  and  lite12; 
Right  as  the  humour  of  melancholy 
Causeth  full  many  a  man  in  sleep  to  cry, 

1  Dream.  6  Boaster  of  female  favor.         9  Bile. 

2  Interpret.  6  Dreams.  10  Flames. 

j  Die.  7  Temperaments.  "  Contention. 

»  Secret.  8  Dreamed.  12  Little. 
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For  fear  of  blacke  beares  or  bulles  blake, 

Or  elles  blacke  devils  will  hem  take. 

Of  other  humours  could  I  tell  also, 

That  worken  many  a  man  in  sleep  full  woe: 

But  I  will  pass  as  lightly1  as  I  can. 

Lo  Cato,  which  that  was  so  wise  a  man, 

Said  he  not  thus  ?     ( Ne  do  no  force 2  of  dreams.  * w 

(<Now,  Sir,'*  quoth  she,  <(  when  ye  fly  from  the  beams, 
For  Godes  love,  as  take  some  laxative: 
Up3  peril  of  my  soul,  and  of  my  live, 
I  counsel  you  the  best,  I  will  not  lie, 
That  both  of  choler,  and  of  melancholy 
Ye  purge  you;  and  for  ye  shall  not  tarry, 
Though  in  this  town  is  none  apothecary, 
I  shall  myself  to  herbes  teach  en  you, 
That  shall  be  for  your  heal*  and  for  your  prow6; 
And  in  our  yard  tho6  herbes  shall  I  find, 
The  which  have  of  hir  property  by  kind7 
To  purgen  you  beneath,  and  eke  above. 
Forget  not  this  for  Godes  owen  love; 
Ye  be  full  choleric  of  complexion; 
Ware  the  sun  in  his  ascension 
Ne  find  you  not  replete  of  humours  hot: 
And  if  it  do,  I  dare  well  lay  a  groat, 
That  ye  shall  have  a  fever  tertian, 
Or  an  ague,  that  may  be  youre  bane. 
A  day  or  two  ye  shall  have  digestives 
Of  wormes,   ere  ye  take  your  laxatives, 
Of  lauriol,  centaury,  and  fumetere,8 
Or  else  of  hellebore,  that  groweth  there, 
Of  catapuce,9  or  of  gaitres-berries,10 
Of  herb  ivy  growing  in  our  yard,  that  merry  is: 
Pick  hem  up  right  as  they  grow,  and  eat  hem  in. 
Be  merry,  husband,  for  your  father  kin 
Dreadeth  no  dream;  I  can  say  you  no  more.** 

<(  Madame, w  quoth  he,  ^grand  mercy  of11  your  lore. 
But  natheless,  as  touching  Dan  Caton, 
That  hath  of  wisdom  such  a  great  renown, 
Though  that  he  bade  no  dreames  for  to  drede, 
By  God,  men  may  in  olde  bookes  read, 

1  Quickly.  *  Health.  7  Nature. 

2  Make  no  account.  6  Profit.  8  Fumitory* 
*  Upon.                                       « Those.  9  Spurge. 

10 Dogwood  berries.  "Much  obliged  for. 
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Of  many  a  man,  more  of  authority 
Than  ever  Cato  was,  so  mote  I  the,1 
That  all  the  reverse  say  of  this  sentence, 
And  have  well  founden  by  experience, 
That  dreames  be  significations 
As  well  of  joy,  as  of  tribulations, 
That  folk  enduren  in  this  life  present. 
There  needeth  make  of  this  none  argument; 
The  very  preve2  sheweth  it  indeed. 

<(  One  of  the  greatest  authors  that  men  read, 
Saith  thus,  that  whilom  two  fellowes  went 
On  pilgrimage  in  a  full  good  intent; 
And  happed  so,  they  came  into  a  town, 
Where-as  there  was  such  congregation 
Of  people,  and  eke  so  strait  of  herbergage,8 
That  they  ne  found  as  much  as  one  cottage, 
In  which  they  bothe  might  ylodged  be: 
Wherefore  they  musten  of  necessity, 
As  for  that  night,  departen4  company; 
And  each  of  hem  goeth  to  his  hostelry, 
And  took  his  lodging  as  it  woulde  fall. 
That  one  of  hem  was  lodged  in  a  stall, 
Far  in  a  yard,  with  oxen  of  the  plow; 
That  other  man  was  lodged  well  enow, 
As  was  his  aventure,  or  his  fortune, 
That  us  governeth  all,  as  in  commune. 
And  so  befell,  that,  long  ere  it  were  day, 
This  man  met5  in  his  bed,  there-as  he  lay, 
How  that  his  fellow  gan  upon  him  call, 
And  said,  (Alas!  for  in  an  oxes  stall 
This  night  I  shall  be  murdered,  there  I  lie. 
Now  help  me,  deare  brother,  or  I  die; 
In  alle  haste  come  to  me,*  he  said. 
This  man  out  of  his  sleep  for  fear  abraid6; 
But  when  that  he  was  wakened  of  his  sleep, 
He  turned  him,  and  took  of  this  no  keep7; 
Him  thought  his  dream  nas  but  a  vanity. 
Thus  twies  in  his  sleeping  dreamed  he. 
And  at  the  thirde  time  yet  his  fellaw 
Came,  as  him  thought,  and  said,   ( I  am  now  slawe.* 

1  Thrive.  6  Dreamed. 

2  Trial,  experience.  6  Awoke. 
s  Limited  in  accommodation.  7  Heed. 

*  Part  8  Slain. 
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Behold  my  bloody  woundes,  deep  and  wide. 

Arise  up  early,  in  the  morrow  tide, 

And  at  the  west  gate  of  the  town,*  quoth  he, 

(A  carte  full  of  dung  there  shalt  thou  see, 

In  which  my  body  is  hid  full  privily. 

Do  thilke  cart  arresten  boldely. 

My  gold  caused  my  murder,  sooth  to  sayn.* 

And  told  him  every  point  how  he  was  slain 

With  a  full  piteous  face,  pale  of  hue. 

And  trusteth  well,  his  dream  he  found  full  true; 

For  on  the  morrow,  as  soon  as  it  was  day, 

To  his  fellowes  inn  he  took  his  way: 

And  when  that  he  came  to  this  oxes  stall, 

After  his  fellow  he  began  to  call. 

The  hosteler  answered  him  anon, 

And  saide,   (Sir,  your  fellow  is  agone, 

As  soon  as  day  he  went  out  of  the  town.* 

(<  This  man  gan  fallen  in  suspicion 
Remembering  on  his  dreames  that  he  met,1 
And  forth  he  goeth,  no  lenger  would  he  let,2 
Unto  the  west  gate  of  the  town,   and  found 
A  dung  cart,   as  it  were  to  dunge  lond, 
That  was  arrayed  in  that  same  wise 
As  ye  have  heard  the  deade  man  devise: 
And  with  an  hardy  heart  he  gan  to  cry, 
<  Vengeance  and  justice  of  this  felony: 
My  fellow  murdered  is  this  same  night, 
And  in  this  cart  he  lieth,  gaping  upright.3 
I  cry  out  on  the  ministers, }  quoth  he, 
< That  shoulde  keep  and  rulen  this  city : 
Harow!  alas!  here  lieth  my  fellow  slain. } 
What  should  I  more  unto  this  tale  sayn  ? 
The  people  out  start,4  and  cast  the  cart  to  ground, 
And  in  the  middle  of  the  dung  they  found 
The  deade  man,  that  murdered  was  all  new. 
O  blissful  God!  that  art  so  just  and  true, 
Lo,  how  that  thou  bewrayest5  murder  alway. 
Murder  will  out,  that  see  we  day  by  day. 
Murder  is  so  wlatsom6  and  abominable 
To  God,  that  is  so  just  and  reasonable, 


1  Dreamed.  *  Started. 

2  Stay.  .  5  Revealest. 

3  Prone  on  his  back.  6  Loathsome. 
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That  he  ne  will  not  suffer  it  heled1  be, 
Though  it  abide  a  year,  or  two,  or  three; 
Murder  will  out,  this  is  my  conclusion. 

(<And  right  anon,  ministers  of  that  town 
Have  hent2  the  carter,   and  so  sore  him  pined,* 
And  eke  the  hosteler  so  sore  engined,4 
That  they  beknew5  hir  wickedness  anon, 
And  were  anhanged  by  the  necke  bone. 

<(  Here  may  men  see  that  dreames  be  to  dread. 
And  certes  in  the  same  book  I  read, 
Right  in  the  nexte  chapter  after  this, 
(I  gabbe6  not,  so  have  I  joy  and  bliss,) 
Two  men  that  would  have  passed  over  sea 
For  certain  cause  into  a  far  country, 
If  that  the  wind  ne  hadde  been  contrary, 
That  made  hem  in  a  city  for  to  tarry, 
That  stood  full  merry  upon  an  haven  side. 
But  on  a  day,  again7  the  even  tide, 
The  wind  gan  change,  and  blew  right  as  hem  lest.8 
Jolly  and  glad  they  went  unto  hir  rest, 
And  casten  hem  full  early  for  to  sail; 
But  to  that  one  man  fell  a  great  marvail. 
That  one  of  them  in  sleeping  as  he  lay, 
He  met9  a  wonder  dream,  again  the  day: 
Him  thought  a  man  stood  by  his  beddes  side, 
And  him  commanded  that  he  should  abide, 
And  said  him  thus :  < If  thou  to-morrow  wend, 
Thou  shalt  be  dreynt10;  my  tale  is  at  an  end.* 
He  woke,  and  told  his  fellow  what  he  met,9 
And  prayed  him  his  voyage  to  let11; 
As  for  that  day,  he  prayed  him  for  to  abide. 
His  fellow,  that  lay  by  his  beddes  side, 
Gan  for  to  laugh,  and  scorned  him  full  fast. 
<No  dream, }  quoth  he,   <may  so  my  heart  aghast, 
That  I  will  letten  for  to  do  my  things. 
I  sette  not  a  straw  by  thy  dreamings, 
For  swevens12  be  but  vanities  and  japes.18 
Men  dream  all  day  of  owl.es  or  of  apes, 

1  Hidden.  «Talk  idly. 

*  Seized.  7  Toward. 

s  Tortured.  8  Pleased. 

4  Racked.  9  Dreamed. 

5  Confessed.  10  Drowned. 

11  Stay.  u  Dreams.  » Tricks. 
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And  eke  of  many  a  mase1  therewithal; 
Men  dream  of  thing  that  never  was,  ne  shall. 
But  sith  I  see  that  thou  wilt  here  abide, 
And  thus  forslothen2  wilfully  thy  tide, 
God  wot  it  rueth3  me,  and  have  good  day.* 
And  thus  he  took  his  leave,  and  went  his  way. 
But  ere  that  he  had  half  his  course  ysailed, 
Nought  I  not4  why,  ne  what  mischance  it  ailed, 
But  casually  the  shippes  bottom  rent, 
And  ship  and  man  under  the  water  went 
In  sight  of  other  shippes  there  beside, 
That  with  hem  sailed  at  the  same  tide. 

(<  And  therefore,  faire  Partelote  so  dear, 
By  such  ensamples  old  yet  mayst  thou  lere,5 
That  no  man  shoulde  be  too  reckeless 
Of  dreames,  for  I  say  thee  doubteless, 
That  many  a  dream  full  sore  is  for  to  dread. 

(<  Lo,  in  the  life  of  Saint  Kenelm  I  read, 
That  was  Kenulphus  son,  the  noble  king 
Of  Mercenrike,6  how  Kenelm  met7  a  thing. 
A  little  ere  he  was  murdered,  on  a  day, 
His  murder  in  his  avision8  he  say.9 
His  norice10  him  expounded  every  del 
His  sweven,  and  bade  him  for  to  keep  him  well 
For11  treason;  but  he  nas  but  seven  year  old, 
And  therefore  little  tale  hath  he  told12 
Of  any  dream,  so  holy  was  his  heart. 
By  God,  I  hadde  liefer  than  my  shirt, 
That  ye  had  read  his  legend,  as  have  I. 

<(Dame  Partelote,   I  say  you  truely, 
Macrobius,  that  writ  the  avision13 
In  Afric  of  the  worthy  Scipion, 
Affirmeth  dreames,  and  saith  that  they  be 
Warning  of  thinges  that  men  after  see. 
And  furthermore,  I  pray  you  looketh  well 
In  the  Olde  Testament,  of  Daniel, 
If  he  held  dreames  any  vanity. 
Read  eke  of  Joseph,  and  there  shall  ye  see 

1Wild  fancy.  6Mercia. 

2  Lose  by  sloth.  7  Dreamed. 

8  Moves  my  pity.  8  Vision. 

4  Know  not.  'Saw. 

6  Learn.  10  Nurse. 

11  For  fear  of.  12  Account  hath  he  made.  1S  Vision. 
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Where1  dreames  be  sometime  (I  say  not  all) 
Warning  of  thinges  that  shall  after  fall. 
Look  of  Egypt  the  king,   Dan  Pharao, 
His  baker  and  his  buteler  also, 
Whether  they  ne  felten  none  effect  in  dreams. 
Whoso  will  seeken  acts  of  sundry  remes,2 
May  read  of  dreames  many  a  wonder  thing. 
Lo  Croesus,   which  that  was  of  Lydia  king, 
Met3  he  not  that  he  sat  upon  a  tree, 
Which  signified  he  should  anhanged  be? 

<(Lo  here,  Andromache,  Hectores  wife, 
That  day  that  Hector  shoulde  lese4  his  life, 
She  dreamed  on  the  same  night  beforn, 
How  that  the  life  of  Hector  should  be  lorn,6 
If  thilke  day  he  went  into  battail: 
She  warned  him,  but  it  might  not  avail; 
He  wente  for  to  fighten  natheless, 
And  he  was  slain  anon  of  Achilles. 
But  thilke  tale  is  all  too  long  to  tell, 
And  eke  it  is  nigh  day,  I  may  not  dwell. 

<(  Shortly  I  say,  as  for  conclusion, 
That  I  shall  have  of  this  avision 
Adversity:  and  I  say  furthermore, 
That  I  ne  tell6  of  laxatives  no  store, 
For  they  be  venomous,   I  wot  it  well: 
I  hem  defy,  I  love  hem  never  a  del. 

<(Now  let  us  speak  of  mirth,  and  stint  all  this; 
Madame  Partelote,  so  have  I  bliss, 
Of  one  thing  God  hath  sent  me  large  grace: 
For  when  I  see  the  beauty  of  your  face, 
Ye  be  so  scarlet  red  about  your  eyen, 
It  maketh  all  my  dreade  for  to  dien, 
For,  also 7  sicker 8  as  In  principle, 
Mulier  est  hominis  confusio,  — 
Madam,  the  sentence9  of  this  Latin  is, 
Woman  is  mannes  joy  and  all  his  bliss  — 
For  when  I  feel  a-night  your  softe  side, 

I  am  so  full  of  joy  and  of  solace, 

That  I  defye  bothe  sweven10  and  dream. }) 
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And  with  that  word  he  flew  down  from  the  beam, 
For  it  was  day,  and  eke  his  hennes  all; 
And  with  a  chuck  he  gan  hem  for  to  call, 
For  he  had  found  a  corn,  lay  in  the  yard. 
Royal  he  was,  he  was  no  more  afeard; 


He  looketh  as  it  were  a  grim  lion; 
And  on  his  toes  he  roameth  up  and  down, 
Him  deigned  not  to  set  his  feet  to  ground: 
He  chucketh,   when  he  hath  a  corn  yfound, 
And  to  him  rennen  then  his  wives  all. 
Thus  royal,  as  a  prince  is  in  his  hall, 
Leave  I  this  Chanticleer  in  his  pasture; 
And  after  will  I  tell  his  aventure. 

When  that  the  month  in  which  the  world  began, 
That  highte  March,   when  God  first  maked  man, 
Was  complete,  and  ypassed  were  also, 
Sithen1  March  began,  thirty  dayes  and  two, 
Befell  that  Chanticleer  in  all  his  pride, 
His  seven  wives  walking  by  his  side, 
Cast  up  his  eyen  to  the  brighte  sun, 
That  in  the  sign  of  Taurus  had  yrun 
Twenty  degrees  and  one,  and  somewhat  more: 
He  knew  by  kind,2  and  by  none  other  lore, 
That  it  was  prime,  and  crew  with  blissful  Steven,3 
K  The  sun,"  he  said,   (<  is  clomben  up  on  heaven 
Forty  degrees  and  one,   and  more  ywis.4 
Madame  Partelote,  my  worldes  bliss, 
Hearkeneth  these  blissful  birdes  how  they  sing, 
And  see  the  freshe  flowers  how  they  spring; 
Full  is  mine  heart  of  revel  and  solace. J> 

But  suddenly  him  fell  a  sorrowful  case; 
For  ever  the  latter  end  of  joy  is  woe: 
God  wot  that  worldly  joy  is  soon  ago; 
And  if  a  rethor5  coulde  fair  indite, 
He  in  a  chronique  safely  might  it  write, 
As  for  a  sovereign  notability. 

Now  every  wise  man,  let  him  hearken  me: 
This  story  is  also6  true,  I  undertake, 
As  is  the  book  of  Launcelot  de  Lake, 

1  Since.  *  Certainly. 

2  Instinct.  5  Rhetorician. 

3  Voice.  6As. 
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That  women  hold  in  full  great  reverence. 
Now  will  I  turn  again  to  my  sentence. 

A  col  fox,1  full  of  sly  iniquity, 
That  in  the  grove  had  woned2  yeares  three, 
By  high  imagination  forncast,3 
The  same  night  throughout  the  hedges  brast4 
Into  the  yard,  there  Chanticleer  the  fair 
Was  wont,  and  eke  his  wives,  to  repair: 
.And  in  a  bed  of  wortes5  still  he  lay, 
Till  it  was  passed  undern6  of  the  day, 
Waiting  his  time  on  Chanticleer  to  fall: 
As  gladly  do  these  homicides  all, 
That  in  awaite  lie  to  murder  men. 

O  false  murderer!  lurking  in  thy  den! 
O  newe  'Scariot,  newe  Genelon! 
False  dissimulour,   O  Greek  Sinon, 
That  broughtest  Troy  all  utterly  to  sorrow! 

0  Chanticleer!  accursed  be  that  morrow, 
That  thou  into  that  yard  flew  from  the  beams, 
Thou  were  full  well  ywarned  by  thy  dreams, 
That  thilke  day  was  perilous  to  thee. 

But  what  that  God  forewot7  mote  needes  be, 

After  the  opinion  of  certain  clerkes. 

Witness  on  him  that  any  perfect  clerk  is, 

That  in  school  is  great  altercation 

In  this  matter,  and  great  disputison, 

And  hath  been  of  an  hundred  thousand  men. 

But  I  ne  cannot  bolt8  it  to  the  bren,9 

As  can  the  holy  doctor  Augustin, 

Or  Boece,   or  the  bishop  Bradwardin, 

Whether  that  Godes  worthy  forewiting10 

Straineth  me  needly  for  to  do  a  thing,  — 

Needly  clepe  I  simple  necessity  — 

Or  elles  if  free  choice  be  granted  me 

To  do  that  same  thing,  or  do  it  nought, 

Though  God  forewot  it  ere  that  it  was  wrought; 

Or  if  his  witing11  straineth  never  a  del, 

But  by  necessity  conditional. 

1  will  not  have  to  do  of  such  mattere; 
My  tale  is  of  a  cock,  as  ye  may  hear, 

1  Crafty  fox.  4  Burst.  7  Foreknows. 

2  Dwelt.  5  Herbs.  8  Sift. 

3 Predestined.  ,  'Mid-day  meal  time.          9  Bran. 

10  Foreknowledge.  n  Knowledge. 
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That  took  his  counsel  of  his  wife  with  sorrow 
To  walken  in  the  yard  upon  that  morrow 
That  he  had  met1  the  dream,  that  I  of  told. 
Womenes  counsels  be  full  often  cold; 
Womanes  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woe, 
And  made  Adam  from  Paradise  to  go, 
There  as  he  was  full  merry,  and  well  at  ease. 
But  for  I  not,2  to  whom  it  might  displease, 
If  I  counsel  of  women  woulde  blame, 
Pass  over,  for  I  said  it  in  my  game. 
Read  authors,  where  they  treat  of  such  mattere, 
And  what  they  say  of  women  ye  may  hear. 
These  be  the  cockes  wordes,   and  not  mine; 
I  can  none  harm  of  no  woman  divine.3 

Fair  in  the  sand,  to  bathe  her  merrily, 
Lieth  Partelote,  and  all  her  sisters  by, 
Again  the  sun;  and  Chanticleer  so  free 
Sang  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  sea; 
For  Physiologus  saith  sikerly,4 
How  that  they  singen  well  and  merrily. 

And  so  befell  that  as  he  cast  his  eye 
Among  the  wortes  on  a  butterfly, 
He  was  ware  of  this  fox  that  lay  full  low. 
Nothing  ne  list  him  thenne  for  to  crow, 
But  cried  anon  <(  Cock !  cock ! »  and  up  he  start,6 
As  man  that  was  affrayed  in  his  heart. 
For  naturally  a  beast  desireth  flee 
From  his  contrary,  if  he  may  it  see, 
Though  he  ne'er  erst6  had  seen  it  with  his  eye. 

This  Chanticleer,   when  he  gan  him  espy, 
He  would,  have  fled,  but  that  the  fox  anon 
Said,   <(  Gentle  Sir,   alas !  why  will  ye  gon  ? 
Be  ye  afraid  of  me  that  am  your  friend  ? 
Now  certes,  I  were  worse  than  a  fiend, 
If  I  to  you  would  harm  or  villainy. 
I  am  not  come  your  counsel  for  to  espy, 
But  truely  the  cause  of  my  coming 
Was  only  for  to  hearken  how  that  ye  sing: 
For  truely  ye  have  as  merry  a  steven,7 
As  any  angel  hath  that  is  in  heaven; 

1  Dreamed.  *  Certainly. 

2  Know  not.  »  Started. 

3  Conjecture.  6  Before. 

»  Voice. 
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Therewith  ye  have  in  music  more  feeling, 

Than  had  Boece,  or  any  that  can  sing. 

My  lord  your  father!  God  his  soule  bless 

And  eke  your  mother  of  her  gentillesse, 

Have  in  mine  house  ybeen,  to  my  great  ease: 

And  certes,  sir,  full  fain  would  I  you  please. 

But  for  men  speak  of  singing,  I  will  say, 

So  mote  I  brooken1  well  my  eyen  tway, 

Save  you,  I  hearde  never  man  so  sing, 

As  did  your  father  in  the  morwening. 

Certes  it  was  of  heart  all  that  he  sung. 

And  for  to  make  his  voice  the  more  strong, 

He  would  so  pain  him,  that  with  both  his  eyen 

He  muste  wink,  so  loud  he  woulde  crien, 

And  standen  on  his  tipton  therewithal, 

And  stretchen  forth  his  necke  long  and  small. 

And  eke  he  was  of  such  discretion, 

That  there  nas  no  man  in  no  region, 

That  him  in  song  or  wisdom  mighte  pass. 

I  have  well  read  in  Dan  Burnel  the  ass 

Among  his  verse,  how  that  there  was  a  cock, 

For  that  a  priestes  son  gave  him  a  knock 

Upon  his  leg,  while  he  was  young  and  nice,3 

He  made  him  for  to  lese  his  benefice. 

But  certain  there  nis  no  comparison 

Betwix  the  wisdom  and  discretion 

Of  your  father,   and  of  his  subtilty. 

Now  singeth,  sir,  for  sainte  Charity, 

Let  see,  can  ye  your  father  counterfeit  ? » 

This  Chanticleer  his  winges  gan  to  beat, 
As  man  that  could  his  treason  not  espy, 
So  was  he  ravished  with  his  flattery. 
Alas!  ye  lordes,  many  a  false  flatour3 
Is  in  your  courts,  and  many  a  losengeour,8 
That  pleasen  you  well  more,  by  my  faith, 
Than  he  that  soothfastness 4  unto  you  saith. 
Readeth  Ecclesiast  of  flattery, 
Beware,  ye  lordes,  of  hir  treachery. 

This  Chanticleer  stood  high  upon  his  toes 
Stretching  his  neck,  and  held  his  eyen  close, 
And  gan  to  crowen  loude  for  the  nonce: 
And  Dan  Russel  the  fox  start  up  at  once, 

1  Enjoy.  3  Flatterer. 

2  Foolish.  *  Truth, 
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And  by  the  garget1  hente2  Chanticleer, 
And  on  his  back  toward  the  wood  him  bare. 
For  yet  ne  was  there  no  man  that  him  sued.* 

O  destiny,  that  mayst  not  be  eschewed! 
Alas,  that  Chanticleer  flew  from  the  beams! 
Alas,  his  wife  ne  raughte4  not  of  dreams! 
And  on  a  Friday  fell  all  this  mischance. 
O  Venus,  that  art  goddess  of  pleasance, 
Sin  that  thy  servant  was  this  Chanticleer, 
And  in  thy  service  did  all  his  power, 
More  for  delight,  than  world  to  multiply, 
Why  wouldst  thou  surfer  him  on  thy  day  to  die  ? 

O  Gaufrid,  deare  master  sovereign, 
That,  when  thy  worthy  king  Richard  was  slain 
With  shot,  complainedest  his  death  so  sore, 
Why  nad5  I  now  thy  sentence  and  thy  lore, 
The  Friday  for  to  chide,  as  diden  ye?  — 
For  on  a  Friday  soothly  slain  was  he,  — 
Then  would  I  shew  you  how  that  I  could  plain 
For  Chanticleeres  dread,  and  for  his  pain. 

Certes  such  cry,  ne  lamentation 
Was  ne'er  of  ladies  made,  when  Ilion 
Was  won,  and  Pyrrhus  with  his  streite6  swerd, 
When  he  had  hent  king  Priam  by  the  beard, 
And  slain  him,  as  saith  us  sEneidos, 
As  maden  all  the  hennes  in  the  close, 
When  they  had  seen  of  Chanticleer  the  sight. 
But  sovereignly  Dame  Partelote  shright,7 
Full  louder  than  did  Hasdrubales  wife, 
When  that  her  husband  hadde  lost  his  life, 
And  that  the  Romans  hadde  burnt  Carthage. 
She  was  so  full  of  torment  and  of  rage, 
That  willfully  into  the  fire  she  start, 
And  brent8  herselven  with  a  steadfast  heart. 

O  woful  hennes !  right  so  crieden  ye,  . 
As  when  that  Nero  brente8  the  city 
Of  Rome,  crieden  senatores  wives 
For  that  their  husbands  losten  all  hir  lives; 
Withouten  guilt  this  Nero  hath  hem  slain. 

Now  will  I  turne  to  my  tale  again; 
This  sely9  widow,  and  eke  her  daughters  two, 
Hearden  these  hennes  cry  and  maken  woe, 

Vroat.  a  Seized.  3  Followed.  *  Cared.  *  Had  not 

6  Drawn.  7  Shrieked.  8  Burnt.  9  Simple. 
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And  out  at  doores  starten  they  anou, 

And  saw  the  fox  toward  the  grove  gon, 

And  bare  upon  his  back  the  cock  away: 

They  crieden,  <(  Out !  harow  and  welawa ! 

Ha,  ha !  the  fox ! »  and  after  him  they  ran, 

And  eke  with  staves  many  another  man; 

Ran  Coll  our  dog,  and  Talbot,  and  Garland, 

And  Malkin  with -a  distaff  in  her  hand; 

Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  eke  the  very  hogges, 

So  were  they  feared  for  barking  of  the  dogges, 

And  shouting  of  the  men  and  women  eke, 

They  rannen  so,  hem  thought  hir  hearte  breke.1 

They  yelleden  as  fiendes  do  in  hell: 

The  duckes  crieden  as  men  would  hem  quell: 

The  geese  for  feare  flewen  o'er  the  trees, 

Out  of  the  hive  came  the  swarm  of  bees, 

So  hideous  was  the  noise,  a!  ben' cite! 

Certes  he  Jacke  Straw,  and  his  meyne,2 

Ne  maden  never  shoutes  half  so  shrill, 

When  that  they  woulden  any  Fleming  kill, 

As  thilke  day  was  made  upon  the  fox. 

Of  brass  they  broughten  beames3  and  of  box, 

Of  horn  and  bone,  in  which  they  blew  and  pooped,4 

And  therewithal  they  shrieked  and  they  hooped6; 

It  seemed  as  that  heaven  shoulde  fall. 

Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  you  hearkeneth  all; 
Lo,  how  Fortune  turneth  suddenly 
The  hope  and  pride  eke  of  her  enemy. 
This  cock  that  lay  upon  the  fox's  back, 
In  all  his  dread,  unto  the  fox  he  spake, 
And  saide,  (<  Sir,  if  that  I  were  as  ye, 
Yet  would  I  say,  as  wis6  God  helpe  me, 
c Turneth  again,  ye  proude  churles  all; 
A  very  pestilence  upon  you  fall! 
Now  am  I  come  unto  the  woodes  side, 
Maugre  your  head,  the  cock  shall  here  abide: 
I  will  him  eat  in  faith,  and  that  anon.** 

The  fox  answered,  <(In  faith,  it  shall  be  done:* 
And  as  he  spake  that  word,  all  suddenly 
This  cock  brake  from  his  mouth  deliverly,7 
And  high  upon  a  tree  he  flew  anon. 

1  Would  break.  3  Trumpets.  6  Whooped. 

8  Followers.  4  Trumpeted.  6  Surely. 

7  Actively. 
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And  when  the  fox  saw  that  he  was  ygone, 
"Alas!"  quoth  he,  «  O  Chanticleer,   alas! 
I  have  to  you,"  quoth  he,  <(ydone  trespass, 
Inasmuch  as  I  maked  you  afeard, 
When  I  you  hent,1  and  brought  out  of  the  yard; 
But,   sir,  I  did  it  of  no  wicke*  intent: 
Come  down,  and  I  shall  tell  you  what  I  meant. 
I  shall  say  sooth  to  you,   God  help  me  so." 

<(Nay  then,"  quoth  he,   (<I  shrew3  us  bothe  two. 
And  first  I  shrew  myself,  both  blood  and  bones, 
If  thou  beguile  me  any  ofter  than  ones. 
Thou  shalt  no  more  through  thy  flattery 
Do4  me  to  sing  and  winken  with  mine  eye. 
For  he  that  winketh  when  he  shoulde  see, 
All  willfully,   God  let  him  never  the5!" 

<(  Nay, "  quoth  the  fox,  a  but  God  give  him  mischance, 
That  is  so  indiscreet  of  governance, 
That  jangleth6  when  he  shoulde  hold  his  peace. }> 

Lo,  such  it  is  for  to  be  reckeless 
And  negligent,  and  trust  on  flattery. 
But  ye  that  holden  this  tale  a  folly, 
As  of  a  fox,  or  of  a  cock  and  hen, 
Take  the  morality  thereof,  good  men. 
For  Saint  Paul  saith,  That  all  that  written  is, 
To  our  doctrine  it  is  ywrit  ywis,7 
Taketh  the  fruit,  and  let  the  chaff  be  still. 

Now  goode  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  will, 
As  saith  my  lord,   so  make  us  all  good  men; 
And  bring  us  to  his  highe  bliss. — Amen. 

1  Seized.  4  Cause. 

2  Wicked.  5  Thrive. 

3  Curse.  6  Prateth. 

7  Certainly. 
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TRUTH 
BALLADE   OF   GOOD    COUNSEL 

FLEE  from  the  press,  and  dwell  with  soothf astness l; 
Suffice  thine  owen  thing,  though  it  be  small; 
For  hoard  hath  hate,  and  climbing  tickleness,2 
Press  hath  envy,   and  weal  blent8  overall4; 
Savour  no  more  than  thee  behove  shall; 
Rule  well  thyself,  that  other  folk  canst  rede5; 
And  truthe  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede.6 

Tempest  thee  not  all  crooked  to  redress, 
In  trust  of  her  that  turneth  as  a  ball: 

For  great  rest  stands  in  little  business; 
Beware  also  to  spurn  against  an  awl; 
Strive  not  as  doth  the  crock  e  with  the  wall; 

Daunte  thyself  that  dauntest  otheres  deed, 

And  truthe  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede.6 

That7  thee  is  sent  receive  in  buxomness,8 
The  wrestling  for  this  world  asketh  a  fall: 

Here  is  none  home,  here  nis9  but  wilderness: 

%Forth,  pilgrim,  forth!     Forth,  beast,  out  of  thy  stall; 
Know  thy  country,  look  up,  thank  God  of  all; 

Hold  the  high  way,  and  let  thy  ghost10  thee  lead, 

And  truthe  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede.6 

ENVOY 

Th  erf  ore,  thou  vache,11  leave  thine  old  wretchedness 
Unto  the  worlde;  leave  now  to  be  thrall; 

Cry  him  mercy,  that  of  his  high  goodness 
Made  thee  of  nought,  and  in  especial 
Draw  unto  him,  and  pray  in  general 

For  thee,  and  eke  for  other,  heavenly  meed, 

And  truthe  shall  deliver,  it  is  no  drede.6 

1  Truth.  6  Doubt. 

1  Unsteadiness,  unstability.  7  What. 

8  Blinds.  8  Submissiveness. 

4  Everywhere.  9  Is  not. 

6  Advise.  10  Spirit. 
"-Beast 
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ANTON  PAVLOV1TCH  CHEKHOV 

(1860-1904) 
BY  CHARLES  JOHNSTON 

VERHAPS  the  best  criticism  of   Chekhov  is  contained  construc- 
tively in  a  vivid  word-picture  by  Maxim  Gorky,  who  admired 
and   loved   the    elder    writer,    and   wrote  of   him   with   more 
gentleness  and  suavity  than  was  his  wont: 

((He  looked  at  me  side  wise,  and  smiled  his  gentle,  charming  smile,  which  always 
attracted  one  so  inexpressibly  to  him  and  awakened  an  especially  keen  attention  to 
his  words.  ...  A  shadow  of  heavy  melancholy  covered  his  fine  gray  eyes;  thin 
lines  of  wrinkles  surrounded  them,  deepening  his  glance.  Then  he  began  to  make 
fun  of  himself,  (You  see,  I  have  braided  you  a  whole  leading  article  from  one  of 
the  liberal  newspapers.  .  .  .  Come,  I'll  give  you  some  tea,  because  you  have 
been  so  patient!)  This  often  happened  to  him  —  to  speak  warmly,  sincerely,  and 
then  suddenly  to  laugh  at  himself  and  his  speech.  And  in  his  gentle,  melancholy 
laughter  was  felt  the  fine  scepticism  of  a  man  who  knew  the  worth  of  words,  the 
worth  of  thoughts;  and  also  into  his  laughter  slipped  a  charming,  sensitive  delicacy. 
Chekhov  took  my  arm,  coughed,  and  slowly  said,  (It  is  shameful  and  sad  but  true; 
there  are  many  people  who  envy  dogs!)  And  immediately  smiling,  he  said,  (To- 
day, I  find  nothing  but  decrepit  words;  it  means  that  I  am  getting  old!))) 

This  was  not  long  before  the  end,  when  Chekhov  had  sought  re- 
fuge in  the  warm  southern  sunshine  of  Kutchuk-Koi  from  the  malady 
which  finally  claimed  his  life.  But  much  of  it  is  true  of  Chekhov, 
from  the  beginning,  when  the  youthful  medical  student  first  began 
to  scribble  stories  for  the  papers.  There  was  always  the  same  won- 
derful sensitiveness  to  impressions,  the  same  breaking  of  melancholy 
into  a  charming  smile,  the  same  tenderness  for  humanity,  and  it  must 
be  added,  the  same  failure  of  the  deeper  insight,  the  same  malady  of 
the  will. 

There  is,  perhaps,  a  good  deal  in  common  between  Anton  Chek- 
hov, the  serf's  son  turned  writer,  and  Horace,  also  the  son  of  a  serf, 
who,  in  his  Odes  and  Satires,  with  their  irony,  their  humor,  their  deli- 
cate observation,  their  humane  sympathy,  give  us  a  living  commen- 
tary on  the  men  and  women,  the  daily  sights  and  doings,  of  Augustan 
Rome.  So  Chekhov,  moving  to  and  fro  among  the  multitudinous 
people  of  Imperial  Russia,  reflecting  their  changing  moods  —  mirth 
changing  into  sadness,  sadness  changing  int6  mirth; — with  that 
wonderful,  mobile  sensitiveness  of  his,  catching  the  finest  shades  of 
feeling,  the  most  delicate  differences  of  mood,  ((shows  the  very  age 
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and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and  pressure.))  To  read  Chekhov  is  to 
travel  through  the  length  and  breadth  of  Russia,  the  vastest  of  all 
white  nations;  to  travel  with  a  charming  and  winsome  companion,  who 
draws  your  attention  to  things  gay  and  grave,  mirthful  and  pathetic, 
with  delicate,  unfailing  sympathy  and  an  interest  in  the  appearances 
of  life  that  bubbles  up  like  a  perpetual  fountain. 

Gorky  has  given  his  own  reading  of  Chekhov's  message: 

While  reading  Anton  Chekhov's  stories  you  feel  yourself  in  a  melancholy  day 
of  late  autumn,  when  the  air  is  so  transparent,  and  in  it  are  sharply  silhouetted  the 
naked  trees,  crowded  houses,  grayish  people.  ...  It  is  all  so  strange,  lonely, 
motionless,  and  impotent.  The  deep  blue  distances  are  empty  and,  blending  with 
the  pale  sky,  breathe  with  painful  cold  upon  the  earth,  covered  with  frozen  mud.  .  .  . 
Chekhov's  mind,  like  the  autumn  sun,  with  cruel  lucidity  illumined  the  broken-up 
roads,  the  crooked  streets,  the  close,  dirty  houses,  in  which  little,  pitiful  folk  are 
smothered  in  boredom  and  torpor,  filling  their  houses  with  unintelligent,  drowsy 
activity.  Here  Dushenka  slips  about,  like  a  startled  gray  mouse,  a  charming  gentle- 
woman, who  can  love  with  such  servile  intensity.  Even  if  she  is  struck  on  the 
cheek,  she  will  not  dare  to  groan  aloud,  shy  slave  that  she  is.  ...  Beside  her 
sadly  stands  Olga,  of  the  ( Three  Sisters) ;  she  also  loves  deeply,  and  uncomplain- 
ingly submits  to  the  caprices  of  her  beloved  brother's  dissolute  and  base  wife ;  before 
her  eyes,  her  sisters'  lives  are  broken,  and  she  weeps  and  can  never  help  anyone, 
and  in  her  breast  there  is  not  one  living,  forceful  word  of  protest  against  all  this 
baseness.  .  .  .  There  is  the  tearful  Ranevskaya  and  the  other  former  owners 
of  the  (Cherry  Garden,)  egotistical  as  children,  flabby  as  old  men.  They  have 
missed  their  opportunity  to  die  in  time,  and  grieve,  seeing  nothing  about  them, 
understanding  nothing,  parasites,  lacking  the  strength  once  more  to  attach  them- 
selves to  life  like  leeches.  .  .  .  They  pass  before  my  eyes  like  a  countless  chain 
of  slaves  —  slaves,  men  and  women,  of  their  love,  their  folly,  their  laziness,  their 
greed  for  the  blessings  of  earth.  .  .  .  And  through  all  this  bored,  gray  crowd  of 
powerless  people  passed  a  great,  wise  man,  noting  everything;  he  looked  on  these 
tiresome  inhabitants  of  his  fatherland,  and  with  a  sad  smile,  in  a  tone  of  gentle  but 
deep  reproach,  with  hopeless  anguish  on  his  face  and  in  his  heart,  said  in  a  voice 
that  was  fine  and  sincere:  (Sirs,  you  are  living  basely!  It  is  shameful  to  live  like 
this!))) 

There  is  more,  perhaps,  of  Gorky  than  of  Chekhov  in  all  this,  but 
it  has  its  truth.  What  Gorky  does  not  sufficiently  bring  out  in  this 
criticism,  though  he  suggests  it  in  his  word-picture,  is  that  the  quality 
of  the  heart  in  Chekhov  has  ((attracted  inexpressibly  to  him))  all  Rus- 
sians' hearts.  Never  was  author  better  loved. 

Two  things  more.  While,  on  the  one  hand,  Chekhov  seems  to 
fail  of  the  deeper  insight  that  would  reveal  genuine  moral  and  spiri- 
tual growth  in  his  characters,  so  that  he  neither  finds  solutions,  as 
Dostoyevski  does,  nor  even  seeks  them,  with  Tolstoy;  on  the  other 
hand,  his  stories  are  full  of  the  gentlest,  most  sensitive  sympathy  with 
things  beautiful  and  charming,  with  children,  with  flowers  and  birds, 
with  the  living  face  of  nature.  And,  as  in  (The  Steppe,)  he  is  artist 
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enough  to  communicate  to  us  all  that  he  feels,  in  his  tender  and  sensi- 
tive heart,  of  that  living  charm. 

Several  of  Chekhov's  plays  have  been  tremendously  successful 
in  Russia.  Yet,  in  one  sense,  they  are  not  dramatic  at  all.  That  is, 
there  is  almost  no  genuine  action  in  them,  no  pressure  of  will  against 
will.  But  if  to  write  dramatically  means  that  the  speakers  should  by 
their  words  express  every  shade  of  their  characters,  then  it  may  be 
contended  that  Chekhov  is  dramatic.  The  truth  seems  to  be,  that 
the  plays  have  exactly  the  same  qualities  as  the  stories:  atmosphere, 
sensibility,  humor.  They  are  simply  ((Chekhov  stories))  put  on  the 
stage  and,  since  one  of  the  strongest  things  in  Chekhov's  stories  is  the 
conversation,  there  was  no  great  difficulty  in  turning  it  into  stage 
dialogue.  Yet  one  feels  that  they  quite  lack  the  drive  of  genuine 
plays;  that,  but  for  the  admirable  skill  of  Russian  actors,  and,  above 
all,  Russian  comedians,  they  would,  as  plays,  have  failed. 

Two  of  the  shortest,  (The  Proposal,)  and  (The  Bear,)  are,  prob- 
ably, the  best  and  are  exceedingly  funny;  (The  Anniversary,)  too, 
has  its  one  admirable  situation.  But,  in  all  three,  the  whole  secret 
lies  in  the  skillful  working-up  of  hysteria,  to  the  explosive  point,  and 
the  same  is  true  of  (The  Suburban.)  They  are  simply  ((Chekhov 
stories,))  turned  into  stage-pictures,  and  losing  rather  than  gaining  in 
the  process. 

It  is  harder  to  find  substance  in  the  long  plays,  like  (The  Cherry 
Orchard,)  and,  even  more,  (The  Seagull.)  Both  might  be  called 
keen,  ironical  studies  of  maladies  of  the  will,  of  the  kind  of  gradual 
moral  degeneration  that  a  good  many  Russians  have  taken  great  plea- 
sure in  describing.  But  one  feels  convinced  that,  if  they  had  been 
simply  written  as  stories,  they  would  have  been  finer,  more  natural, 
more  delicate  in  their  shading.  The  truth  seems  to  be,  that  Chekhov 
is  no  dramatist. 

Anton  Chekhov  was  born  on  January  lyth,  1860,  at  Taganrog  on  an 
arm  of  the  Sea  of  Azov,  in  Southern  Russia.  His  father,  Paul  Chek- 
hov, was  a  serf,  but  an  able  and  successful  man;  when,  in  1861,  Alex- 
ander II  liberated  the  serfs,  Paul  Chekhov  was  free  to  shape  the  destinies 
of  his  son,  who,  after  completing  his  preparatory  ^studies  at  Taganrog 
gymnasium,  went  to  Moscow  and  entered  the  medical  school  of  the 
University.  He  took  his  degree  in  1884,  but,  five  years  earlier,  when 
he  was  nineteen,  he  had  begun  to  write  fugitive  pieces  for  the  lighter 
weeklies  like  Strekoza  and  Budilnik;  succeeding  in  this,  he  began  to 
write  somewhat  longer  stories  for  the  great  metropolitan  dailies  like 
the  Petrograd  Gazette  and  Novoe  Vremya. 

When  Chekhov  was  twenty-six,  the  best  of  these  stories  were  col- 
lected and  published,  a  second  volume  coming  out  a  year  later,  in  1887. 
Then,  with  an  established  reputation,  he  began  to  write  for  the  more 
serious  Russian  magazines,  which  have  given  to  the  world  so  much 
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that  is  best  in  Russian  literature.  In  1890,  he  made  a  journey  to  Sak- 
halin Island,  on  the  east  Siberian  coast,  north  of  Japan;  and  five  years 
later  he  published  a  rather  gloomy  book  recording  his  experiences 
there. 

Chekhov  married  Mile.  Knipper,  an  actress  who  played  admirably 
the  women  in  his  dramas;  then,  threatened  with  consumption,  he 
transferred  his  home  to  Yalta,  in  the  Crimea,  where  he  died,  after  a 
literary  life  marked  by  early  and  unbroken  success.  As  a  more  for- 
mal recognition  of  his  achievement,  he  was  elected  an  Honorary  Mem- 
ber of  the  Pushkin  Academy  of  Sciences. 


ANTON    PAVLOVITCH    CHEKHOV  36000 

THE  TROUSSEAU 

Translated  from  the  Russian  by  Constance  Garnett.     Copyright  by  the  Macmillan 
Co.,  and  reprinted  by  their  permission. 

I  HAVE  seen  a  great  many  houses  in  my  time,  little  and  big,  new  and 
old,  built  of  stone  and  of  wood,  but  of  one  house  I  have  kept  a 
very  vivid  memory.  It  was,  properly  speaking,  rather  a  cottage 
than  a  house  —  a  tiny  cottage  of  one  story,  with  three  windows, 
looking  extraordinarily  like  a  little  old  hunchback  woman  with  a  cap 
on.  Its  white  stucco  walls,  its  tiled  roof,  and  dilapidated  chimney 
were  all  drowned  in  a  perfect  sea  of  green.  The  cottage  was  lost  to 
sight  among  the  mulberry  trees,  acacias,  and  poplars  planted  by  the 
grandfathers  and  great-grandfathers  of  its  present  occupants.  And 
yet  it  is  a  town  house.  Its  wide  courtyard  stands  in  a  row  with  other 
similar  green  courtyards,  and  forms  part  of  a  street.  Nothing  ever 
drives  down  that  street,  and  very  few  persons  are  ever  seen  walking 
through  it. 

The  shutters  of  the" little  house  are  always  closed;  its  occupants  do' 
not  care  for  sunlight  —  the  light  is  no  use  to  them.  The  windows  are 
never  opened,  for  they  are  not  fond  of  fresh  air.  People  who  spend 
their  lives  in  the  midsjt  of  acacias,  mulberries,  and  nettles  have  no 
passion  for  nature.  It  is  only  to  the  summer  visitor  that  God  has 
vouchsafed  an  eye  for  the  beauties  of  nature.  The  rest  of  mankind 
remain  steeped  in  profound  ignorance  of  the  existence  of  such  beauties. 
People  never  prize  what  they  have  always  had  in  abundance. 
((What  we  have,  we  do  not  treasure,))  and  what's  more  we  do  not 
even  love  it. 

The  little  house  stands  in  an  earthly  paradise  of  green  trees  with 
happy  birds  nesting  in  them.  But  inside  .  .  .  alas  .  .  .  !  In  summer, 
it  is  close  and  stifling  within;  in  winter,  hot  as  a  Turkish  bath,  not  one 
breath  of  air,  and  the  dreariness!  .  .  . 

The  first  time  I  visited  the  little  house  was  many  years  ago  on 
business.  I  brought  a  message  from  the  Colonel,  who  was  the  owner  of 
the  house,  to  his  wife  and  daughter.  That  first  visit  I  remember  very 
distinctly.  It  would  be  impossible,  indeed,  to  forget  it. 

Imagine  a  limp  little  woman  of  forty,  gazing  at  you  with  alarm  and 
astonishment  while  you  walk  from  the  passage  into  the  parlor.  You 
are  a  stranger,  a  visitor,  ((a  young  man» ;  that's  enough  to  reduce  her 
to  a  state  of  terror  and  bewilderment.  Though  you  have  no  dagger, 
axe,  or  revolver  in  your  hand,  and  though  you  smile  affably,  you  are 
met  with  alarm. 
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((Whom  have  I  the  honor  and  pleasure  of  addressing?))  the  little 
lady  asks  in  a  trembling  voice. 

I  introduced  myself  and  explained  why  I  had  come. 

The  alarm  and  amazement  were  at  once  succeeded  by  a  shrill, 
joyful  «Ach!»  and  she  turned  her  eyes  upwards  to  the  ceiling.  This 
«Ach!»  was  caught  up  like  an  echo  and  repeated  from  the  hall  to  the 
parlor,  from  the  parlor  to  the  kitchen,  and  so  on  down  to  the  cellar. 
Soon  the  whole  house  was  resounding  with  ((Ach!»  in  various  voices. 

Five  minutes  later  I  was  sitting  on  a  big,  soft,  warm  lounge  in  the 
drawing-room  listening  to  the  «Ach!»  echoing  all  down  the  street. 
There  was  a  smell  of  moth  powder,  and  of  goatskin  shoes,  a  pair  of 
which  lay  on  a  chair  beside  me  wrapped  in  a  handkerchief.  In  the 
windows  were  geraniums,  and  muslin  curtains,  and  on  the  curtains 
were  torpid  flies.  On  the  wall  hung  the  portrait  of  some  bishop, 
painted  in  oils,  with  the  glass  broken  at  one  corner,  and  next  to  the 
bishop  a  row  of  ancestors  with  lemon-colored  faces  of  a  gipsy  type. 
On  the  table  lay  a  thimble,  a  reel  of  cotton,  and  a  half-knitted  stocking, 
and  paper  patterns  and  a  black  blouse,  tacked  together,  were  lying 
on  the  floor.  In  the  next  room  two  alarmed  and  fluttered  old  women 
were  hurriedly  picking  up  similar  patterns  and  pieces  of  tailor's  chalk 
from  the  floor. 

((You  must,  please,  excuse  us;  we  are  dreadfully  untidy,))  said  the 
little  lady. 

While  she  talked  to  me,  she  stole  embarrassed  glances  towards  the 
other  room  where  the  patterns  were  still  being  picked  up.  The  door, 
too,  seemed  embarrassed,  opening  an  inch  or  two  and  then  shutting 
again. 

((What's  the  matter?))  said  the  little  lady,  addressing  the  door. 

«0u  est  mon  cravatte  lequel  mon  pere  m'avait  envoy£  de  Koursk?» 
asked  a  female  voice  at  the  door. 

((Ah,  est-ce  que,  Marie  .  .  .  que.  .  .  .  Really,  it's  impossible.  .  .  . 
Nous  avon  done  chez  nous  un  homme  peu  connu  de  nous.  Ask 
Lukerya.)) 

((How  well  we  speak  French,  though!))  I  read  in  the  eyes  of  the 
little  lady,  who  was  flushing  with  pleasure. 

Soon  afterwards  the  door  opened  and  I  saw  a  tall,  thin  girl  of 
nineteen,  in  a  long  muslin  dress  with  a  gilt  belt  from  which,  I  remember, 
hung  a  mother-of-pearl  fan.  She  came  in,  dropped  a  curtsy,  and 
flushed  crimson.  Her  long  nose,  which  was  slightly  pitted  with  small- 
pox, turned  red  first,  and  then  the  flush  passed  up  to  her  eyes  and  her 
forehead. 
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((My  daughter,))  chanted  the  little  lady,  ((and,  Manetchka,  this  is  a 
young  gentleman  who  has  come,))  etc. 

I  was  introduced,  and  expressed  my  surprise  at  the  number  of  paper 
patterns.  Mother  and  daughter  dropped  their  eyes. 

((We  had  a  fair  here  at  Ascension,))  said  the  mother;  ((we  always  buy 
materials  at  the  fair,  and  then  it  keeps  us  busy  with  sewing  till  the  next 
year's  fair  comes  around  again.  We  never  put  things  out  to  be  made. 
My  husband's  pay  is  not  very  ample,  and  we  are  not  able  to  permit 
ourselves  luxuries.  So  we  have  to  make  up  everything  ourselves.)) 

((But  who  will  ever  wear  such  a  number  of  things?  There  are  only 
two  of  you?)) 

((Oh  .  .  .  as  though  we  were  thinking  of  wearing  them !  They  are 
not  to  be  worn ;  they  are  for  the  trousseau !)) 

((Ah,  maman,  what  are  you  saying?))  said  the  daughter,  and  she 
crimsoned  again.  ((Our  visitor  might  suppose  it  was  true.  I  don't 
intend  to  be  married.  Never!)) 

She  said  this,  but  at  the  very  word  ((married))  her  eyes  glowed. 

Tea,  biscuits,  butter,  and  jam  were  brought  in,  followed  by  rasp- 
berries and  cream.  At  seven  o'clock  we  had  supper,  consisting  of  six 
courses,  and  while  we  were  at  supper  I  heard  a  loud  yawn  from  the 
next  room.  I  looked  with  surprise  towards  the  door;  it  was  a  yawn 
that  could  only  come  from  a  man. 

((That's  my  husband's  brother,  Yegor  Semyonitch,))  the  little  lady 
explained,  noticing  my  surprise.  ((He's  been  living  with  us  for  the  last 
year.  Please  excuse  him;  he  cannot  come  in  to  see  you.  He  is  such 
an  unsociable  person,  he  is  shy  with  strangers.  He  is  going  into  a 
monastery.  He  was  unfairly  treated  in  the  service,  and  the  dis- 
appointment has  preyed  on  his  mind.)) 

After  supper  the  little  lady  showed  the  vestment  which  Yegor 
Semyonitch  was  embroidering  with  his  own  hands  as  an  offering  for  the 
Church.  Manetchka  threw  off  her  shyness  for  a  moment,  and  showed 
me  the  tobacco-pouch  she  was  embroidering  for  her  father.  When  I 
pretended  to  be  greatly  struck  by  her  work,  she  flushed  crimson  and 
whispered  something  in  her  mother's  ear.  The  latter  beamed  all  over, 
and  invited  me  to  go  with  her  to  the  store-room.  There  I  was  shown 
five  large  trunks,  and  a  number  of  smaller  trunks  and  boxes. 

((This  is  her  trousseau,))  her  mother  whispered;  ((we  made  it  all 
ourselves.)) 

After  looking  at  these  forbidding  trunks  I  took  leave  of  my  hos- 
pitable hostess.  They  made  me  promise  to  come  and  see  them  again 
some  day. 
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It  happened  that  I  was  able  to  keep  this  promise.  Seven  years 
after  my  first  visit,  I  was  sent  down  to  the  little  town  to  give  expert 
evidence  in  a  case  that  was  being  tried  there. 

As  I  entered  the  little  house  I  heard  the  same  (( Ach !»  echo  through 
it.  They  recognized  me  at  once.  ..."  Well,  they  might!  My  first 
visit  had  been  an  event  in  their  lives,  and  when  events  are  few  they 
are  long  remembered. 

I  walked  into  the  drawing-room :  the  mother,  who  had  grown  stouter 
and  was  already  getting  gray,  was  creeping  about  on  the  floor,  cutting 
out  some  blue  material;  the  daughter  was  sitting  on  the  sofa, 
embroidering. 

There  was  the  same  smell  of  moth  powder;  there  were  the  same 
patterns,  the  same  portrait  with  the  broken  glass.  But  yet  there  was  a 
change.  Beside  the  portrait  of  the  bishop  hung  a  portrait  of  the 
Colonel  and  the  ladies  were  in  mourning.  The  Colonel's  death  had 
occurred  a  week  after  his  promotion  to  be  a  general. 

Reminiscences  began.  .  .  .     The  widow  shed  tears. 

«We  have  had  a  terrible  loss,))  she  said.  ((My  husband,  you  know, 
is  dead.  We  are  alone  in  the  world  now  and  have  no  one  but  ourselves 
to  look  to.  Yegor  Semyonitch  is  alive,  but  I  have  no  good  news  to  tell 
of  him.  They  would  not  have  him  in  the  monastery  on  account  of  — 
of  intoxicating  beverages.  And  now  in  his  disappointment  he  drinks 
more  than  ever.  I  am  thinking  of  going  to  the  Marshal  of  Nobility  to 
lodge  a  complaint.  Would  you  believe  it,  he  has  more  than  once 
broken  open  the  trunks  and  .  .  .  taken  Manetchka's  trousseau  and 
given  it  to  beggars.  He  has  taken  everything  out  of  two  of  the  trunks ! 
If  he  goes  on  like  this,  my  Manetchka  will  be  left  without  a  trousseau 
at  all.)) 

((What  are  you  saying,  maman?))  said  Manetchka,  embarrassed. 
((Our  visitor  might  suppose  .  .  .  there's  no  knowing  what  he  might 
suppose.  ...  I  shall  never  —  never  marry.)) 

Manetchka  cast  her  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling  with  a  look  of  hope  and 
aspiration,  evidently  not  for  a  moment  believing  what  she  said. 

A  little  bald-headed  masculine  figure  in  a  brown  coat  and  goloshes 
instead  of  boots  darted  like  a  mouse  across  the  passage  and  dis- 
appeared. ((Yegor  Semyonitch,  I  suppose,))  I  thought. 

I  looked  at  the  mother  and  daughter  together.  They  both  looked 
much  older  and  terribly  changed.  The  mother's  hair  was  silvered, 
but  the  daughter  was  so  faded  and  withered  that  her  mother  might 
have  been  taken  for  her  elder  sister,  not  more  than  five  years  her 
senior. 
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«I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to  the  Marshal,))  the  mother  said 
to  me,  forgetting  she  had  told  me  this  already.  «I  mean  to  make  a 
complaint.  Yegor  Semyonitch  lays  his  hands  on  everything  we  make, 
and  offers  it  up  for  the  sake  of  his  soul.  My  Manetchka  is  left  without 
a  trousseau.)) 

Manetchka  flushed  again,  but  this  time  she  said  nothing. 

((We  have  to  make  them  all  over  again.  And  God  knows  we  are 
not  so  well  off.  We  are  all  alone  in  the  world  now.)) 

((We  are  alone  in  the  world,))  repeated  Manetchka. 

A  year  ago  fate  brought  me  once  more  to  the  little  house. 

Walking  into  the  drawing-room,  I- saw  the  old  lady.  Dressed  all  in 
black  with  heavy  crape  pleureuses,  she  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  sewing. 
Beside  her  sat  the  little  old  man  in  the  brown  coat  and  the  goloshes 
instead  of  boots.  On  seeing  me,  he  jumped  up  and  ran  out  of  the  room. 

In  response  to  my  greeting,  the  old  lady  smiled  and  said: 

«Je  suis  charmee  de  vops  revoir,  monsieur.)) 

((What  are  you  making?))  I  asked,  a  little  later. 

((It's  a  blouse.  When  it's  finished  I  shall  take  it  to  the  priest's  to  be 
put  away,  or  else  Yegor  Semyonitch  would  carry  it  off.  I  store  every- 
thing at  the  priest's  now,))  she  added  in  a  whisper. 

And  looking  at  the  portrait  of  her  daughter  which  stood  before  her 
on  the  table,  she  sighed  and  said: 

((We  are  all  alone  in  the  world.)) 

And  where  was  the  daughter  ?  Where  was  Manetchka  ?  I  did  not 
ask.  I  did  not  dare  to  ask  the  old  mother  dressed  in  her  new  deep 
mourning.  And  while  I  was  in  the  room,  and  when  I  got  up  to  go,  no 
Manetchka  came  out  to  greet  me.  I  did  not  hear  her  voice,  nor  her 
soft,  timid  footstep.  .  .  . 

I  understood,  and  my  heart  was  heavy. 


THE  INCAPABLES 

From    (The    Cherry    Orchard,)    translated    by    George    Calderon.     Published    by 
Mitchell  Kennerley,  and  reprinted  by  his  permission. 

LOPAKHIN  —  Deriganof ,  the  millionaire,  wants  to  buy  your  prop- 
erty.    They  say  he'll  come  to  the  auction  himself. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  How  did  you  hear  ? 
Lopakhin  —  I  was  told  so  in  town. 

Gayef — Our  aunt  at  Yaroslav  has  promised  to  send  something; 
but  I  don't  know  when,  or  how  much. 
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Lopakhin  —  How  much  will  she  send  ?  Ten  thousand  pounds  ? 
Twenty  thousand  pounds? 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Oh,  come.  ...  A  thousand  or  fifteen 
hundred  at  the  most. 

Lopakhin  —  Excuse  me,  but  in  all  my  life  I  never  met  anybody  so 
frivolous  as  you  two,  so  crazy  and  unbusiness-like !  I  tell  you  in  plain 
Russian  your  property  is  going  to  be  sold,  and  you  don't  seem  to  under- 
stand what  I  say. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Well,  what  are  we  to  do?  Tell  us  what  you 
want  us  to  do. 

Lopakhin  —  Don't  I  tell  you  every  day?  Every  day  I  say  the 
same  thing  over  and  over  again.  You  must  lease  off  the  cherry  orchard 
and  the  rest  of  the  estate  for  villas;  you  must  do  it  at  once,  this  very 
moment ;  the  auction  will  be  on  you  in  two  twos !  Try  and  understand. 
Once  you  make  up  your  mind  there  are  to  be  villas,  you  can  get  all  the 
money  you  want,  and  you're  saved. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Villas  and  villa  residents,  oh,  please,  .  .  . 
it's  so  vulgar! 

Gayef  —  I  quite  agree  with  you. 

Lopakhin  —  I  shall  either  cry,  or  scream,  or  faint.  I  can't  stand 
it!  You'll  be  the  death  of  me.  [To  Gayef.]  You're  an  old  woman! 

Gayef—  Who's  that? 

Lopakhin  —  You're   an  old  woman!     [Going.] 

Madame  Ranevsky  [frightened]  —  No,  don't  go.  Stay  here,  there's 
a  dear !  Perhaps  we  shall  think  of  some  way. 

Lopakhin  —  What's  the  good  of  thinking! 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Please  don't  go;  I  want  you.  At  any  rate  it's 
gayer  when  you're  here.  [A  pause.]  I  keep  expecting  something  to 
happen,  as  if  the  house  were  going  to  tumble  down  about  our  ears. 

Gayef  [in  deep  abstraction]  —  Off  the  cushion  on  the  corner;  double 
into  the  middle  pocket.  .  .  . 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  We  have  been  very,  very  sinful ! 

Lopakhin  —  You !    What  sins  have  you  committed  ? 

Gayef  [eating  candy]  —  They  say  I've  devoured  all  my  substance 
in  sugar  candy.  [Laughing.] 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Oh,  the  sins  that  I  have  committed.  .  .  . 
I've  always  squandered  money  at  random  like  a  madwoman;  I  married 
a  man  who  made  nothing  but  debts.  My  husband  drank  himself  to 
death  on  champagne ;  he  was  a  fearful  drinker.  Then  for  my  sins  I  fell 
in  love  and  went  off  with  another  man ;  and  immediately  —  that  was 
my  first  punishment  —  a  blow  full  on  the  head  .  .  .  here,  in  this  very 
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river  .  .  .  my  little  boy  was  drowned;  and  I  went  abroad,  right,  right 
away,  never  to  come  back  any  more,  never  to  see  this  river  again  .  .  . 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  ran,  like  a  mad  thing,  and  he  came  after  me,  pitiless 
and  cruel.  I  bought  a  villa  at  Mentone,  because  he  fell  ill  there,  and 
for  three  years  I  knew  no  rest  day  or  night;  the  sick  man  tormented 
and  wore  down  my  soul.  Then,  last  year,  when  my  villa  was  sold  to 
pay  my  debts,  I  went  off  to  Paris,  and  he  came  and  robbed  me  of 
everything,  left  me  and  took  up  with  another  woman,  and  I  tried  to 
poison  myself.  ...  It  was  all  so  stupid,  so  humiliating.  .  .  .  Then 
suddenly  I  longed  to  be  back  in  Russia,  in  my  own  country,  with  my 
little  girl.  .  .  .  [Wiping  away  her  tears.]  Lord,  Lord,  be  merciful  to 
me;  forgive  my  sins !  Do  not  punish  me  any  more !  [Taking  a  telegram 
from  her  pocket.]  I  got  this  to-day  from  Paris.  .  .  .  He  asks  to  be 
forgiven,  begs  me  to  go  back.  .  .  .  [Tearing  up  the  telegram.]  Isn't 
that  music  that  I  hear?  [Listening.] 

Gayef  —  That's  our  famous  Jewish  band.  You  remember?  Four 
fiddles,  a  flute,  and  a  double  bass. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Does  it  still  exist  ?  We  must  make  them 
come  up  some  time;  we'll  have  a  dance. 

Lopakhin  [listening  —  I  don't  hear  anything.     [Singing  softly:] 

((The  Germans  for  a  fee  will  turn 
A  Russ  into  a  Frenchman.)) 

[Laughing]  I  saw  a  very  funny  piece  at  the  theatre  last  night; 
awfully  funny ! 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  It  probably  wasn't  a  bit  funny.  You  people 
oughtn't  to  go  and  see  plays;  you  ought  to  try  to  see  yourselves;  to 
see  what  a  dull  life  you  lead,  and  how  much  too  much  you  talk. 

Lopakhin  —  Quite  right.  To  tell  the  honest  truth,  our  life's  an 
imbecile  affair.  [A  pause]  My  papa  was  a  peasant,  an  idiot;  he 
understood  nothing;  he  taught  me  nothing;  all  he  did  was  to  beat  me, 
when  he  was  drunk,  with  a  walking-stick.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I'm 
just  as  big  a  blockhead  and  idiot  as  he  was.  I  never  did  any  lessons; 
my  handwriting's  abominable;  I  write  so  badly  I'm  ashamed  before 
people ;  like  a  pig. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  You  ought  to  get  married. 

Lopakhin  —  Yes,  that's  true. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Why  not  marry  Barbara?    She's  a  nice  girl. 

Lopakhin  —  Yes. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  She's  a  nice  straightforward  creature;  works 
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all  day;  and  what's  most  important,  she  loves  you.  You've  been  fond 
of  her  for  a  long  time. 

Lopakhin  —  Well,  why  not?  I'm  quite  willing.  She's  a  very  nice 
girl.  [A  pause.} 

Gayef  —  I've  been  offered  a  place  in  a  bank.  Six  hundred  pounds 
a  year.  Do  you  hear? 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  You  in  a  bank !    Stay  where  you  are. 

Enter  Firs,  carrying  an  overcoat. 

Firs  [to  Gayef]  —  Put  this  on,  please,  master;  it's  getting  damp. 

Gayef  [putting  on  the  coat]  —  What  a  plague  you  are,  Firs! 

Firs  —  What's  the  use.  .  .  .  You  went  off  and  never  told  me. 
[Examining  his  clothes.] 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  How  old  you've  got,  Firs! 

Firs  —  I  beg  your  pardon  ? 

Lopakhin  —  She  says  how  old  you've  got ! 

Firs  —  I've  been  alive  a  long  time.  When  they  found  me  a  wife, 
your  father  wasn't  even  born  yet.  [Laughing.]  And  when  the  Libera- 
tion came  I  was  already  chief  valet.  But  I  wouldn't  have  any  Libera- 
tion then;  I  stayed  with  the  master.  [A  pause.]  I  remember  how 
happy  everybody  was,  but  why  they  were  happy  they  didn't  know 
themselves. 

Lopakhin  —  It  was  fine  before  then.  Anyway  they  used  to  flog 
'em. 

Firs  [mishearing  him]  —  I  should  think  so!  The  peasants  minded 
the  masters,  and  the  masters  minded  the  peasants,  but  now  it's  all 
higgledy  piggledy ;  you  can't  make  head  or  tail  of  it. 

Gayef  —  Shut  up,  Firs.  I  must  go  into  town  again  to-morrow. 
I've  been  promised  an  introduction  to  a  general  who'll  lend  money  on 
a  bill. 

Lopakhin  —  You'll  do  no  good.  You  won't  even  pay  the  interest ; 
set  your  mind  at  ease  about  that. 

Madame  Ranevsky  [to  Lopakhin]  —  He's  only  talking  nonsense. 
There's  no  such  general  at  all. 

Enter  Trophimof,  Anya,  and  Barbara. 

Gayef  —  Here  come  the  others. 
Anya  —  Here's  mamma. 

Madame  Ranevsky  [tenderly]  —  Come  along,  come  along,  .  .  . 
my  little  ones.  .  .  .  [Embracing  Anya  and  Barbara.]  If  only  you 
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knew  how  much  I  love  you  both!  Sit  beside  me  .  .  .  there,  like  that. 
[Everyone  sits.] 

Lopakhin  —  The  Perpetual  Student's  always  among  the  girls. 

Trophimof  —  It's  no  affair  of  yours. 

Lopakhin  —  He's  nearly  fifty  and  still  a  student. 

Trophimof  —  Stop  your  idiotic  jokes! 

Lopakhin  [laughing]  —  I  should  like  to  know  what  your  opinion  is 
of  me? 

Trophimof  —  My  opinion  of  you,  Yermolai  Alexeyitch,  is  this. 
You're  a  rich  man ;  you'll  soon  be  a  millionaire.  Just  as  a  beast  of  prey 
which  devours  everything  that  comes  in  its  way  is  necessary  for  the 
conversion  of  matter,  so  you  are  necessary  too.  [All  laugh.] 

Barbara  —  Tell  us  something  about  the  planets,  Peter,  instead. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  No.  Let's  go  on  with  the  conversation  we 
were  having  yesterday. 

Trophimof  —  What  about? 

Gayef  —  About  the  proud  man. 

Trophimof  —  We  had  a  long  talk  yesterday,  but  we  didn't  come  to 
any  conclusion.  There  is  something  mystical  in  the  proud  man  in  the 
sense  in  which  you  use  the  words.  You  may  be  ri^ht  from  your  point 
of  view,  but,  if  we  look  at  it  simple  mindedly,  what  room  is  there  for 
pride  ?  Is  there  any  sense  in  it,  when  man  is  so  poorly  constructed  from 
the  physiological  point  of  view,  when  the  vast  majority  of  us  are  so 
gross  and  stupid  and  profoundly  unhappy  ?  We  must  give  up  admiring 
ourselves.  The  only  thing  to  do  is  to  work. 

Gaytf  —  We  shall  die  all  the  same. 

Trophimof  —  Who  knows?  And  what  does  it  mean,  to  die? 
Perhaps  man  has  a  hundred  senses,  and  when  he  dies  only  the  five 
senses  that  we  know  perish  with  him,  and  the  other  ninety-five  remain 
alive. 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  How  clever  you  are,  Peter. 

Lopakhin  [ironically]  —  Oh,  extraordinary! 

Trophimof  —  Mankind  marches  forward,  perfecting  its  strength. 
Everything  that  is  unattainable  for  us  now  will  one  day  be  near  and 
clear;  but  we  must  work;  we  must  help  with  all  our  force  those  who 
seek  for  truth.  At  present  only  a  few  men  work  in  Russia.  The  vast 
majority  of  the  educated  people  that  I  know  seek  after  nothing,  do 
nothing,  and  are  as  yet  incapable  of  work.  They  call  themselves 
((Intelligentsia,))  they  say  «thou»  and  «thee»  to  the  servants,  they  treat 
the  peasants  like  animals,  learn  nothing,  read  nothing  serious,  do 
absolutely  nothing,  only  talk  about  science,  and  understand  little  or 
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nothing  about  art.  They  are  all  serious;  they  all  have  solemn  faces; 
they  only  discuss  important  subjects;  they  philosophize;  but  mean- 
while the  vast  majority  of  us,  ninety-nine  per  cent.,  live  like  savages; 
at  the  least  thing  they  curse  and  punch  people's  heads;  they  eat  like 
beasts  and  sleep  in  dirt  and  bad  air;  there  are  bugs  everywhere,  evil 
smells,  damp  and  moral  degradation.  .  .  .  It's  plain  that  all  our 
clever  conversations  are  only  meant  to  distract  our  own  attention  and 
other  people's.  Show  me  where  those  creches  are,  that  they're  always 
talking  so  much  about;  or  those  reading-rooms.  They  are  only  things 
people  write  about  in  novels;  they  don't  really  exist  at  all.  Nothing 
exists  but  dirt,  vulgarity,  and  Asiatic  ways.  I  am  afraid  of  solemn 
faces;  I  dislike  them;  I  am  afraid  of  solemn  conversations.  Let  us 
rather  hold  our  tongues. 

Lopakhin  - —  Do  you  know,  I  get  up  at  five  every  morning;  I  work 
from  morning  till  night;  I  am  always  handling  my  own  money  or  other 
people's,  and  I  see  the  sort  of  men  there  are  about  me.  One  only  has 
to  begin  to  do  anything  to  see  how  few  honest  and  decent  people  there 
are.  Sometimes,  as  I  lie  awake  in  bed,  I  think:  «O  Lord,  you  have 
given  us  mighty  forests,  boundless  fields,  and  immeasurable  horizons, 
and,  we  living  in  their  midst,  ought  really  to  be  giants.)) 

Madame  Ranevsky  —  Oh  dear,  you  want  giants !  They  are  all  very 
well  in  fairy  stories;  but  in  real  life  they  are  rather  alarming.  [Ephi- 
khodof passes  at  the  back  of  the  scene,  playing  on  his  guitar.]  [Pensively.] 
There  goes  Ephikhodof . 

Any  a  [pensively]  —  There  goes  Ephikhodof. 

Gayef  —  The  sun  has  set. 

Trophimof  —  Yes. 

Gayef  [as  if  declaiming,  but  not  loud]  —  0  Nature,  wonderful  Nature 
you  glow  with  eternal  light;  beautiful  and  indifferent,  you  whom  we 
call  our  mother,  uniting  in  yourself  both  life  and  death,  you  animate 
and  you  destroy.  .... 

Barbara  [entreatingly]  —  Uncle ! 

Anya  —  You're  at  it  again,  uncle! 

Trophimof  —  You'd  far  better  double  the  red  into  the  middle 
pocket. 

Gayef —  I'll  hold  my  tongue!    I'll  hold  my  tongue! 


ANDRE   CHENIER 

(1762-1794) 

BY  KATHARINE  HILLARD 

(HERE  are  some  reputations  which  seem  to  depend  upon  theii 
environment.  Certain  names  are  surrounded  by  a  halo  pf 
romance,  through  which  all  outlines  are  enlarged  and 
heightened  in  effect  until  it  becomes  difficult  to  discern  their  true 
proportions  through  the  golden  mist.  When  we  think  of  Andre 
Chenier  we  see  a  youthful  figure  among  a  crowd  of  fellow-prisoners, 
the  light  of  genius  in  his  eyes,  the  dark  shadow  of  impending  death 
already  enveloping  him  and  climbing  slowly  upwards,  as  the  mist  of 
the  Highland  second-sight  rises  higher  as 
death  draws  near.  The  pathetic  character 
of  his  fate  touches  the  heart,  and  disposes 
us  to  judge  the  poems  he  wrote  with  that 
bias  of  personal  interest  which  is  so  apt  to 
warp  the  verdict  of  the  critical  mind.  Had 
Andre  Chenier  died  comfortably  in  his  bed 
at  a  good  old  age,  would  Sainte-Beuve 
have  been  so  apt  to  call  him  <(our  greatest 
classic  poet  since  Racine  and  Boileau w  ? 
unless  indeed  he  had  vainly  racked  his 
memory  to  think  of  any  other. 

Andre-Marie  de  Chenier  —  as  he  was 
called  until  1790  swept  away  all  ornamental 
particles  —  was  born  amid  picturesque  sur- 
roundings at  Constantinople,  October  3oth,  1762,  where  his  father 
then  held  the  office  of  Consul-General.  He  had  married  a  young 
Greek  girl,  a  Mademoiselle  Santi-l'Homaka,  whose  family  came 
originally  from  the  island  of  Cyprus.  A  Languedocian  father,  a 
Cyprian  mother,  an  Oriental  birthplace, —  it  was  no  wonder  that  the 
passionate  fire  of  his  blood  flamed  somewhat  too  hotly  through  his 
verse.  Andre  was  the  third  of  four  sons,  and  four  daughters  were 
also  born  to  M.  de  Chenier.  In  1765,  when  he  was  but  three  years 
old,  his  father  returned  to  France;  but  two  years  afterwards  left  his 
native  country  again  to  fill  a  diplomatic  position  in  Morocco,  while 
his  wife  remained  in  Paris  with  their  children. 

Andre    seems   to   have    always  looked  back  with   pleasure   to  his 
Eastern  birthplace,  and  long  cherished  the  hope  of  revisiting  it,  but 
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he  never  got  rarther  on  the  way  than  Italy.  Madame  de  Chenier, 
who  was  a  refined  and  cultivated  woman  with  much  taste  for  art 
and  literature,  gave  him  his  first  lessons;  but  he  was  soon  sent 
with  his  brothers  to  the  College  of  Navarre.  There  he  made  many 
friendships  that  lasted  to  the  end  of  his  short  life,  and  his  school- 
fellows, some  of  whom  belonged  to  noble  and  wealthy  families,  often 
took  him  to  spend  his  holidays  at  their  country-houses. 

At  the  age  of  sixteen  he  carried  off  a  first  prize  in  rhetoric;  and 
from  that  time  began  his  apprenticeship  to  the  trade  of  the  Muses, 
as  Ronsard  would  say,  by  writing  translations  of  Greek  and  Latin 
verse.  He  does  not  seem  to  have  been  particularly  precocious  as  a 
poet,  and  his  imitations  of  Sappho  were  even  then  considered  rather 
feeble.  His  mother's  salon  was  thronged  with  artists,  poets,  writers. 
and  men  of  the  world,  among  whom  Andre  might  have  found  many 
indulgent  listeners,  were  it  not  that  his  reserve  and  fastidious  taste 
made  him  rather  chary  of  exhibiting  his  youthful  efforts.  His  mind 
was  already  full  of  ambitious  projects  for  future  epics,  and  his 
leisure  was  spent  very  much  as  his  classic  models  had  spent  theirs, 
in  light  and  facile  pleasures  and  loves. 

M.  de  Chenier,  who  watched  over  his  family  from  afar,  was  ambi- 
tious for  the  future  of  his  sons;  Constantine,  the  eldest,  -was  already 
in  the  diplomatic  service;  the  other  three  were  destined  for  the 
army.  Andre  joined  his  regiment  when  he  was  twenty,  and  went  to 
Strasbourg  to  learn  his  new  duties;  but  the  life  of  a  soldier  was  not 
congenial  to  him,  and  although  he  made  one  or  two  dear  friends  in 
the  garrison,  the  six  months  that  he  spent  there  seemed  intermina- 
ble, and  he  returned  to  Paris  to  resume  his  life  of  elegant  dissipation 
among  his  rich  and  titled  acquaintances.  But  his  health  began  to 
give  way,  and  the  hope  of  relief  from  a  change  of  climate  induced 
him  to  join  his  old  friends,  the  brothers  Louis  and  Charles  Trudaine, 
in  a  journey  they  projected  through  Switzerland  and  Italy  to  Con- 
stantinople. The  three  friends  started  together  in  the  summer  of 
1784,  passed  through  Switzerland,  and  spent  the  autumn  and  winter 
in  Italy;  but  although  they  remained  away  a  year,  they  never  got 
any  further.  , 

This  journey  and  its  experiences  did  much  to  educate  and  enrich 
the  mind  of  Andre,  and  he  continued  to  devote  much  time  to  study 
and  poetic  composition  to  the  elaboration  of  vast  schemes  for  dramas 
and  epics,  and  to  the  imitation  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets  he 
loved  and  copied  so  well.  He  wished  to  enlarge  the  province  of  the 
idyl,  and  to  give  to  it  more  variety  than  even  Theocritus  had  suc- 
ceeded in  doing;  to  make  it  more  dramatic,  less  ruistc,  and  in  short, 
if  we  may  judge  from  the  assertions  of  his  countrymen,  a  more  per- 
fect picture  of  that  elegant  and  aristocratic  world  in  which  he  moved, 
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The  idyls  of  Andre  Chenier  are  to  poetry  very  much  what  the  pic 
tures  of  Watteau  and  Boucher  are  to  painting.  The  variety  he 
wished -so  much  to  impart  to  them  is  after  all  confined  to  the  group- 
ing of  the  figures,  and  their  greatest  beauty  is  the  classic  elegance 
of  their  style;  as  one  of  his  French  biographers  says,  (<The  style  of 
these  poems  makes  up  for  what  the  sentiment  lacks  of  ideality,  and 
lends  a  sort  of  purity  to  details  which  from  any  other  pen  would 
have  run  great  risk  of  coarseness. }>  Sainte-Beuve  speaks  of  (<his 
boxwood  flute,  his  ivory  lute";  but  all  this  beauty  of  diction,  this 
smoothness  and  grace  of  verse,  can  hardly  blind  the  unprejudiced 
critic  to  the  fact  that  <(a  sort  of  purity )}  will  hardly  make  up  for  his 
too  frequent  choice  of  subjects  that  appeal  only  to  the  grossest  tastes. 
His  highest  ideals,  like  those  of  most  poets,  were  never  reached. 
He  had  lofty  visions  of  writing  a  poem  called  < Hermes,  >  which 
should  be  an  exposition  of  natural  and  social  laws,  principles,  and 
progress;  a  system  of  philosophy  in  heroic  couplets,  beginning  with 
the  birth  of  humanity  and  its  first  questioning  of  natural  phenomena, 
its  first  efforts  to  solve  the  problems  of  the  universe,  and  coming 
down  to  the  latest  discoveries  of  physical  and  political  science.  He 
never  succeeded  in  completing  the  preliminary  studies  necessary  to 
the  carrying  out  of  this  vast  conception,  and  the  ( Hermes  >  remains 
a  mass  of  incoherent  fragments. 

Andre  de  Chenier  had  not  the  robust  common-sense  that  underlay 
all  the  poetic  eccentricities  of  the  poet  whom  in  many  ways  he  so 
much  resembled, — Alfred  de  Musset.  The  latter  knew  and  recog- 
nized his  limitations.  <(My  glass  is  not  large,  but  I  drink  from  my 
own  glass, "  he  said,  and  what  he  did  attempt  was  well  within  his 
possibilities  and  was  exquisitely  done.  Not  so  with  Chenier.  With 
a  genius  like  that  of  De  Musset,  pre-eminently  lyrical,  but  with  infi- 
nitely less  variety  and  richness,  he  laboriously  accumulated  vast  piles 
of  materials  for  dramas  and  for  epics  that  if  ever  completed  must 
have  but  added  another  page  to  the  list  of  literary  soporifics.  He 
made  a  colossal  sketch  of  another  poem,  to  be  called  ( America,* — a 
sort  of  geographical  and  historical  encyclopedia,  M.  Joubert  calls  it, 
whose  enormous  mass  of  detail  could  scarcely  be  floated  by  any  one 
current  of  interest,  but  whose  principal  motive  seemed  meant  to  be 
the  conquest  of  Peru. 

In  the  midst  of  these  enterprises  he  suddenly  conceived  what  one 
of  his  biographers  calls  <(  the  amiable  intention })  of  writing  a  poem  on 
the  story  of  ( Susannah  and  the  Elders,'  but  only  completed  a  prose 
sketch  with  two  or  three  short  passages  in  verse.  He  also  began  one 
or  two  tragedies  which  were  to  be  after  ^schylus,  a  comedy  called 
'The  Charlatans,*  poems  on  the  literary  life,  and  many  other  sub- 
jects; and  at  the  same  time  he  was  keeping  up  his  relations  with 
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many  of  his  distinguished  contemporaries;  —  the  Polish  poet  Niemce- 
wicz;  Mrs.  Cosway,  the  charming  young  wife  of  the  well-known 
English  painter,  and  an  artist  herself;  the  Italian  poet  Alfieri;  and 
the  Countess  of  Albany. 

In  1787  his  father,  who  had  returned  to  Paris,  was  anxious  that 
Andre  should  begin  his  diplomatic  career;  and  he  was  appointed 
attache  to  M.  de  la  Luzerne,  just  sent  as  ambassador  to  England. 
The  poet  went  to  London  in  December, —  a  most  unpropitious  season, — 
and  naturally  nothing  pleased  him  there;  he  found  the  climate 
detestable,  the  manners  of  the  English  rude  and  cold,  their  literature 
of  a  barbaric  richness,  and  in  fact  he  approved  of  nothing  in  England 
but  its  Constitution,  which  he  thought  not  only  good  but  worthy  of 
imitation. 

He  had  been  in  London  about  sixteen  months  when  the  first 
rumors  of  the  French  Revolution  reached  him  and  turned  all  his 
thoughts  towards  the  great  •  political  questions  of  the  moment.  The 
project  of  a  rule  of  liberty  and  justice  for  France  appealed  to  the 
noblest  side  of  his  nature;  and  while  passionately  opposed  to  all 
excess  and  violence,  he  was  eager  to  assist  any  movement  that 
promised  to  help  the  people. 

With  his  friends  the  brothers  Trudaine,  he  joined  the  Society  of 
'89,  when  it  was  a  centre  for  varying  shades  of  opinion,  reconciled 
by  a  common  love  of  liberty  and  hatred  of  anarchy.  He  returned 
to  Paris  definitely  in  the  summer  of  1790,  and  wrote  independent 
and  impassioned  articles  in  the  Journal  of  the  Society  of  1789,  warn- 
ing the  people  against  their  real  enemies,  the  fomenters  of  anarchy, 
while  he  expressed  much  the  same  ideas  in  one  of  the  most  cele- 
brated of  his  poems,  the  ode  to  David's  picture  called  <Le  Jeu  de 
Paume,*  representing  the  deputies  taking  their  famous  oath  in  the 
Hall  of  the  Jeu  de  Paume  at  Versailles.  Lacretelle,  in  his  reminis- 
cences published  half  a  century  later,  spoke  of  Andre  Chenier  as  a  fel- 
low-member of  the  club  called  Friends  of  the  Constitution,  as  a  man 
of  great  talent  and  great  force  of  character :  — <(  The  most  decided 
and  the  most  eloquently  expressed  opinions  always  came  from  him. 
His  strongly  marked  features,  his  athletic  though  not  lofty  stature, 
his  dark  complexion,  his  glowing  eyes,  enforced  and  illuminated  his 
words.  Demosthenes  as  well  as  Pindar  had  been  the  object  of  his 
study. » 

But  moderate  opinions  and  a  horror  of  the  excesses  of  the  Revolu- 
tion were  very  unsafe  things  to  hold.  Although  Andre  took  refuge 
in  1793  in  a  quiet  little  house  at  Versailles,  he  could  not  stay  there 
altogether,  but  made  frequent  visits  to  Paris;  and  an  unfortunate 
chance  caused  his  arrest  at  the  house  of  M.  Pastoret  at  Passy,  where 
he  was  accused  of  having  gone  to  warn  his  friend  of  his  own  danger. 
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Cbenier  was  first  taken  to  the  prison  of  the  Luxembourg,  which  was 
too  full  to  receive  him,  and  then  to  St.  Lazare,  where  he  was  regis- 
tered on  the  8th  of  March,  1794. 

Apart  from  the  suspicion  which  caused  his  arrest,  he  could  hardly 
have  escaped  much  longer;  his  fellow  editor  of  the  Journal  de  Paris 
had  already  been  in  St.  Lazare  for  several  months,  and  his  friends 
the  Trudaines  joined  him  there  before  long.  M.  de  Chenier  exerted 
all  his  influence  to  procure  his  son's  liberation,  but  was  put  off  with 
promises  and  polite  evasions;  and  not  long  after,  his  second  son, 
Sauveur,  was  imprisoned  in  the  Conciergerie. 

By  this  time  there  were  nearly  eight  thousand  persons  in  the 
prisons  of  Paris;  about  eight  hundred  in  St.  Lazare,  where  Chenier 
found  many  of  his  friends,  and  among  the  ladies  there  the  beautiful 
and  charming  young  Duchess  of  Fleury.  It  was  she  who  inspired  the 
poet  with  the -idea  of  his  poem  called  (  The  Young  Captive,'  perhaps 
the  most  beautiful,  as  it  is  the  most  touching,  of  all  his  poems. 

Shortly  before  Chenier  was  arrested  he  had  formed  a  close 
friendship  with  Madame  Pourrat  of  Luciennes  and  her  two  daughters, 
the  Countess  Hocquart  and  Madame  Laurent  Lecoulteux.  To  the 
latter,  under  the  name  of  Fanny,  he  addressed  many  charming 
verses;  one  ode  in  particular,  that  seems  to  have  been  intended  to 
accompany  the  gift  of  a  necklace,  is  almost  worthy  of  Ronsard, 
although  like  tnany  of  Chenier's  poems  it  was  never  finished. 

His  last  poems  were  written  in  a  very  fine  hand  on  some  narrow 
strips  of  paper  that  had  escaped  the  vigilance  of  his  jailers,  and  were 
smuggled  out  of  prison  with  the  linen  that  went  to  the  wash. 

On  the  flimsy  pretext  of  a  conspiracy  among  the  prisoners,  Andre 
Chenier,  then  only  thirty-one,  was  condemned  with  twenty-five  others 
as  <(an  enemy  of  the  people,  and  for  having  shared  in  all  the  crimes 
perpetrated  by  the  tyrant,  his  wife,  and  his  family ;  of  writing  against 
liberty  and  in  favor  of  tyranny;  of  corresponding  with  enemies  of 
the  republic  abroad  and  at  home;  and  finally  of  conspiring,  in  the 
prison  of  St.  Lazare,  to  murder  the  members  of  the  committees  of 
general  safety,  etc.,  and  to  re-establish  royalty  in  France. J) 

The  twenty-five  victims  went  through  the  mockery  of  their  trial 
in  the  morning  of  the  2$th  of  July,  1794,  and  at  six  the  same  even- 
ing were  executed  at  the  Barriere  de  Vincennes.  Three  days  after- 
ward, Robespierre  and  many  of  his  accomplices  perished  upon  the 
scaffold,  and  the  Reign  of  Terror  was  at  an  end. 

Very  little  of  Andre  Chenier's  poetry  was  left  in  a  state  fit  for 
publication ;  he  began  so  many  vast  enterprises  of  which  he  left  but 
the  merest  fragments,  and  he  wrote  so  much  that  his  literary  execu- 
tors feared  would  shock  the  public  taste.  His  brother  published 
<  The  Young  Captive  >  and  one  or  two  other  poems  some  seven  years 
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after  his  death,  which  were  quoted  by  Chateaubriand  in  1802  and 
warmly  admired  by  him.  The  first  complete  edition  of  his  poems 
did  not  appear  till  1819,  a  year  before  Lamartine's  'Meditations* 
came  out,  and  three  years  before  Victor  Hugo's  first  collection  was 
printed.  He  was  not  considered  a  great  poet  by  his  first  readers,  and 
he  would  be  almost  a  forgotten  one  now,  were  it  not  for  the  romance 
of  his  short  life  and  his  early  death.  He  was  the  precursor  of  Byron 
and  De  Musset,  having  the  ardent  love  of  liberty  of  the  former  and 
the  sensuous  grace  of  the  latter;  but  he  lacked  the  strength  for  a 
sustained  flight,  and  he  did  not  know  the  measure  of  his  powers.  He 
had  saturated  himself  too  completely  with  the  honey  of  Greek  verse, 
and  was  prisoned  in  its  cloying  sweetness.  When  he  would  soar  into 
the  empyrean,  his  wings  were  clogged,  and  he  soon  fell  back  again 
among  the  flowers.  But  he  will  always  be  a  notable  figure  in  French 
literature,  'although  we  may  not  consider  him,  with  his  French  ad- 
mirers, as  one  of  the  masters  among  the  poets  of  our  own  time.' 


THE  YOUNG   CAPTIVE 

TT^HE  corn  in  peace  fills  out  its  golden  ear; 

Through  the  long  summer  days,  the  flowers  without 

fear 

Drink  in  the  strength  of  noon. 

And  I,  a  flower  like  them,  as  young,  as  fair,   as  pure, 
Though  at  the  present  hour  some  trouble  I  endure, 
I  would  not  die  so  soon ! 

<(No,  let  the  stoic  heart  call  upon  Death  as  kind! 
For  me,  I  weep  and  hope;  before  the  bitter  wind 

I  bend  like  some  lithe  palm. 

If  there  be  long,  sad  days,  others  are  bright  and  fleet; 
Alas!   what  honeyed  draught  holds  nothing  but  the  sweet? 

What  sea  is  ever  calm  ? 

<(And  still  within  my  breast  nestles  illusion  bright; 
In  vain  these  prison  walls  shut  out  the  noonday  light; 

Fair  Hope  has  lent  me  wings. 
So  from  the  fowler's  net,  again  set  free  to  fly, 
More  swift,  more  joyous,  through  the  summer  sky, 

Philomel  soars  and  sings. 
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c<Is  it  my  lot  to  die?     In  peace  I  lay  me  down, 

In  peace  awake  again,  a  peace  nor  care  doth  drown, 

Nor  fell  remorse  destroy. 

My  welcome  shines  from  every  morning  face, 
And  to  these  downcast  souls  my  presence  in  this  place 

Almost  restores  their  joy. 

(<  The  voyage  of  life  is  but  begun  for  me, 
And  of  the  landmarks  I  must  pass,  I  see 

So  few  behind  me  stand. 
At  life's  long  banquet,  now  before  me  set, 
My  lips  have  hardly  touched  the  cup  as  yet 

Still  brimming  in  my  hand. 

«I  only  know  the  spring;  I  would  see  autumn  brown; 
Like  the  bright  sun,  that  all  the  seasons  crown, 

I  -would  round  out  my  year. 
A  tender  flower,   the  sunny  garden's  boast, 
I  have  but  seen  the  fires  of  morning's  host; 

Would  eve  might  find  me  here.! 

<(  O  Death,  canst  thou  not  wait  ?    Depart  from  me,  and  go 
To  comfort  those  sad  hearts  whom  pale  despair,  and  woe, 

And  shame,  perchance  have  wrung. 
For  me  the  woods  still  offer  verdant  ways, 
The  Loves  their  kisses,   and  the  Muses  praise  * 

I  would  not  die  so  young ! w 

Thus,  captive  too,  and  sad,  my  lyre  none  the  less 
Woke  at  the  plaint  of  one  who  breathed  its  own  distress, 

Youth  in  a  prison  cell; 

And  throwing  off  the  yoke  that  weighed  upon  me  too, 
I  strove  in  all  the  sweet  and  tender  words  I  knew 

Her  gentle  grief  to  tell. 

Melodious  witness  of  my  captive  days, 

These  rhymes  shall  make  some  lover  of  my  lays 

Seek  the  maid  I  have  sung. 
Grace  sits  upon  her  brow,  and  all  shall  share, 
Who  see  her  charms,  her  grief  and  her  despair: 

They  too  (<must  die  so  young »! 
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ODE 

MAY  fewer  roses  calls  her  own, 
And  fewer  vines'  wreathe  Autumn's  throne. 

Fewer  the  wheat-ears  of  the  field, — 
Than  all  the  songs  that  Fanny's  smiles 
And  Fanny's  eyes  and  witching  wiles 
Inspire  my  lips  and  lyre  to  yield. 

The  secret  longings  of  my  heart 
In  words  of  fire  to  being  start, 

Moved  by  the  magic  of  her  name: 
As  when  from  ocean's  depths  the  shell 
Yields  up  the  pearl  it  wrought  so  well, 

Worthy  the  Sultan's  diadem. 

And  thus  from  out  the  mulberry  leaves 
The  Cathay  silkworm  twines  and  weaves 

Her  sparkling  web  of  palest  gold. 
Come,  dear,  my  Muse  has  silk  more  pure 
And  bright  than  hers,   that  shall  endure, 

And  all  your  loveliness  enfold. 

And  pearls  of  poetry  divine 
With  rosy  fingers  she  shall  twine. 

To  make  a  necklace  rich  and  rare; 
Come,  Fanny,  and  that  snowy  neck 
Let  me  with  radiant  jewels  deck, 

Although  no  pearl  is  half  so  fair. 
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(1829-1899) 

IN  1863  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes  offered  its  readers  a  novel 
by  a  young  author  very  slightly  known  to  Parisian  littera- 
teurs. But  everybody  read  him  with  interest,  whether  cor- 
dially approving  or  not.  The  story  was  not  evolutionary,  had  no 
definite  moral  purpose.  Perhaps  the  public  were  glad  to  temporarily 
lay  aside  their  instruments  for  scientific  dissection  of  literary  art;  for 
<Le  Comte  Kostia,'  a  lively  tale  of  romantic  adventure,  was  the 
most  popular  story  that  had  been  published  by  the  Revue  des  Deux 
Mondes.  Naturally  the  gratified  editors 
accepted  the  author  as  a  regular  contrib- 
utor, which  he  long  remained.  He  had 
been  introduced  to  them  by  George  Sand, 
who,  pleased  with  an  earlier  work  of  his, 
wrote  him  appreciatively  and  did  him  this 
kind  turn.  This  earlier  work,  ( Un  Cheval 
de  Phidias)  (A  Horse  by  Phidias),  cor- 
dially praised  by  Sainte-Beuve,  was  a 
capable  dissertation  upon  archaeology  and 
art,  strung  on  a  thread  of  narrative. 

The  young  author,  Victor  Cherbuliez,— 
Genevese,  of  French  descent,  —  was  about 
thirty-four  when  (Le  Comte  Kostia>  ap- 
peared. A  critic  in  discussing  him  speaks 

almost  enviously  of  the  liberalizing  influences  experienced  in  cosmo- 
politan little  Switzerland.  Cherbuliez's  advantages  had  been  great. 
His  father  was  a  professor  in  the  university,  and  of  his  parents  it 
has  been  pleasantly  said  that  from  his  father  he  learned  all  he  ought 
to  know,  from  his  mother  all  he  ought  to  be.  He  was  graduated 
from  the  University  of  Geneva,  and  later  studied  history  and  phi- 
losophy at  Paris,  Bonn,  and  Berlin.  For  a  time  he  taught  at  Geneva; 
then  he  married,  and  with  his  wife  traveled  extensively  in  the  East, 
where  he  collected  abundant  material  for  his  trained  powers  of  obser- 
vation and  his  love  of  social  and  artistic  questions.  He  was  made  a 
member  of  the  Academy  in  1881,  and  long  resided  in  Paris,  — a  per- 
ennial novel-writer,  distinguished  also  for  the  clever  sketches  on 
modern  French  politics  which  appear  regularly  in  the  Revue  des 
Deux  Mondes  signed  ((George  Valbert.)) 
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But  his  best  and  most  abundant  work  was  in  fiction,  where  his 
talent  lay  in  the  union  of  romantic  imagination  with  a  practical 
view  of  life.  There  is  sometimes  falsetto  in  the  imagination,  but  it 
gratifies  a  liking  for  falsetto  in  many  readers.  Translated,  his  novels 
have  been  read  almost  as  much  in  English  as  in  French;  and  among 
the  best  liked  are  <  L'Idee  de  Jean  TeteroP  (Jean  Teterol's  Idea);  (La 
Revanche  de  Joseph  NoirceP  (Joseph  Noircel's  Revenge);  <  Le  Doc- 
teur  Rameau.* 

If  they  refuse  Cherbuliez  a  place  among  great  writers,  at  least 
the  critics  always  respect  his  cleverness,  and  recognize  the  range  of 
his  information  regarding  the  art,  literature,  politics,  and  history  of 
different  lands.  The  prime  quality  of  his  work  is  interest.  His  re- 
markable inventiveness  shows  in  one  unusual  situation  after  another, 
without  repetition  and  with  always  fresh  stimulus.  His  kinship  with 
George  Sand's  romantic  spirit  was  felt  at  once,  and  his  style  has 
always  remained  essentially  unchanged.  But  that  his  earlier  emo- 
tional spontaneity  developed  with  maturity  to  a  more  conventional 
spirit,  may  be  seen  by  comparing  the  two  ends  of  his  work.  In 
( Le  Comte  Kostia y  we  have  the  persecution  of  a  beautiful  young 
daughter  by  a  Russian  nobleman.  He  forces  her  to  hide  her  sex  and 
personate  the  son  he  has  lost,  and  subjects  her  to  many  terrors  until 
she  is  rescued  by  his  chivalrous  young  secretary,  who  in  time  dis- 
covers her  secret  and  marries  her, — but  first,  numberless  adventures 
and  scenes  of  passion.  In  (  Le  Roi  Epepi>  (King  Epepi:  1895)  there 
is  no  profound  emotion.  It  is  the  cleverly  cynical  account  of  the  res- 
cue by  a  worldly  old  uncle  of  a  romantic  and  short-sighted  nephew. 
The  young  man,  infatuated  by  an  adventuress,  insists  upon  marrying 
her.  The  uncle  ingeniously,  without  compromising  himself,  leads  the 
lady  to  believe  that  he  himself  is  in  love  with  her.  Naturally  she 
prefers  proprietor  to  heir,  and  throws  over  the  latter  only  to  find 
herself  deceived. 

Perhaps  the  best  way  to  indicate  Cherbuliez's  place  in  French  lit- 
erature is  by  comparison  with  the  English  Trollope.  Both  create 
interest.  Both  have  a  swift  firm  style,  with  sometimes  almost  too 
facile  a  rush.  But  while  Trollope  draws  ordinary  men '  and  women 
who  talk  in  ordinary  fashion,  Cherbuliez  invents  brilliant-minded 
people  who  shower  us  with  epigram.  They  shoulder  too  much  of 
their  creator's  erudition,  and  are  too  clever  to  be  quite  natural. 

Cherbuliez  died  in  Paris  July  i,  1899.  As  an  essayist  and  critic  he 
exerted  considerable  influence  on  French  thought  and  opened  an  outlook 
on  the  activities  of  foreign  countries  that  was  free  from  prejudice 
and  distortion. 
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THE   SILENT  DUEL 
From  < Samuel  Brohl  and  Company> 

MADAME  DE  LoRCY  ushered  Samuel  into  the  salon,  where  he 
had  scarcely  set  foot  when  he  descried  an  old  woman 
lounging  on  a  causeuse,  fanning  herself  as  she  chatted, 
with  Abbe  Miollens.  He  remained  motionless,  his  eyes  fixed, 
scarcely  breathing,  cold  as  marble;  it  seemed  to  him  that  the 
four  walls  of  the  salon  swayed  from  right  to  left  and  left  to 
right,  and  that  the  floor  was  sliding  from  under  his  feet  like  the 
deck  of  a  pitching  vessel. 

The  previous  day,  Antoinette  once  departed,  Madame  de 
Lorcy  had  resumed  her  attack  on  Princess  Gulof,  and  the  prin- 
cess had  ended  by  consenting  to  delay  her  departure,  to  dine 
with  the  adventurer  of  the  green  eyes,  and  to  subject  him  to  a 
close  scrutiny.  There  she  was;  yes,  it  was  indeed  she!  The 
first  impulse  of  Samuel  Brohl  was  to  regain  the  door  as  speedily 
as  possible;  but  he  did  nothing  of  the  kind.  He  looked  at 
Madame  de  Lorcy:  she  herself  was  regarding  him  with  astonish- 
ment; she  wondered  what  could  suddenly  have  overcome  him; 
she  could  find  no  explanation  for  the  bewilderment  apparent  in 
his  countenance. 

ft  It  is  a  mere  chance, }>  he  thought  at  'last ;  (<  she  has  not 
intentionally  drawn  me  into  a  snare. }>  This  thought  was  produc- 
tive of  a  sort  of  half -relief. 

vE/i  bicn!  what  is  it  ? )y  she  asked.  (<  Has  my  poor  salon  still 
the  misfortune  to  be  hurtful  to  you  ? }) 

He  pointed  to  a  jardiniere,  saying:  (<You  are  fond  of  hya- 
cinths and  tuberoses;  their  perfume  overpowered  me  for  a 
moment.  I  fear  you  think  me  very  effeminate." 

She  replied  in  a  caressing  voice :  (<  I  take  you  for  a  most 
worthy  man  who  has  terrible  nerves;  but  you  know  by  experi- 
ence that  if  you  have  weaknesses  I  have  salts.  Will  you  have 
my  smelling-bottle  ? }> 

<(  You  are  a  thousand  times  too  good, )}  he  rejoined,  and 
bravely  marched  forward  to  face  the  danger.  It  is  a  well-known 
fact  that  dangers  in  a  silken  robe  are  the  most  formidable  of  all. 

Madame  de  Lorcy  presented  him  to  the  princess,  who  raised 
her  chin  to  examine  him  with  her  little  glittering  eyes.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  those  gray  orbs  directed  at  him  were  two 
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balls,  which  struck  him  in  the  heart;  he  quivered  from  head  to 
foot  and  asked  himself  confusedly  whether  he  were  dead  or  liv- 
ing. He  soon  perceived  that  he  was  still  living;  the  princess 
had  remained  impassible  —  not  a  muscle  of  her  face  had  moved. 
She  ended  by  bestowing  upon  Samuel  a  smile  which  was  almost 
gracious,  and  addressing  to  him  some  insignificant  words  which 
he  only  half  understood,  but  which  seemed  to  him  exquisite  — 
delicious.  He  fancied  that  she  was  saying  to  him :  <(  You  have  a 
chance  —  you  were  born  lucky;  my  sight  has  been  impaired  for 
some  years,  and  I  do  not  recognize  you.  Bless  your  star,  you 
are  saved ! })  He  experienced  such  a  transport  of  joy  that  he 
could  have  flung  his  arms  about  the  neck  of  Abbe  Miollens,  who 
came  up  to  him  with  extended  hand,  saying:  — 

(<  What  have  you  been  thinking  about,  my  dear  count  ?  Since 
we  last  met  a  very  great  event  has  been  accomplished.  What 
woman  wishes,  God  wishes;  but  after  all,  my  own  humble  efforts 
were  not  without  avail,  and  I  am  proud  of  it." 

Madame  de  Lorcy  requested  Count  Larinski  to  offer  his  arm 
to  Princess  Gulof  and  lead  her  out  to  dinner.  He  mechanically 
complied;  but  he  had  not  the  strength  to  utter  a  syllable  as  he 
conducted  the  princess  to  table.  She  herself  said  nothing;  she 
seemed  wholly  busied  in  arranging  with  her  unoccupied  hand  a 
lock  of  her  gray  hair,  which  had  strayed  too  far  over  her  fore- 
head. He  looked  fixedly  at  this  short  plump  hand,  which  one 
day  in  a  fit  of  jealous  fury  had  administered  to  him  two  smart 
blows;  his  cheeks  recognized  it. 

During  dinner  the  princess  was  very  gay:  she  paid  more 
attention  to  Abbe*  Miollens  than  to  Count  Larinski;  she  took 
pleasure  in  teasing  the  good  priest  —  in  endeavoring  to  shock 
him  a  little.  It  was  not  easy  to  shock  him;  to  his  natural  easy 
good-nature  he  united  an  innate  respect  for  grandeurs  and  for 
princesses.  She  did  not  neglect  so  good  an  opportunity  to  air 
her  monkey-development  theories.  He  merrily  flung  back  the 
ball;  he  declared  that  he  should  prefer  to  be  a  fallen  angel 
rather  than  a  perfected  monkey;  that  in  his  estimation  a  parvenu 
made  a  much  sorrier  figure  in  the  world  than  the  descendant  of 
an  old  family  of  ruined  nobility.  She  replied  that  she  was  more 
democratic  than  he.  <(  It  is  pleasant  to  me,"  said  she,  <(  to  think 
that  I  am  a  progressive  ape,  who  has  a  wide  future  before  him, 
md  who  by  taking  proper  pains  may  hope  to  attain  new 
idvancement. w 
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While  they  were  thus  chatting,  Samuel  Brohl  was  striving 
with  all  his  might  to  recover  from  the  terrible  blow  he  had 
received.  He  noted  with  keen  satisfaction  that  the  eyesight  of 
the  princess  was  considerably  impaired;  that  the  microscopic 
studies  for  which  she  had  always  had  a  taste  had  resulted  in  ren- 
dering her  somewhat  near-sighted;  that  she  was  obliged  to  look 
out  carefully  to  find  her  way  among  her  wine-glasses.  <(  She  has 
not  seen  me  for  six  years, w  thought  he,  (<and  I  have  become  a 
different  man;  I  have  undergone  a  complete  metamorphosis;  I 
have  difficulty  sometimes  in  recognizing  myself.  Formerly  my 
face  was  close-shaven;  now  I  have  let  my  entire  beard  grow. 
My  voice,  my  accent,  the  poise  of  my  head,  my  manners,  the 
expression  of  my  countenance,  all  are  changed;  Poland  has  en- 
tered into  my  blood  —  I  am  Samuel  no  longer,  I  am  Larinski." 
He  blessed  the  microscope,  which  enfeebled  the  sight  of  old 
women;  he  blessed  Count  Abel  Larinski,  who  had  made  of  him 
his  twin  brother.  Before  the  end  of  the  repast  he  had  recovered 
all  his  assurance,  all  his  aplomb.  He  began  to  take  part  in  the 
conversation :  he  recounted  in  a  sorrowful  tone  a  sorrowful  little 
story;  he  retailed  sundry  playful  anecdotes  with  a  melancholy 
grace  and  sprightliness ;  he  expressed  the  most  chivalrous  senti- 
ments; shaking  his  lion's  mane,  he  spoke  of  the  prisoner  at  the 
Vatican  with  tears  in  his  voice.  It  were  impossible  to  be  a  more 
thorough  Larinski. 

The  princess  manifested,  in  listening  to  him,  an  astonished 
curiosity;  she  concluded  by  saying  to  him,  (( Count,  I  admire 
you;  but  I  believe  only  in  physiology,  and  you  are  a  little  too 
much  of  a  Pole  for  me.^ 

After  they  had  left  the  table  and  repaired  to  the  salon,  sev 
eral  callers  dropped  in.  It  was  like  a  deliverance  to  Samuel.  If 
the  society  was  not  numerous  enough  for  him  to  lose  himself  in 
it,  at  least  it  served  him  as  a  shield.  He  held  it  for  a  certainty 
that  the  princess  had  not  recognized  him;  yet  he  did  not  cease 
feeling  in  her  presence  unutterably  ill  at  ease.  This  Calmtick 
visage  of  hers  recalled  to  him  all  the  miseries,  the  shame,  the 
hard  grinding  slavery  of  his  youth;  he  could  not  look  at  her 
without  feeling  his  brow  burn  as  though  it  were  being  seared 
with  a  hot  iron. 

He  entered  into  conversation  with  a  supercilious,  haughty, 
and  pedantic  counselor-at-law,  whose  interminable  monologues  dis- 
tilled ennui.  This  fine  speaker  seemed  charming  to  Samuel,  who 
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found  in  him  wit,  knowledge,  scholarship,  and  taste;  he  possessed 
the  (in  his  eyes)  meritorious  quality  of  not  knowing  Samuel 
Brohl.  For  Samuel  had  come  to  divide  the  human  race  into  two 
categories:  the  first  comprehended  those  well-to-do,  thriving  peo- 
ple who  did  not  know  a  certain  Brohl;  he  placed  in  the  second, 
old  women  who  did  know  him.  He  interrogated  the  counselor 
with  deference,  he  hung  upon  his  words,  he  smiled  with  an  air 
of  approbation  at  all  the  absurdities  which  escaped  him;  he 
would  have  been  willing  to  have  his  discourse  last  three  hours 
by  the  watch;  if  this  charming  bore  had  shown  symptoms  of 
escaping  him,  he  would  havet  held  him  back  by  the  button. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  harsh  voice  saying  to  Madame  de 
Lorcy,  (<  Where  is  Count  Larinski  ?  Bring  him  to  me ;  I  want  to 
have  a  discussion  with  him." 

He  could  not  do  otherwise  than  comply;  he  quitted  his  coun- 
selor with  regret,  went  over  and  took  a  seat  in  the  arm-chair 
that  Madame  de  Lorcy  drew  up  for  him  at  the  side  of  the  prin- 
cess, and  which  had  for  him  the  effect  of  a  stool  of  repentance. 
Madame  de  Lorcy  moved  away,  and  he  was  left  tete-a-tete  with 
Princess  Gulof,  who  said  to  him,  (<I  have  been  told  that  congrat- 
ulations are  due  you,  and  I  must  make  them  at  once  —  although 
we  are  enemies. " 

(<By  what  right  are  we  enemies,  princess?"  he  asked,  with  a 
slightly  troubled  feeling,  which  quickly  passed  away  as  she 
answered,  (<  I  am  a  Russian  and  you  are  a  Pole ;  but  we  shall 
have  no  time  for  fighting:  I  leave  for  London  to-morrow  morn- 
ing at  seven  o'clock." 

He  was  on  the  point  of  casting  himself  at  her  feet  and 
tenderly  kissing  her  two  hands  in  testimony  of  his  gratitude. 
<(  To-morrow  at  seven  o'clock, "  he  mentally  ejaculated.  <(  I  have 
slandered  her:  she  has  some  good  in  her." 

"When  I  say  that  I  am  a  Russian,"  resumed  the  princess, 
<(it  is  merely  a  formal  speech.  Love  of  country  is  a  prejudice, 
an  idea  which  has  had  its  day,  which  had  sense  in  the  times  of 
Epaminondas  or  of  Theseus,  but  which  has  it  no  longer.  We 
live  in  the  age  of  the  telegraph,  the  locomotive;  and  I  know  of 
nothing  more  absurd  now  than  a  frontier,  or  more  ridiculous 
than  a  patriot.  Rumor  says  that  you  fought  like  a  hero  in  the 
insurrection  of  1863;  that  you  gave  proof  of  incomparable 
prowess,  and  that  you  killed  with  your  own  hand  ten  Cossacks. 
What  harm  had  they  done  you,  those  poor  Cossacks?  Do  they 
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not  sometimes  haunt  your  dreams  ?  Can  you  think  of  your 
victims  without  disquietude  and  without  remorse  ? }> 

He  replied  in  a  dry,  haughty  tone :  (( I  really  do  not  know, 
princess,  how  many  Cossacks  I  have  killed;  but  I  do  know  that 
there  are  some  subjects  on  which  I  do  not  love  to  expatiate. }> 

<(You  are  right  —  I  should  not  comprehend  you.  Don  Qui- 
xote did  not  do  Sancho  the  honor  to  explain  himself  to  him 
every  day. }> 

<(Ah,  I  beg  of  you,  let  us  talk  a  little  of  the  man-monkey, >J 
he  observed,  in  a  rather  more  pliant  tone  than  he  had  at  first 
assumed.  <(  That  is  a  question  which  has  the  advantage  of  being 
neither  Russian  nor  Polish. w 

(<  You  will  not  succeed  that  way  in  throwing  me  off  the  track. 
I  mean  to  tell  you  all  the  evil  I  think  of  you,  no  matter  how  it 
may  incense  you.  You  uttered,  at  table,  theories  which  dis- 
pleased me.  You  are  not  only  a  Polish  patriot, —  you  are  an 
idealist,  a  true  disciple  of  Plato,  and  you  do  not  know  how  I 
have  always  detested  this  man.  In  all  these  sixty  years  that 
I  have  been  in  this  world,  I  have  seen  nothing  but  selfishness 
and  grasping  after  self-gratification.  Twice  during  dinner  you 
spoke  of  an  ideal  world.  What  is  an  ideal  world  ?  Where  is  it 
situated  ?  You  speak  of  it  as  of  a  house  whose  inhabitants  you 
are  well  acquainted  with,  whose  key  is  in  your  pocket.  Can 
you  show  me  the  key  ?  I  promise  not  to  steal  it  from  you.  O 
Poet!  —  for  you  are  quite  as  much  of  a  poet  as  of  a  Pole,  which 
is  not  saying  much  — >J 

<(  Nothing  remains  but  to  hang  me, })  he  interposed,   smilingly. 

<(  No,  I  shall  not  hang  you.  Opinions  are  free,  and  there  is 
room  enough  in  the  world  for  all,  even  idealists.  Besides,  if  you 
were  to  be  hanged,  it  would  bring  to  the  verge  of  despair  a 
charming  girl  who  adores  you,  who  was  created  expressly  for 
you,  and  whom  you  will  shortly  marry.  When  will  the  cere- 
mony take  place  ? }) 

(( If  I  dared  hope  that  you  would  do  me  the  honor  of  being 
present,  princess,  I  should  postpone  it  until  your  return  from 
England. » 

<(You  are  too  amiable;  but  I  could  not  on  any  consideration 
retard  the  happiness  of  Mademoiselle  Moriaz.  There,  my  dear 
count,  I  congratulate  you  sincerely.  I  had  the  pleasure  to  meet 
here  the  future  Countess  Larinski.  She  is  adorable!  It  is  an 
exquisite  nature,  hers  —  a  true  poet's  wife.  She  must  have 
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brains,  discernment;  she  has  chosen  you  —  that  says  everything. 
As  to  her  fortune,  I  dare  not  ask  you  if  she  has  any;  you  would 
turn  away  from  me  in  disgust.  Do  idealists  trouble  their  heads 
with  such  vile  questions  ? M 

She  leaned  toward  him,  and  fanning  herself  excitedly,  added, 
"These  poor  idealists!  they  have  one  misfortune. }> 

<(  And  what  is  that,  princess  ? >y 

"They  dream  with  open  eyes,  and  the  awakening  is  some- 
times disagreeable.  Ah,  my  dear  Count  Larinski,  this,  that,  and 
the  other,  et  c  ester  a.  Thus  endeth  the  adventure." 

Then  stretching  out  her  neck  until  her  face  was  close  to  his, 
she  darted  at  him  a  venomous  viper-like  look,  and  in  a  voice 
that  seemed  to  cut  into  his  tympanum  like  a  sharp-toothed  saw, 
she  hissed,  <(  Samuel  Brohl,  the  man  with  the  green  eyes,  sooner 
or  later  the  mountains  must  meet ! >J 

It  seemed  to  him  that  the  candelabra  on  the  mantel-piece 
darted  out  jets  of  flame,  whose  green,  blue,  and  rose-colored 
tongues  ascended  to  the  ceiling;  and  it  appeared  to  him  as 
though  his  heart  was  beating  as  noisily  as  a  clock  pendulum,  and 
that  every  one  would  turn  to  inquire  whence  came  the  noise. 
But  every  one  was  occupied;  no  one  turned  round;  no  one  sus- 
pected that  there  was  a  man  present  on  whom  a  thunderbolt  had 
just  fallen. 

The  man  passed  his  hand  over  his  brow,  which  was  covered 
with  a  cold  sweat;  then  dispelling  by  an  effort  of  will  the  cloud 
that  veiled  his  eyes,  he  in  turn  leaned  toward  the  princess  and 
with  quivering  lip  and  evil  sardonic  glance,  said  to  her  in  a  low 
voice :  — 

<(  Princess,  I  have  a  slight  acquaintance  with  this  Samuel 
Brohl  of  whom  you  speak.  He  is  not  a  man  who  will  allow 
himself  to  be  strangled  without  a  great  deal  of  outcry.  You  are 
not  much  in  the  habit  of  writing;  nevertheless  he  received  from 
you  two  letters,  which  he  copied,  placing  the  originals  in  safety. 
If  ever  he  sees  the  necessity  of  appearing  in  a  court  of  justice, 
these  two  letters  can  be  made  to  create  quite  a  sensation,  and 
unquestionably  they  will  be  the  delight  ,of  all  the  petty  journals 
of  Paris. » 

Thereupon  he  made  a  profound  bow,  respectfully  took  .leave 
of  Madame  de  Lorcy,  and  retired,  followed  by  Abbe*  Miollens, 
who  inflicted  a  real  torture  by  insisting  on  accompanying  him  to 
the  station. 
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SAMUEL  BROHL   GIVES   UP  THE  PLAY 
From  ( Samuel  Brohl  and  Company* 

THE  gate  opened  and  admitted  Samuel  Brohl,  who  had  a  smile 
on  his  lips.  His  first  words  were  — (<  And  your  umbrella ! 
You  have  forgotten  it  ? }> 

Mademoiselle  de  Moriaz  replied,  (<Do  you  not  see  that  there 
is  no  sunshine  ? >J  And  she  remained  leaning  against  the  apple- 
tree. 

He  uplifted  his  hand  to  show  her  the  blue  sky;  he  let  it  fall 
again.  He  looked  at  Antoinette,  and  he  was  afraid.  He  guessed 
immediately  that  she  knew  all.  At  once  he  grew  audacious. 

(<  I  spent  a  dull  day  yesterday, J>  said  he.  ((  Madame  de  Lorcy 
invited  me  to  dine  with  a  crazy  woman;  but  the  night  made  up 
for  it.  I  saw  Engadine  in  my  dreams  —  the  firs,  the  Alpine 
pines,  the  emerald  lakes,  and  a  red  hood." 

<(  I  too  dreamed  last  night.  I  dreamed  that  the  bracelet  you 
gave  me  belonged  to  the  crazy  woman  of  whom  you  speak,  and 
that  she  had  her  name  engraved  on  it. }> 

She  threw  him  the  bracelet;  he  picked  it  up,  examined  it, 
turned  and  re-turned  it  in  his  trembling  fingers.  She  grew  impa- 
tient. ((Look  at  the  place  that  has  been  forced  open.  Don't  you 
know  how  to  read  ? }> 

He  read,  and  became  stupefied.  Who  would  have  believed 
that  this  trinket  that  he  had  found  among  his  father's  old  traps 
had  come  to  him  from  Princess  Gulof;  that  it  was  the  price  she 
had  paid  for  Samuel  Brohl 's  ignominy  and  shame  ?  Samuel  was 
a  fatalist;  he  felt  that  his  star  had  set,  that  Fate  had  conspired 
to  ruin  his  hopes,  that  he  was  found  guilty  and  condemned.  His 
heart  grew  heavy  within  him. 

(<  Can  you  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  think  of  a  certain  Samuel 
Brohl ?»  she  asked. 

That  name,  pronounced  by  her,  fell  on  him  like  a  mass  of 
lead;  he  never  would  have  believed  that  there  could  be  so  much 
weight  in  a  human  word.  He  trembled  under  the  blow;  then  he 
struck  his  brow  with  his  clinched  hand  and  replied :  — 

<(  Samuel  Brohl  is  a  man  as  worthy  of  your  pity  as  he  is  of 
mine.  If  you  knew  all  that  he  has  suffered,  all  that  he  has 
dared,  you  could  not  help  deeply  pitying  and  admiring  him. 
Listen  to  me:  Samuel  Brohl  is  an  unfortunate  man  — J> 
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(<  Or  a  wretch ! "  she  interrupted  in  a  terrible  voice.  She  was 
seized  by  a  fit  of  nervous  laughter ;  she  cried  out,  <(  Madame 
Brohl!  I  will  not  be  called  Madame  Brohl.  Ah!  that  poor 
Countess  Larinski!" 

He  had  a  spasm  of  rage  that  would  have  terrified  her  had 
she  conjectured  what  agitated  him.  He  raised  his  head,  crossed 
his  arms  on  his  breast,  and  said  with  a  bitter  smile,  (<  It  was  not 
the  man  that  you  loved,  it  was  the  count." 

She  replied,   (<The  man  whom  I  loved  never  lied." 

<(  Yes,  I  lied, "  he  cried,  gasping  for  breath.  <(  I  drank  that 
cup  of  shame  without  remorse  or  disgust.  I  lied  because  I  loved 
you  madly.  I  lied  because  you  were  dearer  to  me  than  my 
honor.  I  lied  because  I  despaired  of  touching  your  heart,  and 
any  road  seemed  good  that  led  to  you.  Why  did  I  meet  you  ? 
why  could  I  not  see  you  without  recognizing  in  you  the  dream 
of  my  whole  life  ?  Happiness  had  passed  me  by,  it  was  about 
to  take  flight;  I  caught  it  in  a  trap — I  lied.  Who  would  not 
lie,  to  be  loved  by  you  ? " 

Samuel  Brohl  had  never  looked  so  handsome.  Despair  and 
passion  kindled  a  sombre  flame  in  his  eyes;  he  had  the  sinister 
charm  of  a  fiery  Satan.  He  fixed  on  Antoinette  a  fascinating 
glance  which  said,  <(  What  matter  my  name,  my  lies,  and  the 
rest  ?  My  face  is  not  a  mask,  and  I  am  the  man  who  pleased' 
you."  He  had  not  the  least  suspicion  of  the  astonishing  facility 
with  which  Antoinette  had  taken  back  the  heart  that  she  had 
given  away  so  easily;  he  did  not  suspect  what  miracles  can  be 
wrought  by  contempt.  In  the  Middle  Ages  people  believed  in 
golems,  figures  in  clay  of  an  entrancing  beauty,  which  had  all 
the  appearance  of  life.  Under  a  lock  of  hair  was  written,  in 
Hebrew  characters,  on  their  brow,  the  word  <( Truth."  If  they 
chanced  to  lie,  the  word  was  obliterated;  they  lost  all  their 
charm;  the  clay  was  no  longer  anything  but  clay. 

Mademoiselle  Moriaz  divined  Samuel  Brohl's  thought;  she 
exclaimed,  <(  The  man  I  loved  was  he  whose  history  you  related 
to  me." 

He  would  have  liked  to  kill  her,  so  that  she  should  never 
belong  to  another.  Behind  Antoinette,  not  twenty  steps  distant, 
he  descried  the  curb  of  a  well,  and  grew  dizzy  at  the  sight.  He 
discovered  with  despair  that  he  was  not  made  of  the  stuff  for 
crime.  He  dropped  down  on  his  knees  in  the  grass  and  cried, 
*  If  you  will  not  pardon  me,  nothing  remains  for  me  but  to 
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die ! }>  She  stood  motionless  and  impassive.  She  repeated  be- 
tween her  teeth  Camille  Langis's  phrase :  (<  I  am  waiting  until 
this  great  comedian  has  finished  playing  his  piece. w 

He  rose  and  started  to  run  toward  the  well.  She  was  in 
front  of  him  and  barred  the  passage,  but  at  the  same  moment 
she  felt  two  hands  clasp  her  waist,  and  the  breath  of  two  lips 
which  sought  her  lips  and  which  murmured,  <(You  love  me  still, 
since  you  do  not  want  me  to  die." 

She  struggled  with  violence  and  horror;  she  succeeded  by  a 
frantic  effort  in  disengaging  herself  from  his  grasp.  She  fled 
toward  the  house.  Samuel  Brohl  rushed  after  her  in  mad  pur- 
suit; he  was  just  reaching  her,  when  he  suddenly  stopped.  He 
had  caught  sight  of  M.  Langis,  hurrying  from  out  a  thicket, 
where  he  had  been  hidden.  Growing  uneasy,  he  had  approached 
the  orchard  through  a  path  concealed  by  the  heavy  foliage.  An- 
toinette, out  of  breath,  ran  to  him,  gasping,  <(  Camille,  save  me 
from  this  man ! )}  and  she  threw  herself  into  his  arms,  which 
closed  about  her  with  delight.  He  felt  her  sink;  she  would  have 
fallen  had  he  not  supported  her. 

At  the  same  instant  a  menacing  voice  saluted  him  with  the 
words,  ((  Monsieur,  we  will  meet  again ! w 

(<  To-day,  if  you  will, }>  he  replied. 

Antoinette's  wild  excitement  had  given  place  to  insensibility* 
she  neither  saw  nor  heard;  her  limbs  no  longer  sustained  her. 
Camille  had  great  difficulty  in  bringing  her  to  the  house;  she 
could  not  ascend  the  steps  of  the  terrace;  he  was  obliged  to 
carry  her.  Mademoiselle  Moiseney  saw  him,  and  filled  the  air 
with  her  cries.  She  ran  forward,  she  lavished  her  best  care  on 
her  queen.  All  the  time  she  was  busy  in  bringing  her  to  hel 
senses  she  was  asking  Camille  for  explanations,  to  which  she 
did  not  pay  the  least  attention;  she  interrupted  him  at  every 
word  to  exclaim :  — (<  This  has  been  designed,  and  you  are  at  the 
bottom  of  the  plot.  I  have  suspected  you  —  you  owe  Antoinette 
a  grudge.  Your  wounded  vanity  has  never  recovered  from  her 
refusal,  and  you  are  determined  to  be  revenged.  Perhaps  you 
flatter  yourself  that  she  will  end  by  loving  you.  She  does  not 
love  you,  and  she  never  will  love  you.  Who  are  you,  to  dare 
compare  yourself  with  Count  Larinski  ?  ...  Be  silent ! 
Do  I  believe  in  Samuel  Brohl  ?  I  do  not  know  Samuel 
Brohl.  I  venture  my  head  that  there  is  no  such  person  as 
Samuel  Brohl. » 
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"Not  much  of  a  venture,  mademoiselle,"  replied  M.  Moriaz, 
who  had  arrived  in  the  mean  time. 

Antoinette  remained  during  an  hour  in  a  state  of  mute  lan- 
guor; then  a  violent  fever  took  possession  of  her.  When  the 
physician  who  had  been  sent  for  arrived,  M.  Langis  accompa- 
nied him  into  the  chamber  of  the  sick  girl.  She  was  delirious: 
seated  upright,  she  kept  continually  passing  her  hand  over  her 
brow;  she  sought  to  efface  the  taint  of  a  kiss  she  had  received 
one  moonlight  night,  and  the  impression  in  her  hair  of  the  flap- 
ping of  a  bat's  wings  that  had  caught  in  her  hood.  These  two 
things  were  confounded  in  her  memory.  From  time  to  time 
she  said,  <(  Where  is  my  portrait  ?  Give  me  my  portrait. " 

It  was  about  ten  o'clock  when  M.  Langis  called  on  Samuel 
Brohl,  who  was  not  astonished  to  see  him  appear;  he  had  hoped 
he  would  come.  Samuel  had  regained  self-possession.  He  was 
calm  and  dignified.  However,  the  tempest  through  which  he 
had  gone  had  left  on  his  features  some  vestige  of  its  passage. 
His  lips  quivered,  and  his  beautiful  chestnut  locks  curled  like 
serpents  about  his  temples  and  gave  his  head  a  Medusa-like 
appearance. 

He  said  to  Camille,  <(  Where  and  when  ?  Our  seconds  will 
undertake  the  arrangement  of  the  rest. " 

<(  You  mistake,  monsieur,  the  motive  of  my  visit, "  replied  M. 
Langis.  <(  I  am  grieved  to  destroy  your  illusions,  but  I  did  not 
come  to  arrange  a  meeting  with  you." 

(<  Do  you  refuse  to  give  me  satisfaction  ? >} 

<(  What  satisfaction  do  I  owe  you  ? " 

(<  You  insulted  me. " 

«When?» 

*And  you  said,  (The  day,  the  place,  the  weapons.  I  leave 
all  to  your  choice. >  " 

M.  Langis  could  not  refrain  from  smiling.  <(Ah!  you  at  last 
acknowledge  that  your  fainting  fit  was  comedy?"  he  rejoined. 

<(  Acknowledge  on  your  part,"  replied  Samuel,  "that  you 
insult  persons  when  you  believe  that  they  are  not  in  a  state  to 
hear  you.  Your  courage  likes  to  take  the  safe  side." 

a  Be  reasonable,"  replied  Camille.  (<  I  placed  myself  at  Count 
Larinski's  disposal:  you  cannot  require  me  to  fight  with  a  Samuel 
Brohl!" 

Samuel  sprang  to  his  feet;  with  fierce  bearing  and  head  erect 
he  advanced  to  the  young  man,  who  awaited  him  unflinchingly, 
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and  whose  resolute  manner  awed  him.  He  cast  upon  him  a 
sinister  look,  turned  and  reseated  himself,  bit  his  lips  until  the 
blood  came;  then  said  in  a  placid  voice:  — 

(<Will  you  do  me  the  favor  of  telling  me,  monsieur,  to  what 
I  owe  the  honor  of  this  visit  ? " 

(<  I  came  to  demand  of  you  a  portrait  that  Mademoiselle 
Moriaz  is  desirous  of  having  returned." 

(<  If  I  refuse  to  give  it  up,  you  will  doubtless ,  appeal  to  my 
delicacy  ? " 

(<  Do  you  doubt  it  ?  "  ironically  replied  Camille. 

(<  That  proves,  monsieur,  that  you  still  believe  in  Count 
Larinski;  that  it  is  to  him  you  speak  at  this  moment. " 

<(  You  deceive  yourself.  I  came  to  see  Samuel  Brohl,  who  is 
a  business  man,  and  it  is  a  commercial  transaction  that  I  intend 
to  hold  with  him."  And  drawing  from  his  pocket  a  porte- 
monnaie,  he  added,  <(  You  see  I  do  not  come  empty-handed. " 

Samuel  settled  himself  in  his  arm-chair.  Half  closing  his  eyes, 
he  watched  M.  Langis  through  his  eye-lashes.  A  change  passed 
over  his  features:  his  nose  became  more  crooked,  and  his  chin 
more  pointed;  he  no  longer  resembled  a  lion, —  he  was  a  fox. 
His  lips  wore  the  sugared  smile  of  a  usurer,  one  who  lays  snares 
for  the  sons  of  wealthy  families,  and  who  scents  out  every  favor- 
able case.  If  at  this  moment  Jeremiah  Brohl  had  seen  him  from 
the  other  world,  he  would  have  recognized  his  own  flesh  and 
blood. 

He  said  at  last  to  Camille,  (<  You  are  a  man  of  understanding, 
monsieur;  I  am  ready  to  listen  to  you." 

<(I  am  very  glad  of  it,  and  to  speak  frankly,  I  had  no  doubts 
about  it.  I  knew  you  to  be  very  intelligent,  very  much  disposed 
to  make  the  best  of  an  unpleasant  conjuncture." 

<(Ah!  spare  my  modesty.  I  thank  you  for  your  excellent  opin- 
ion of  me;  I  should  warn  you  that  I  am  accused  of  being  greedy 
after  gain.  You  will  leave  some  of  the  feathers  from  your  wings 
between  my  fingers." 

For  a  reply  M.  Langis  significantly  patted  the  portemonnaie 
which  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  which  was  literally  stuffed  with 
bank-notes.  Immediately  Samuel  took  from  a  locked  drawer  a 
casket,  and  proceeded  to  open  it. 

"This  is  a  very  precious  gem,"  he  said.  (<  The  medallion  is 
gold,  and  the  work  on  the  miniature  is  exquisite.  It  is  a  master- 
piece—  the  color  equals  the  design.  The  mouth  is  marvelously 
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rendered.  Mengs  or  Liotard  could  not  have  done  oetter.  At 
what  do  you  value  this  work  of  art  ? " 

<(You  are  more  of  a  connoisseur  than  I.  I  will  leave  it  to 
your  own  valuation." 

«I  will  let  you  have  the  trinket  for  five  thousand  francs;  it  is 
almost  nothing. " 

Camille  began  to  draw  out  the  five  thousand  francs  from  his 
portemonnaie.  (<  How  prompt  you  are ! "  remarked  Samuel.  (<  The 
portrait  has  not  only  a  value  as  a  work  of  art;  I  am  sure  you 
attach  a  sentimental  value  to  it,  for  I  suspect  you  of  being  over 
head  and  ears  in  love  with  the  original." 

<(  I  find  you  too  greedy,"  replied  Camille,  casting  on  him  a 
crushing  glance. 

<(Do  not  be  angry.  I  am  accustomed  to  exercise  methodical 
precision  in  business  affairs.  My  father  always  sold  at  a  fixed 
price,  and  I  too  never  lower  my  charges.  You  will  readily 
understand  that  what  is  worth  five  thousand  francs  to  a  friend  is 
worth  double  to  a  lover.  The  gem  is  worth  ten  thousand  francs. 
You  can  take  it  or  leave  it." 

«I  will  take  it, "  replied  M.   Langis. 

<(  Since  we  agree,"  continued  Samuel,  (<I  possess  still  other 
articles  which  might  suit  you." 

(<  Why,   do  you  think  of  selling  me  your  clothing  ? " 

((  Let  us  come  to  an  understanding.  I  have  other  articles  of 
the  same  lot." 

And  he  brought  from  a  closet  the  red  hood,  which  he  spread 
out  on  the  table. 

"Here  is  an  article  of  clothing  —  to  use  your  own  words  — 
that  may  be  of  interest  to  you.  Its  color  is  beautiful;  if  you 
saw  it  in  the  sunshine,  it  would  dazzle  you.  I  grant  that  the 
stuff  is  common  —  it  is  very  ordinary  cashmere  — but  if  you 
deign  to  examine  it  closely,  you  will  be  struck  by  the  peculiar 
perfume  that  it  exhales.  The  Italians  call  it  ^  To  dor  femminino.^  " 

<(  And  what  is  your  rate  of  charge  for  the  <  odor  femminino y  f  " 

(<  I  will  be  moderate.  I  will  let  you  have  this  article  and  its 
perfume  for  five  thousand  francs.  It  is  actually  giving  it  away." 

<(  Assuredly.  We  will  say  ten  and  five  —  that  makes  fifteen 
thousand. " 

(<One  moment.  You  can  pay  for  all  together.  I  have  other 
things  to  offer  you. — One  would  say  that  the  floor  burned  your 
feet,  and  that  you  could  not  endure  being  in  this  room." 
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<(  I  allow  that  I  long  to  leave  this  —  what  shall  I  say  ?  —  this 
shop,  lair,  or  den.}> 

(<You  are  young,  monsieur:  it  never  does  to  hurry;  haste 
causes  us  acts  of  forgetfulness  which  we  afterward  regret.  You 
would  be  very  sorry  not  to  take  away  with  you  these  two  scraps 
of  paper." 

At  these  words  he  drew  from  his  note-book  two  letters,  which 
he  unfolded. 

(<  Is  there  much  more  ? }>  demanded  Camille.  <(  I  fear  that 
I  shall  become  short  of  funds,  and  be  obliged  to  go  back  for 
more. }) 

(<Ah,  these  two  letters!  I  will  not  part  with  them  for  a  trifle; 
the  second  especially.  It  is  only  twelve  lines  in  length;  but 
what  pretty  English  handwriting!  Only  see!  and  the  style  is 
loving  and  tender.  I  will  add  that  it  is  signed.  Ah,  monsieur, 
Mademoiselle  Moriaz  will  be  charmed  to  see  these  scrawls  again. 
Under  what  obligations  will  she  be  to  you!  You  will  make  the 
most  of  it;  you  will  tell  her  that  you  wrested  them  from  me, 
your  dagger  at  my  throat  —  that  you  terrified  me.  With  what  a 
gracious  smile  she  will  reward  your  heroism!  According  to  my 
opinion  that  smile  is  as  well  worth  ten  thousand  francs  as  the 
medallion  —  the  two  gems  are  of  equal  value. }) 

(<  If  you  want  more,  it  makes  no  difference. >} 

<(No,  monsieur;    I  have  told  you  I  have  only  one  price. }) 

(<  At  this  rate,  it  is  twenty-five  thousand  francs  that  I  owe  you. 
You  have  nothing  more  to  sell  me  ? }) 

«Alas  !   that  is  all.» 

<(  Will  you  swear  it  ? >} 

"What,  monsieur!  you  admit  then  that  Samuel  Brohl  has 
a  word  of  honor  —  that  when  he  has  sworn  he  can  be  believed  ? }> 

(<  You  are  right ;   I  am  still  very  young. w 

<(  That  is  all,  then,  I  swear  to  you, w  affirmed  Samuel,  sigh- 
ing. <(  My  shop  is  poorly  stocked ;  I  had  commenced  laying  in  a 
supply,  but  an  unfortunate  accident  deranged  my  little  business. }> 

(( Bah  !  be  consoled, }>  replied  M.  Langis;  (<  you  will  find 
another  opportunity:  a  genius  of  such  lofty  flights  as  yours  is 
never  at  a  loss.  You  have  been  unfortunate;  some  day  Fortune 
will  compensate  you  for  the  wrongs  she  has  done  you,  and  the 
world  will  accord  justice  to  your  fine  talents. » 

Speaking  thus,  he  laid  on  the  table  twenty-five  notes  of  a 
thousand  francs  each.  He  counted  them;  Samuel  counted  them 
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after  him,  and  at  once  delivered  to  him  the  medallion,   the  hood, 
and  the  two  letters. 

Camille  rose  to  leave.  <(  Monsieur  Brohl, })  he  said,  (<  from  the 
first  day  I  saw  you,  I  formed  the  highest  opinion  of  your  char- 
acter. The  reality  surpasses  my  expectations.  I  am  charmed 
to  have  made  your  acquaintance,  and  I  venture  to  hope  that 
you  are  not  sorry  to  have  made  mine.  However,  I  shall  not 
say  au  revoir* 

<(  Who  knows  ? )}  replied  Samuel,  suddenly  changing  his  counte- 
nance and  attitude.  And  he  added,  (<  If  you  are  fond  of  being 
astonished,  monsieur,  will  you  remain  still  another  instant  in  this 
den  ? » 

He  rolled  and  twisted  the  twenty-five  one-thousand-franc  notes 
into  lamp-lighters;  then  with  a  grand  gesture,  a  la  Poniatowski, 
he  approached  the  candle,  held  them  in  the  flame  until  they 
blazed,  and  then  threw  them  on  the  hearth,  where  they  were 
soon  consumed, 

Turning  toward  M.  Langis,  he  cried,  <(  Will  you  now  do  me 
the  honor  of  fighting  with  me  ? }> 

(<  After  such  a  noble  act  as  that,  I  can  refuse  you  nothing, w 
returned  Camille.  <(  I  will  do  you  that  signal  honor. w 

<(Just  what  I  desire, >}  replied  Samuel.  <(  I  am  the  offended; 
I  have  the  choice  of  arms."  And  in  showing  M.  Langis  out,  he 
said,  (<  I  will  not  conceal  from  you  that  I  have  frequented  the 
shooting  galleries,  and  that  I  am  a  first-class  pistol-shot. }) 

Camille  bowed  and  went  out. 

The  next  day,  in  a  lucid  interval,  Mademoiselle  Moriaz  saw 
at  the  foot  of  her  bed  a  medallion  laid  on  a  red  hood.  From 
that  moment  the  physician  announced  an  improvement  in  her 
symptoms. 

Copyrighted  by  D.   Appleton  and  Company,  1877. 
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LORD  CHESTERFIELD 

(1694-1773) 

Js  THE  best  representative  of  a  creditable  type  among  English 
noblemen  in  the  reign  of  George  II., —  an  accomplished 
courtier,  a  diplomatic  statesman  worthy  of  reliance  on  occa- 
sions of  emergency,  a  scholar,  and  a  patron  of  literature, — Philip 
Dormer  Stanhope,  fourth  earl  of  Chesterfield,  occupied  a  ,  prominent 
place  in  the  history  of  his  country  for  more  than  forty  years.  He 
was  the  eldest  son  of  Philip,  third  earl,  and  was  born  at  London  in 
1694.  Most  of  his  boyhood  was  spent  under  the  care  of  his  grand- 
mother, the  Marchioness  of  Halifax.  When  eighteen,  he  was  entered 
at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  became  <(  an  excellent  classical 
scholar. »  The  principal  events  in  his  public  career  were  his  election 
to  Parliament  in  his  twenty-first  year;  his  appointment  as  Captain  of 
the  Yeomen  of  the  Guard  in  return  for  a  political  vote;  his  selection 
for  special  service  as  Ambassador  to  The  Hague  after  his  succession 
to  the  family  title;  his  appointment  as  Lord  High  Steward,  with  the 
Garter,  as  a  reward  for  his  success  in  Holland;  his  expulsion  from 
that  position  by  Horace  Walpole  for  political  disobedience  in  oppos- 
ing an  excise  bill;  his  second  successful  mission  to  The  Hague;  his 
selection,  as  a  reward,  for  the  responsible  post  of  Viceroy  in  Ireland, 
and  subsequently  his  resignation  and  acceptance  of  office  as  Secre- 
tary of  State,  this  latter  appointment  being  taken  when  the  Earl 
had  reached  his  fiftieth  year.  Chesterfield  was  first  a  warm  friend, 
then  a  bitter  enemy  of  Horace  Walpole.  He  also  antagonized  George 
II.,  but  that  monarch  finally  succumbed  to  diplomatic  treatment  at 
his  hands  and  offered  his  former  antagonist  a  dukedom,  which  was 
courteously  declined.  In  his  fifty-eighth  year,  partial  deafness  caused 
him  to  withdraw  almost  wholly  from  public  affairs.  In  diplomacy, 
his  successful  missions  to  The  Hague  made  him  strong  with  officials 
in  power.  His  ability  as  a  statesman  was  shown  to  great  advantage 
in  a  firm  yet  popular  administration  of  Irish  affairs  during  a  critical 
period  in  Irish  history.  As  a  patron  of  literature,  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson 
deemed  him  a  distinct  failure,  and  expressed  this  opinion  forcibly  to 
that  effect  in  his  celebrated  letter.  His  literary  reputation  rests 
chiefly  on  letters  addressed  to  his  natural  son  Philip,  who  died  in 
his  thirty-sixth  year,  greatly  to  his  father's  disappointment,  he  hav- 
ing looked  forward  to  a  great  career  for  the  young  man.  His  letters 
of  counsel  and  advice  were  to  that  end;  oddly,  they  left  the  recipient 
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still  shy,  awkward,   tactless,    and   immature.     These  epistles,  not  in- 
tended for  public  perusal,  were  subsequently  printed  in  book  form. 

The  Earl  of  Chesterfield  died  in  1773.  Four  years  after  his  death, 
( Miscellaneous  Works  >  were  published  in  two  volumes,  also  ( Char- 
acters. >  < The  Art  of  Pleasing >  and  <  Letters  to  His  Heir  >  appeared 
ten  years  from  the  date  of  his  decease,  and  this  was  followed,  a 
few  months  later,  by  ( Memoirs  of  Asiaticus.' 


FROM   <  LETTERS   TO  HIS   SON> 
CONCERNING  MANNERS 

THERE  is  a  bienstance  with  regard  to  people  of  the  lowest 
degree;  a  gentleman  observes  it  with  his  footman,  even 
with  the  beggar  in  the  street.  He  considers  them  as  ob- 
jects of  compassion,  not  of  insult;  he  speaks  to  neither  d'un  ton 
brusque,  but  corrects  the  one  coolly,  and  refuses  the  other  with 
humanity.  There  is  no  one  occasion  in  the  world,  in  which  le 
ton  brusque  is  becoming  a  gentleman.  In  short,  les  biense'ances 
are  another  word  for  manners,  and  extend  to  every  part  of  life. 
They  are  propriety;  the  Graces  should  attend  in  order  to  com- 
plete them:  the  Graces  enable  us  to  do  genteelly  and  pleasingly 
what  les  biense'ances  require  to  be  done  at  all.  The  latter  are  an 
obligation  upon  every  man;  the  former  are  an  infinite  advan- 
tage and  ornament  to  any  man. 

THE  CONTROL  OF  ONE'S  COUNTENANCE 

PEOPLE  unused  to  the  world  have  babbling  countenances,  and 
are  unskillful  enough  to  show  what  they  have  sense  enough  not 
to  tell.  In  the  cotirse  of  the  world,  a  man  must  very  often  put 
on  an  easy,  frank  countenance,  upon  very  disagreeable  occasions; 
he  must  seem  pleased,  when  he  is  very  much  otherwise;  he  must 
be  able  to  accost  and  receive  with  smiles  those  whom  he  would 
much  rather  meet  with  swords.  In  Courts  he  must  not  turn 
himself  inside  out.  All  this  may,  nay,  must  be  done,  without 
falsehood  and  treachery:  for  it  must  go  no  further  than  politeness 
and  manners,  and  must  stop  short  of  assurances  and  professions 
of  simulated  friendship.  Good  manners  to  those  one  does  not 
love  are  no  more  a  breach  of  truth  than  <(your  humble  servant,* 
at  the  bottom  of  a  challenge,  is;  they  are  universally  agreed  upon 
and  understood  to  be  things  of  course.  They  are  necessary 
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guards  of  the  decency  and  peace  of  society:  they  must  only  act 
defensively;  and  then  not  with  arms  poisoned  with  perfidy. 
Truth,  but  not  the  whole  truth,  must  be  the  invariable  principle 
of  every  man  who  hath  either  religion,  honor,  or  prudence. 

• 
DRESS  AS  AN  INDEX   TO   CHARACTER 

I  CANNOT  help  forming  some  opinion  of  a  man's  sense 
and  character  from  his  dress;  and  I  believe  most  people  do 
as  well  as  myself.  Any  affectation  whatsoever  in  dress  implies 
in  my  mind  a  flaw  in  the  understanding  ...  A  man  of 
sense  carefully  avoids  any  particular  character  in  his  dress;  he  is 
accurately  clean  for  his  own  sake;  but  all  the  rest  is  for  other 
people's.  He  dresses  as  well,  and  in  the  same  manner,  as  the 
people  of  sense  and  fashion  of  the  place  where  he  is.  If  he 
dresses  better,  as  he  thinks, —  that  is,  more  than  they, —  he  is  a 
fop;  if  he  dresses  worse,  he  is  unpardonably  negligent:  but  of 
the  two,  I  would  rather  have  a  young  fellow  too  much  than  too 
little  dressed:  the  excess  on  that  side  will  wear  off  with  a  little 
age  and  reflection;  but  if  he  is  negligent  at  twenty,  he  will  be  a 
sloven  at  forty  and  stink  at  fifty  years  old.  Dress  yourself  fine 
where  others  are  fine,  and  plain  where  others  are  plain;  but  take 
care  always  that  your  clothes  are  well  made  and  fit  you,  for 
otherwise  they  will  give  you  a  very  awkward  air.  When  you 
are  once  well  dressed  for  the  day,  think  no  more  of  it  after- 
wards; and  without  any  stiffness  or  fear  of  discomposing  that 
dress,  let  all  your  motions  be  as  easy  and  natural  as  if  you  had 
no  clothes  on  at  all. 


SOME  REMARKS  ON  GOOD  BREEDING 

A  FRIEND  of  yours  and  mine  has  justly  defined  good  breed- 
ing to  be  (<the  result  of  much  good  sense,  some  good  nature,  and 
a  little  self-denial  for  the  sake  of  others,  and  with  a  view  to 
obtain  the  same  indulgence  from  them."  Taking  this  for  granted 
(as  I  think  it  cannot  be  disputed),  it  is  astonishing  to  me  that 
anybody  who  had  good  sense  and  good  nature  (and  I  believe 
you  have  both)  can  essentially  fail  in  good  breeding.  As  to  the 
modes  of  it,  indeed,  they  vary  according  to  persons,  places,  and 
circumstances,  and  are  only  to  be  acquired  by  observation  and 
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experience;  but  the  substance  of  it  is  everywhere  and  eternally 
the  same.  Good  manners  are  to  particular  societies  what  good 
morals  are  to  society  in  general  —  their  cement  and  their  security. 
And  as  laws  are  enacted  to  enforce  good  morals,  or  at  least 
to  prevent  the  ill  effects  of  bad  ones,  so  there  are  certain  rules 
of  civility,  universally  implied  and  received,  to  enforce  good 
manners  and  punish  bad  ones.  And  indeed  there  seems  to  me 
to  be  less  difference,  both  between  the  crimes  and  punishments, 
than  at  first  one  would  imagine.  .  .  .  Mutual  complaisances, 
attentions,  and  sacrifices  of  little  conveniences,  are  as  natural 
an  implied  compact  between  civilized  people  as  protection  and 
obedience  are  between  kings  and  subjects:  whoever  in  either 
case  violates  that  compact,  justly  forfeits  all  advantages  arising 
from  it.  For  my  own  part,  I  really  think  that  next  to  the  con- 
sciousness of  doing  a  good  action,  that  of  doing  a  civil  one  is  the 
most  pleasing:  and  the  epithet  which  I  should  covet  the  most, 
next  to  that  of  Aristides,  would  be  that  of  "well-bred." 


THE   CHOICE   OF  A  VOCATION 
FROM  ^MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS* 

IT  is  very  certain  that  no  man  is  fit  for  everything;  but  it  is 
almost  as  certain  too  that  there  is  scarce  any  one  man  who 
is  not  fit  for  something,  which  something  nature  plainly 
points  out  to  him  by  giving  him  a  tendency  and  propensity  to 
it.  I  look  upon  common-sense  to  be  to  the  mind  what  con- 
science is  to  the  heart, —  the  faithful  and  constant  monitor  of 
what  is  right  or  wrong.  And  I  am  convinced  that  no  man  com- 
mits either  a  crime  or  a  folly  but  against  the  manifest  and 
sensible  representations  of  the  one  or  the  other.  Every  man 
finds  in  himself,  either  from  nature  or  education, —  for  they  are 
hard  to  distinguish, —  a  peculiar  bent  and  disposition  to  some 
particular  character;  and  his  struggling  against  it  is  the  fruitless 
and  endless  labor  of  Sisyphus.  Let  him  follow  and  cultivate 
that  vocation,  he  will  succeed  in  it,  and  be  considerable  in  one 
way  at  least;  whereas  if  he  departs  from  it  he  will  at  best  be 
inconsiderable,  probably  ridiculous. 
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(1874-) 

BY  STUART  P.  SHERMAN 

[HUBERT  KEITH  CHESTERTON,  poet,  humorist,  journalist,  essay- 
ist, critic,  biographer,  romancer,  theologian,  and  so  forth, 
was  born  into  this  most  interesting  of  all  possible  worlds  on 
May  29th,  1874,  in  London,  the  city  of  his  soul  and  the  centre  of  his 
universe.  To  St.  Paul's  School  and  to  the  Slade  School  of  Art  he  was 
indebted  for  his  formal  education.  To  his  marriage  in  1901  may  be 
traced  his  enthusiasm  for  English  family  life.  In  1900  he  embraced 
journalism,  and  journalism  returned  his  embrace.  His  chief  con- 
nection was  with  the  London  Daily  News,  on  which  he  served  from 
1900  to  1913,  when  he  transferred  his  allegiance  to  the  Daily  Herald. 
He  has  also  been  a  frequent  contributor  to  the  Bookman,  the  Nation, 
and  the  Illustrated  London  News.  Ten  years  after  his  irruption  into 
Fleet  Street  he  was  one  of  the  half-dozen  writers  of  his  generation  with 
whom  it  was  fairly  safe  to  assume  that  England  and  America  were 
acquainted.  Every  week  he  produced  a  pungent  signed  article  or 
more;  and  almost  every  year,  gathering  up  his  variegated  produc- 
tions, he  published  from  one  to  six  books.  He  made  himself  an  un- 
avoidable author,  and,  till  he  had  uttered  his  opinions  once  or  twice 
on  everything  in  earth  and  heaven,  he  passed  generally  for  a  fresh  and 
exhilarating  author.  In  the  reaction  which  has  followed  his  exces- 
sive stimulation  of  his  readers — by  1916  he  had  put  forth  some 
thirty-four  volumes  —  there  are  certain  indications  that  the  public  is 
relaxing  its  curiosity  as  to  what  he  will  say  next;  there  is  some  dis- 
position to  dismiss  him  as  ((merely  a  j6urnalist.» 

If  he  had  been  content  merely  to  reflect  the  color  and  character 
of  the  passing  days,  he  might  perhaps  be  dismissed  as  ((merely  a  jour- 
nalist)); but  as  a  matter  of  fact  he  has  been  constantly  animated  with 
the  passion  of  the  reformer  and  the  artist  for  modifying  the  days  as 
they  passed  by  stamping  indelibly  upon  them  his  own  highly  indivi- 
dual character  and  color.  He  has  made  his  resonant  personal  note 
one  of  the  dominant  elements  in  the  noise  and  music  of  contemporary 
life.  He  has  toiled  and  spread  himself  abroad  like  a  man  of  letters 
harboring  an  ambition  to  make  future  historians  inquire  whether  the 
early  years  of  the  twentieth  century  should  not  be  called  the  Age  of 
G.  K.  Chesterton.  Inspired  by  a  sense  that  his  mental  response 
matches  in  unusually  adequate  fashion  the  complexity  and  marvel- 
ousness  of  the  world  he  lives  in,  he  has  offered  for  our  consideration  a 
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novel  and  ingenious  state  of  mind.  His  humor  is  like  that  of  Jacques 
in  one  respect  —  it  is  compounded  of  many  simples.  He  aspires  to 
be  as  romantic  as  Don  Quixote  and  as  practical  as  Sancho  Panza; 
as  nonsensical  as  Edward  Lear  and  Lewis  Carroll  and  as  purposeful  as 
Thomas  Carlyle;  as  exciting  to  the  intelligence  as  G.  B.  Shaw  and  as 
sensible  as  the  Book  of  Proverbs;  as  paradoxical  as  Oscar  Wilde  and 
as  moral  as  Lord  Macaulay;  as  mystical  as  William  Blake  and  as  stout 
and  dogmatic  as  Samuel  Johnson;  as  original  as  Browning  and  as 
conventional  as  Tennyson;  as  thoroughly  in  touch  with  the  moving 
world  as  H.  G.  Wells  and  as  orthodox  and  traditional  as  the  Arch- 
bishop'of  Canterbury.  The  Chestertonian  idea  is,  in  short,  to  cast 
a  shimmering  and  iridescent  veil  over  common  sense,  and  to  rein- 
vest in  glory  the  traditional  Anglo-Saxon  Englishman,  honest,  pre- 
judiced, virile,  humorous,  pious.,  and  violent.  In  order  to  win  for  the 
hero  of_his  heart  a  place  in  the  sun  Mr.  Chesterton  has  felt  obliged  to 
make  two  campaigns:  one  against  the  aesthetic  decadence  of  the  im- 
mediate past,  and  one  against  the  scientific  radicalism  threatening  to 
occupy  the  immediate  future.  The  complexion  of  the  proposed  Chester- 
tonian reign  or  interregnum  we  shall  consider. 

Apparently  he  vowed  himself  the  champion  of  common  sense  and 
the  central  English  traditions  in  a  powerful  feeling  of  revulsion  from 
that  tract  of  English  life  and  letters  sometimes  designated  as  the  Yel- 
low 'Nineties,  in  which  a  confluence  of  forces  had  made  fashionable 
the  languor  of  Pater,  the  dandyism  of  Whistler  and  Wilde,  Aubrey 
Beardsley's  sinister  attenuations  of  evil,  the  drab  realism  of  Gissing 
and  George  Moore,  Russian  pessimism,  Parisian  Orientalism,  the 
dreary,  sad-eyed  singing  of  Ernest  Dowson,  the  spiritual  impotence  of 
Arthur  Symons,  and  every  shade  of  the  venomous  melancholia  which 
infests  the  airs  of  Swinburne's  (Garden  of  Proserpine.)  Through 
this  memorable  yellow  season,  the  yellowest  since  the  days  of  Charles 
II.,  Mr.  Chesterton  was  waxing  towards  his  twenty-fifth  year;  but  at 
a  time  of  life  so  subject  to  the"  seduction  of  novelties  —  nenuphars, 
catafalques,  and  vampires,  for  example  —  something,  perhaps  the 
fairies  whom  he  has  praised  so  ingratiatingly,  perhaps  simply  a  hearty 
unspoiled  appetite,  withheld  him  from  the  corrupt  and  pallid  festivals 
of  the  fin  de  siecle.  While  the  world-weary  and  death-bitten  aesthetes 
were  sipping  their  absinthe  and  reading  their  Gautier  and  growing 
thin  and  refined  and  sad  and  apathetic,  he  was  drinking  his  beer  and 
reading  his  Dickens  and  growing  burly  and  vulgar  and  jolly  and  belli- 
cose. At  the  turn  of  the  century  with  fire  in  his  eyes  under  broad 
shaggy  brows  of  a  massive  head  merged  in  a  great  bulk  of  shoulder  he 
snorted  with  disgust  and  derision  and  the  joy  of  battle,  and  charged 
through  the  blue  china  shop  of  the  Yellow  'Nineties  like  a  bison,  with 
results  enlivening  to  all  beholders.  The  bodies  of  the  aesthetes  he 
burned,  metaphorically  speaking,  as  a  living  sacrifice  to  the  memory 
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of  the  genuine  Anglo-Saxon  Englishman;  but  their  arms  and  muni- 
tions he  preserved  for  use  in  his  second  campaign. 

Mr.  Chesterton  made  war  against  the  aesthetic  decadents  because 
of  their  absurd  hopelessness.  He  made  war  against  the  scientific 
radicals  because  of  their  absurd  hopefulness.  Extremes  meet  and 
become  allies:  decadents  and  radicals  are  alike  in  their  dull  indiffer- 
ence to  the  tangible  and  proffered  satisfactions  of  life.  Mr.  Chester- 
ton, for  one,  would  not  swap  fifty  years  of  his  own  Merry  England 
for  a  cycle  in  any  Utopia  constructive  by  a  scientific  reformer.  He 
is  sure  that  going  further  he  should  fare  worse  to  wake  in  a  ((Bur- 
banked))  world  —  without  the  inedible  pit,  perhaps,  but  certainly 
without  the  delightful  tang  of  the  fruit  ripened  in  the  wild  Eden  of, 
say,  Mr.  Pickwick's  time.  His  criticism  of  Mr.  Sidney  Webb,  Mr. 
G.  B.  Shaw,  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells,  and  the  other  gentlemen  who,  for  re- 
molding purposes,  propose  to  shatter  the  universe  to  bits  is  twofold: 
first,  that  these  gentlemen  greatly  exaggerate  the  frangibility  of  the 
universe;  second,  that  they  are  quite  inadequately  acquainted  with 
the  ((heart's  desire.))  In  the  strength  of  his  own  insight  into  the  wants 
of  that  mysterious  organ,  and  in  the  strength  of  his  faith  in  something 
immutable  in  rerum  natura,  he  has  struck  out  right  and  left,  some- 
times blindly,  sometimes  with  victorious  vision,  at  almost  every 
radicalism  stirring  in  these  days:  rationalism,  cosmopolitanism,  im- 
perialism, Prussianism,  pacifism,  socialism,  feminism,  eugenics,  free-love, 
teetotalism,  and  vegetarianism. 

According  to  his  creed,  beef,  beer,  marriage,  romantic  'mating, 
domestic  women,  property,  fighting,  liberty,  democracy,  and  a  mysti- 
cal religion  are  ((the  things  of  a  man.))  Whether  this  bundle  of  pas- 
sionately defended  prejudices  is  entitled  to  be  called,  as  he  calls  it, 
Liberalism,  is  another  matter.  Liberalism  is  a  relative  term;  in  the 
days  of  Mr.  Pickwick  Liberalism  might  have  been  satisfied  with  Mr. 
Chesterton's  large  praise  of  democracy,  vulgarity,  and  doing  as  one 
likes.  For  a  Liberal  of  the  twentieth  century  Mr.  Chesterton  has 
been  too  thoroughly  in  opposition.  He  has  shown  himself  too  much 
indisposed  to  what  is  known  as  ((thinking  socially.))  He  has  displayed 
a  reprehensible  indulgence  to  the  antique  world.  He  has  praised 
too  many  ((classical))  institutions  and  things:  the  Church,  Christmas, 
the  Victorians,  English  inns,  brown  oak,  old  wine,  English  buns,  Dr. 
Johnson,  Fielding,  Pope,  fairy  tales,  King  Alfred.  In  the  opinion  of 
the  present  writer  he  has  betrayed  on  the  whole  the  temperament  of 
a  Tory.  He  is  a  very  sophisticated  and  agile  Conservative,  formid- 
able because  he  meets  all  adversaries  with  their  own  weapons  of  latest 
device  and  wields  them  with  the  accomplished  ease  of  the  cleverest 
young  Radical. 

One  may  strike  into  his  works  anywhere  with  a  certainty  of  finding 
within  a  page  unmistakable  marks  of  his  thought  and  style;  and  one 
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may  know  by  that  token  that  he  possesses  an  original  literary  talent. 
The  reader  who  desires  to  form  a  notion  of  his  range  and  versatility 
without  going  through  all  his  volumes  may  be  recommended  to  look 
into  each  of  the  following  more  or  less  arbitrary  divisions  of  his  writ- 
ing: Poetry  and  Drama;  Romances  and  Mystery  Stories;  Miscellan- 
eous Essays;  Biography  and  Criticism;  Religion. 

Mr.  Chesterton  made  his  first  appearance  with  an  illustrated  book 
of  nonsense  verse,  (Greybeards  at  Play,)  1900  —  a  fling  at  the  de- 
cadents. He  followed  this  up  in  the  same  year  with  (The  Wild  Knight,) 
a  book  of  verse  in  which  he  attempted  to  express  his  seriousness  and 
his  chivalry.  In  (The  Ballad  of  the  White  Horse,)  1911,  he  cele- 
brates with  good  intention  but  without  much  narrative  skill  the  heroic 
days  of  King  Alfred.  In  1913  he  published  (Magic,)  a  little  play 
with  a  supernatural  motive,  which  derives  its  chief  interest  from  its 
relation  to  his  defense  of  fairies  and  of  Christianity.  (Poems,)  1915, 
of  miscellaneous  contents,  is  perhaps  the  most  readable  volume  in 
this  group;  the  most  savory  pieces  in  it  are  the  satirical  balades.  Mr. 
Chesterton's  verses  are  generally  ((not  bad,))  but  one  is  a  little  disposed 
to  wonder  why  he  writes  them.  He  is  a  good  phrase-maker,  conceives 
bold  images,  has  an  ear  for  a  thumping  measure,  abounds  in  allitera- 
tion, and  can  make  a  joke  in  rhyme;  but  he  uses  all  these  powers  and 
artifices  with  much  greater  effect  in  prose.  He  uses  them  in  verse  as 
if  he  had  learned  them  in  prose  —  though  it  must  also  be  said  that  he 
frequently  uses  alliteration  in  prose  as  if  he  had  saturated  himself  in 
the  most  alliterative  verse  of  Swinburne. 

In  the  riot  of  his  imagination,  which  at  its  height  is  too  unruly  for 
verse,  he  has  invented  a  form  of  long  romance,  curiously  blending  a 
Quixotic  chivalry  with  Pickwickian  farce,  Stevensonian  romance, 
and  Stocktonian  extravaganza.  It  seems  to  have  originated  as  an 
answer  to  the  question  more  or  less  definitely  formulated  in  the 
author's  mind:  ((What  would  happen  if  my  acts  were  as  unexpected 
and  unconventional  as  my  words  —  if  I  put  sack  coats  and  trousers 
upon  my  leading  ideas,  and  released  them  in  London?))  Thus  in  (The 
Napoleon  of  Notting  Hill,)  1904,  he  releases  in  King  Auberon  his  own 
supreme  levity  and  in  Adam  Wayne  his  own  supreme  seriousness, 
with  consequences  disturbing  to  the  realm  of  Albion.  In  (The  Man 
Who  Was  Thursday,)  1908,  he  shows  what  melodramatic  events  would 
occur  if  he  should  translate  his  detestation  of  philosophical  anarchists 
into  deeds.  Catholicism  and  atheism,  spiritedly  incarnate  in  (The 
Ball  and  the  Cross,)  1910,  fight  a  running  duel  from  end  to  end  of 
England.  ((Manalive,))  1912,  presents  the  apparition,  in  a  sufficiently 
commonplace  household,  of  one  Smith,  who  has  a  magnificent  time 
by  simply  behaving  like  a  roaring  schoolboy.  Finally,  in  (The  Fly- 
ing Inn,)  1912  he  shows  the  sort  of  law-abiding  revolt  that  he  might  lead 
if  ever  the  teetotalers  had  their  way,  and  drink  and  taverns  were 
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abolished.  All  these  books  have  pages  of  ebullient  humor,  bits  of 
brilliant  description,  abundance  of  epigrams,  occasional  passages  of 
intense  poetic  sentiment,  notes  of  fine  morality,  and  withal  a  certain 
broad  symbolical  value.  And  yet,  with  the  exception  of  (The  Fly- 
ing Inn,)  their  winding  bouts  of  disjointed  nonsense  are  far  too  long 
drawn  out;  before  the  end,  unless  one  has  a  Gargantuan  appetite  for 
hodgepodge,  one  is  likely  to  become  maudlin  or  weary.  The  books 
of  mystery  stories  —  (The  Club  of  Queer  Trades,)  1905;  (The  Inno- 
cence of  Father  Brown,)  1911;  and  (The  Wisdom  of  Father  Brown,) 
1914  —  remind  one  inevitably  of  Stevenson's  (Suicide  Club,)  and  the 
exploits  of  Sherlock  Holmes.  They  are  without  the  roystering  mirth 
and  energy  of  his  romances,  yet  they  preserve  most  of  the  flavor  of 
Chestertonian  fiction,  and  they  have  compensating  advantages  of 
brevity  and  form.  Of  all  his  characters  and  caricatures  Father  Brown 
in  the  detective  stories  and  Delroy  in  (The  Flying  Inn)  seem  most 
breathed  upon  by  the  creative  spirit. 

Under  miscellaneous  essays  we  may  bring  together  the  follow- 
ing volumes:  (The  Defendant,)  1901;  (All  Things  Considered,) 
1908;  (Tremendous  Trifles,)  1909;  (Alarms  and  Discursions)  and 
(What's  Wrong  with  the  World?)  1910;  (A  Miscellany  of  Men,)  1912; 
and  (Letters  to  an  Old  Garibaldian,)  1915.  Though  (What's 
Wrong  with  the  World,)  bears  some  marks  of  premeditation,  this 
collection  of  books  may  be  considered,  in  the  main,  as  the 
((bag))  of  a  journalistic  sportsman  who  has  been  shooting  con- 
temporary follies  as  they  fly.  We  have  already  sufficiently  described 
the  shooting  station  and  the  nature  of  the  game  —  everything  ob- 
noxious or  ridiculous  to  a  highly  individualistic  Tory-Democrat  from 
the  Boer  War  to  the  War  of  1914.  All  that  can  be  said  against  the 
preservation  of  these  periodical  essays  Mr.  Chesterton  has  himself 
said  in  (The  Case  for  the  Ephemeral)  which  prefaces  the  thirty-four 
other  little  essays  in  (All  Things  Considered): 

((I  cannot  understand  the  people  who  take  literature  seriously;  but  I  can  love 
them,  and  I  do.  Out  of  my  love  for  them  I  warn  them  to  keep  clear  of  this  book. 
It  is  a  collection  of  crude  and  shapeless  papers  upon  current  or  rather  flying  sub- 
jects; and  they  must  be  published  pretty  much  as  they  stand.  They  were  written, 
as  a  rule,  at  the  last  moment;  they  were  handed  in  the  moment  before  it  was  too 
late,  and  I  do  not  think  the  commonwealth  would  have  been  shaken  to  its  founda- 
tions if  they  had  been  handed  in-  the  moment  after.  .  .  .  Their  chief  vice  is  that 
so  many  of  them  are  very  serious;  because  I  had  no  time  to  make  them  flippant.  .  .  . 
The  last  indictment  against  this  book  is  the  worst  of  all.  It  is  simply  this:  that  if 
all  goes  well  this  book  will  be  unintelligible  gibberish.)) 

What  then  is  the  case  for  the  ephemeral?  Well,  as  our  author  puts 
it,  his  book  ((may  last  just  twenty  minutes  longer  than  most  of  the 
philosophies  that  it  attacks))  —  and  they  are  not  dead  yet! 
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A  certain  journalistic  militancy  lends  vivacity  to  Mr.  Chester- 
ton's entertaining,  suggestive,  and  essentially  thoughtful  criticism  of 
authors  and  artists.  Far  from  taking  literature  lightly,  he  brings  his 
whole  character  and  his  convictions  to  bear  upon  it.  With  cool  aca- 
demic exposition  and  appraisal  he  has  nothing  to  do;  whatever  he 
thinks  worth  talking  about  he  thinks  worth  fighting  about.  He  enters 
into  violent  relations  with  men  of  letters,  and  he  returns  to  his  readers 
with  emphatic  admirations  and  hot  detestations,  supported  by  a  con- 
tinuous sparkling  argument,  which  sharply  defines  the  relations  of  the 
subject  of  debate  to  the  Chestertonian  philosophy.  His  heart  responds 
with  a  livelier  beat  to  an  exuberant  genius  than  to  a  fine  talent.  If 
the  genius  has  the  further  merit  of  being  quite  soundly  ((English,)) 
he  is  perfectly  happy.  He  is  fertile  in  striking  and  often  penetrating 
generalizations,  in  compact  formulations  and  summaries  of  the  spirit 
and  form  of  men  and  their  periods.  Even  when  he  paints  a  hero  he 
is.  constantly  urged  to  the  verge  of  caricature  by  his  taste  for  dazzling 
contrasts  and  by  his  habit  of  excessive  emphasis.  In  his  (Twelve 
Types,)  1902,  he  gave  promise  of  the  intensity  and  the  gusto  which 
reached  their  maximum  in  his  celebration  of  Dickens.  In  the  same 
year  he  interpreted,  with  comparative  sobriety,  G.  F.  Watts  as  a  good 
Englishman  and  a  great  Victorian  painter.  In  1903  he  published  his 
(Robert  Browning,)  the  most  unconventional  and  not  the  least  valu- 
able study  in  the  English  Men  of  Letters  Series.  With  (Heretics)  in 
1905  he  made  a  spirited  raid  upon  Mr.  Kipling,  Mr.  Wells,  Mr.  George 
Moore,  and  other  antipathetic  spokesmen  of  the  hour.  His  (Charles 
Dickens,)  1906,  was  the  first  broadside  to  announce  his  ((personally 
conducted))  Dickens  revival.  A  defender  of  mystics  —  when  he  can 
distinguish  them  from  madmen  and  from  the  disciples  of  Mr.  Yeats  - 
he  produced  in  1910  a  delightful  little  book  on  William  Blake.  In 
1910,  also,  stimulated  by  his  most  dangerous  competitor  with  sword 
or  foils,  he  delivered  a  brilliant  and  damaging  attack  on  George  Ber- 
nard Shaw.  In  1911  he  gathered  his  prefaces  to  volumes  in  the 
Everyman  Library  into  a  second  book  on  Dickens.  In  1913  he  made 
a  remarkable  condensation  of  all  his  passions  and  prejudices  and 
opinions  about  the  England  of  his  fathers  in  (The  Victorian  Age  in 
Literature.) 

All  Mr.  Chesterton's  writings  are  pervaded  by  a  certain  inspiriting 
emotion  which  he  would  probably  describ.e  as  religious  joy.  His  re- 
ligious experiences  and  convictions  he  has  explicitly  set  forth  in  (Or- 
thodoxy,) 1908,  a  book  which  contains  in  the  most  translucent  form 
the  quintessence  of  the  Chestertonian  philosophy.  Daily  engaged  as 
a  brisk  modern  journalist  in  the  thick  of  popular  intellectual  libertin- 
ism and  vaunting  his  familiarity  with  the  latest  moral  and  religious 
heresies,  Mr.  Chesterton,  overhauling  his  fundamental  beliefs,  dis- 
covers here  with  a  shock  of  surprise  that  he  is  body  and  soul  a  Christian, 
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and  plunges  into  Christian  apologetics.  His  point  of  departure  is 
what  he  regards  as  the  ((actual  fact  that  the  central  Christian  theology 
is  the  best  root  of  energy  and  sound  ethics.))  To  adopt  the  familiar 
style  of  the  Pragmatists,  Christianity,  which  cannot  be  called  a  failure, 
because  it  has  never  been  tried,  is  obviously  the  only  peg  that  fits  the 
hole  in  the  human  heart.  Various  neologies  have  had  their  innings; 
they  have  failed  to  comfort,  guide,  and  inspire.  One  has  abolished 
heaven  and  hell;  another,  vice  and  virtue;  a  third,  everything  but  the 
ego.  They  have  made  men  sentimental,  paralytic,  anarchical,  and 
mad.  The  age  of  interrogation  has  accomplished  its  mission:  modern 
thought  lies  in  apathy  and  despair  under  the  gray  evening  twilight  of 
philosophic  freedom.  In  this  awful  juncture  Mr.  Chesterton  redis- 
covers Christianity,  restores  God  to  his  heaven  and  the  devil  to  hell. 
The  lost  values  and  contrasts  of  life  return;  at  a  flash  the  grass  which 
was  gray  grows  green  again,  and  mute  birds  sing.  Christianity,  with 
its  vivid  sense  of  sin,  gives  the  basis  for  the  violent  loves  and  hates 
that  make  a  man  know  he  is  living.  Christianity,  with  its  emphasis 
upon  free  will,  gives  the  basis  for  the  militant  courage  that  sends  a 
man  on  his  course  like  a  thunderbolt.  Christianity,  with  its  sharp 
distinction  between  flesh  and  spirit,  lifts  a  man  out  from  his  animal 
self.  The  right  Christian  is  neither  pessimist  nor  optimist  but  both 
at  once  in  the  highest  degree  of  each.  His  predominant  mood,  how- 
ever, is  a  kind  of  loyalty  to  this  miraculous  universe;  he  is  a  ((cosmic 
patriot.))  The  theology  of  the  book  is  defended  with  the  mirth  and 
bravado  of  an  eighth  pragmatic  Champion  of  Christendom;  the  moral- 
ity needs  no  defense  —  it  is  as  sound  as  Moses. 
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THE  DICKENS  PERIOD 

From  (Charles  Dickens.)     Copyright  by  Dodd,  Mead  and  Company,  and  reprinted 

by  their  permission. 

EXAGGERATION  is  the  definition  of  Art.  That  both  Dickens  and 
the  moderns  understood  Art  is,  in  its  inmost  nature,  fantastic. 
Time  brings  queer  revenges,  and  while  the  Realists  were  yet 
living,  the  art  of  Dickens  was  justified  by  Aubrey  Beardsley.  But 
men  like  Aubrey  Beardsley  were  allowed  to  be  fantastic,  because  the 
mood  which  they  overstrained  and  overstated  was  a  mood  which  their 
period  understood.  Dickens  overstrains  and  overstates  a  mood  our 
period  does  not  understand.  The  truth  he  exaggerates  is  exactly  this 
old  Revolution  sense  of  infinite  opportunity  and  boisterous  brother- 
hood. And  we  resent  his  undue  sense  of  it,  because  we  ourselves  have 
not  even  a  due  sense  of  it.  We  feel  troubled  with  too  much  where  we 
have  too  little;  we  wish  he  would  keep  it  within  bounds.  For  we  are 
all  exact  and  scientific  on  the  subjects  we  do- not  care  about.  We  all 
immediately  detect  exaggeration  in  an  exposition  of  Mormonism  or  a 
patriotic  speech  from  Paraguay.  We  all  require  sobriety  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  sea  serpent.  But  the  moment  we  begin  to  believe  a  thing 
ourselves,  that  moment  we  begin  easily  to  overstate  it;  and  the  moment 
our  souls  become  serious,  our  words  become  a  little  wild.  And  certain 
moderns  are  thus  placed  towards  exaggeration.  They  permit  any 
writer  to  emphasize  doubts,  for  instance,  for  doubts  are  their  religion, 
but  they  permit  no  man  to  emphasize  dogmas.  If  a  man  be  the  mildest 
Christian,  they  smell  ((cant));  but  he  can  be  a  raving  windmill  of 
pessimism,  and  they  call  it  ((temperament.))  If  a  moralist  paints  a 
wild  picture  of  immorality,  they  doubt  its  truth,  they  say  that 
devils  are  not  so  black  as  they  are  painted.  But  if  a  pessimist 
paints  a  wild  picture  of  melancholy,  they  accept  the  whole 
horrible  psychology,  and  they  never  ask  if  devils  are  as  blue  as 
they  are  painted. 

It  is  evident,  in  short,  why  even  those  who  admire  exaggeration  do 
not  admire  Dickens.  He  is  exaggerating  the  wrong  thing.  They  know 
what  it  is  to  feel  a  sadness  so  strange  and  deep  that  only  impossible 
characters  can  express  it:  they  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  a  joy  so 
vital  and  violent  that  only  impossible  characters  can  express  that. 
They  know  that  the  soul  can  be  so  sad  as  to  dream  naturally  of  the 
blue  faces  of  the  corpses  of  Baudelaire:  they  do  not  know  that  the  soul 
can  be  so  cheerful  as  to  dream  naturally  of  the  blue  face  of  Major 
Bagstock.  They  know  that  there  is  a  point  of  depression  at  which  one 


GILBERT    KEITH    CHESTERTON  3628! 

believes  in  Tintagiles :  they  do  not  know  that  there  is  a  point  of  exhila- 
ration at  which  one  believes  in  Mr.  Wegg.  To  them  the  impossibilities 
of  Dickens  seem  much  more  impossible  than  they  really  are,  because 
they  are  already  attuned  to  the  opposite  impossibilities  of  Maeterlinck. 
For  every  mood  there  is  an  appropriate  impossibility  —  a  decent  and 
tactful  impossibility  —  fitted  to  the  frame  of  mind.  Every  train  of 
thought  may  end  in  an  ecstasy,  and  all  roads  lead  to  Elfland.  But  few 
now  walk  far  enough  along  the  street  of  Dickens  to  find  the  place  where 
the  cockney  villas  grow  so  comic  that  they  become  poetical.  People 
do  not  know  how  far  mere  good  spirits  will  go.  For  instance,  we  never 
think  (as  the  old  folk-lore  did)  of  good  spirits  reaching  to  the  spiritual 
world.  We  see  this  in  the  complete  absence  from  modern,  popular 
supernaturalism  of  the  old  popular  mirth.  We  hear  plenty  to-day  of 
the  wisdom  of  the  spiritual  world;  but  we  do  not  hear,  as  our  fathers 
did,  of  the  folly  of  the  spiritual  world,  of  the  tricks  of  the  gods,  and 
the  jokes  of  the  patron  saints.  Our  popular  tales  tell  us  of  a  man  who 
is  so  wise  that  he  touches  the  supernatural,  like  Dr.  Nikola;  but  they 
never  tell  us  (like  the  popular  tales  of  the  past)  of  a  man  who  was  so 
silly  that  he  touched  the  supernatural,  like  Bottom  the  Weaver.  We 
do  not  understand  the  dark  and  transcendental  sympathy  between 
fairies  and  fools.  We  understand  a  devout  occultism,  an  evil  occultism, 
a  tragic  occultism,  but  a  farcical  occultis  mis  beyond  us.  Yet  a  farcical 
occultism  is  the  very  essence  of  (The  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.) 
It  is  also  the  right  and  credible  essence  of  (The  Christmas  Carol.) 
Whether  we  understand  it  depends  upon  whether  we  can  understand 
that  exhilaration  is  not  a  physical  accident,  but  a  mystical  fact;  that 
exhilaration  can  be  infinite,  like  sorrow;  that  a  joke  can  be  so  big  that 
it  breaks  the  roof  of  the  stars.  By  simply  going  on  being  absurd,  a 
thing  can  become  godlike ;  there  is  but  one  step  from  the  ridiculous  to 
the  sublime. 

Dickens  was  great  because  he  was  immoderately  possessed  with  all 
this;  if  we  are  to  understand  him  at  all  we  must  also  be  moderately 
possessed  with  it.  We  must  understand  this  old  limitless  hilarity  and 
human  confidence,  at  least  enough  to  be  able  to  endure  it  when  it  is 
pushed  a  great  deal  too  far.  For  Dickens  did  push  it  too  far;  he  did 
push  the  hilarity  to  the  point  of  incredible  character-drawing;  he  did 
push  the  human  confidence  to  the  point  of  an  unconvincing  senti- 
mentalism.  You  can  trace,  if  you  will,  the  revolutionary  joy  till  it 
reaches  the  incredible  Sapsea  epitaph ;  you  can  trace  the  revolutionary 
hope  till  it  reaches  the  repentance  of  Dombey.  There  is  still  plenty  to 
carp  at  in  this  man  if  you  are  inclined  to  carp ;  you  may  easily  find  him 
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vulgar  if  you  cannot  see  that  he  is  divine ;  and  if  you  cannot  laugh  with 
Dickens,  undoubtedly  you  can  laugh  at  him. 

I  believe  myself  that  this  braver  world  of  his  will  certainly  return; 
for  I  believe  that  it  is  bound  up  with  realities,  like  morning  and  the 
spring.  But  for  those  who  beyond  remedy  regard  it  as  an  error,  I  put 
this  appeal  before  any  other  observations  on  Dickens.  First  let  us 
sympathize,  if  only  for  an  instant,  with  the  hopes  of  the  Dickens 
period,  with  that  cheerful  trouble  of  change.  If  democracy  has  dis- 
appointed you,  do  not  think  of  it  as  a  burst  bubble,  but  at  least  as  a 
broken  heart,  an  old  love-affair.  Do  not  sneer  at  the  time  when  the 
creed  of  humanity  was  on  its  honeymoon;  treat  it  with  the  dreadful 
reverence  that  is  due  to  youth.  .  For  you,  perhaps,  a  drearier  philosophy 
has  covered  and  eclipsed  the  earth.  The  fierce  poet  of  the  Middle 
Ages  wrote,  ((Abandon  hope  all  ye  who  enter  here))  over  the  gates  of 
the  lower  world.  The  emancipated  poets  of  to-day  have  written  it 
over  the  gates  of  this  world.  But  if  we  are  to  understand  the  story 
which  follows,  we  must  erase  that  apocalyptic  writing,  if  only  for  an 
hour.  We  must  recreate  the  faith  of  our  fathers,  if  only  as  an  artistic 
atmosphere.  If,  then,  you  are  a  pessimist,  in  reading  this  story, 
forego  for  a  little  the  pleasures  of  pessimism.  Dream  for  one  mad 
moment  that  the  grass  is  green.  Unlearn  that  sinister  learning  that 
you  think  so  clear;  deny  that  deadly  knowledge  that  you  think  you 
know.  Surrender  the  very  flower  of  your  culture;  give  up  the  very 
jewel  of  your  pride;  abandon  hopelessness,  all  ye  who  enter  here. 


TO  EDMUND  CLERIHEW  BENTLEY 

The  dedication  of  (The  Man  Who  Was  Thursday).     From  (Poems.)     Copyright  by 
John  Lane  Company,  and  reprinted  by  their  permission. 

A  CLOUD  was  on  the  mind  of  men,  and  wailing  went  the  weather, 
Yea,  a  sick  cloud  upon  the  soul  when  we  were  boys  together. 
Science  announced  nonentity  and  art  admired  decay; 
The  world  was  old  and  ended;  but  you  and  I  were  gay. 
Round  us  in  antic  order  their  crippled  vices  came  — 
Lust  that  had  lost  its  laughter,  fear  that  had  lost  its  shame. 
Like  the  white  lock  of  Whistler,  that  lit  our  aimless  gloom, 
Men  showed  their  own  white  feather  as  proudly  as  a  plume. 
Life  was  a  fly  that  faded,  and  death  a  drone  that  stung; 
The  world  was  very  old  indeed  when  you  and  I  were  young. 
They  twisted  even  decent  sin  to  shapes  not  to  be  named: 
Men  were  ashamed  of  honor;  but  we  were  not  ashamed. 
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Weak  if  we  were  and  foolish,  not  thus  we  failed,  not  thus; 

When  that  black  Baal  blocked  the  heavens  he  had  no  hymns  for  us. 

Children  we  were  —  our  forts  of  sand  were  even  as  weak  as  we, 

High  as  they  went  we  piled  them  up  to  break  that  bitter  sea. 

Fools  as  we  were  in  motley,  all  jangling  and  absurd, 

When  all  church  bells  were  silent  our  cap  and  bells  were  heard. 

Not  all  unhelped  we  held  the  fort,  our  tiny  flags  unfurled; 

Some  giants  labored  in  that  cloud  to  lift  it  from  the  world. 

I  find  again  the  book  we  found,  I  feel  the  hour  that  flings 

Far  out  of  fish-shaped  Paumanok  some  cry  of  cleaner  things; 

And  the  Green  Carnation  withered,  as  in  forest  fires  that  pass, 

Roared  in  the  wind  of  all  the  world  ten  million  leaves  of  grass; 

Or  sane  and  sweet  and  sudden  as  a  bird  sings  in  the  rain  — 

Truth  out  of  Tusitala  spoke  and  pleasure  out  of  pain. 

Yea,  cool  and  clear  and  sudden  as  a  bird  sings  in  the  gray, 

Dunedin  to  Samoa  spoke,  and  darkness  unto  day. 

But  we  were  young;  we  lived  to  see  God  break  their  bitter  charms, 

God  and  the  good  Republic  come  riding  back  in  arms: 

We  have  seen  the  city  of  Mansoul,  even  as  it  rocked,  relieved  — 

Blessed  are  they  who  did  not  see,  but  being  blind,  believed. 

This  is  a  tale  of  those  old  fears,  even  of  those  emptied  hells, 
And  none  but  you  shall  understand  the  true  thing  that  it  tells  — 
Of  what  colossal  gods  of  shame  could  cow  men  and  yet  crash, 
Of  what  huge  devils  hid  the  stars,  yet  fell  at  a  pistol  flash. 
The  doubts  that  were  so  plain  to  chase,  so  dreadful  to  withstand  — 
Oh,  who  shall  understand  but  you;  yea,  who  shall  understand? 
The  doubts  that  drove  us  through  the  night  as  we  two  talked  amain, 
And  day  had  broken  on  the  streets  e'er  it  broke  upon  the  brain. 
Between  us,  by  the  peace  of  God,  such  truth  can  now  be  told; 
Yea,  there  is  strength  in  striking  root,  and  good  in  growing  old. 
We  have  found  common  things  at  last,  and  marriage  and  a  creed, 
And  I  may  safely  write  it  now,  and  you  may  safely  read. 


THE  ETHICS  OF  ELFLAND 

From  (Orthodoxy.)     Copyright  by  John  Lane  Company,  and  reprinted  by  their 

permission. 

BUT  when  these  things  are  settled  there  enters  the  second  great 
principle  of  the  fairy  philosophy. 

Anyone  can  see  it  who  will  simply  read   (Grimm's  Fairy 
Tales)  or  the  fine  collections  of  Mr.  Andrew  Lang.     For  the  pleasure 
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of  pedantry  I  will  call  it  the  Doctrine  of  Conditional  Joy.  Touchstone 
talked  of  much  virtue  in  an  ((if)) ;  according  to  elfin  ethics  all  virtue  is 
in  an  «if.»  The  note  of  the  fairy  utterance  always  is,  ((You  may  live 
in  a  palape  of  gold  and  sapphire,  if  you  do  not  say  the  word  (cow))); 
or  ((You  may  live  happily  with  the  King's  daughter,  if  you  do  not  show 
her  an  onion.))  The  vision  always  hangs  upon  a  veto.  All  the  dizzy 
and  colossal  things  conceded  depend  upon  one  small  thing  withheld. 
All  the  wild  and  whirling  things  that  are  let  loose  depend  upon  one 
thing  that  is  forbidden.  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats,  in  his  exquisite  and  piercing 
elfin  poetry,  describes  the  elves  as  lawless;  they  plunge  in  innocent 
anarchy  on  the  unbridled  horses  of  the  air  — 

((Ride  on  the  crest  of  the  disheveled  tide, 
And  dance  upon  the  mountains  like  a  flame.)) 

It  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  say  that  Mr.  W.  B.  Yeats  does  not  understand 
fairyland.  But  I  do  say  it.  He  is  an  ironical  Irishman,  full  of  intellec- 
tual reactions.  He  is  not  stupid  enough  to  understand  fairyland. 
Fairies  prefer  people  of  the  yokel  type  like  myself;  people  who  gape 
and  grin  and  do  as  they  are  told.  Mr.  Yeats  reads  into  elfland  all  the 
righteous  insurrection  of  his  own  race.  But  the  lawlessness  of  Ireland 
is  a  Christian  lawlessness,  founded  on  reason  and  justice.  The  Fenian 
is  rebelling  against  something  he  understands  only  too  well;  but  the 
true  citizen  of  fairyland  is  obeying  something  that  he  does  not  under- 
stand at  all.  In  the  fairy  tale  an  incomprehensible  happiness  rests 
upon  an  incomprehensible  condition.  A  box  is  opened,  and  all  evils 
fly  out.  A  word  is  forgotten,  and  cities  perish.  A  lamp  is  lit,  and  love 
flies  away.  A  flower  is  plucked,  and  human  lives  are  forfeited.  An 
apple  is  eaten,  and  the  hope  of  God  is  gone. 

This  is  the  tone  of  fairy  tales,  and  it  is  certainly  not  lawlessness  or 
even  liberty,  though  men  under  a  mean  modern  tyranny  may  think  it 
liberty  by  comparison.  People  out  of  Portland  Gaol  might  think 
Fleet  Street  free;  but  closer  study  will  prove  that  both  fairies  and 
journalists  are  the  slaves  of  duty.  Fairy  godmothers  seem  at  least  as 
strict  as  other  godmothers.  Cinderella  received  a  coach  out  of  Wonder- 
land and  a  coachman  -but  of  nowhere,  but  she  received  a  command  — 
which  might  have  come  out  of  Brixton  —  that  she  should  be  back  by 
twelve.  Also,  she  had  a  glass  slipper;  and  it  cannot  be  a  coincidence 
that  glass  is  so  common  a  substance  in  folk-lore.  This  princess  lives 
in  a  glass  castle,  that  princess  on  a  glass  hill ;  this  one  sees  all  things  in 
a  mirror ;  they  may  all  live  in  glass  houses  if  they  will  not  throw  stones. 
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For  this  thin  glitter  of  glass  everywhere  is  the  expression  of  the  fact 
that  the  happiness  is  bright  but  brittle,  like  the  substance  most  easily 
smashed  by  a  housemaid  or  a  cat.  And  this  fairy-tale  sentiment  also 
sank  into  me  and  became  my  sentiment  towards  the  whole  world.  I 
felt  and  feel  that  life  itself  is  as  bright  as  the  diamond,  but  as  brittle 
as  the  window-pane;  and  when  the  heavens  were  compared  to  the 
terrible  crystal  I  can  remember  a  shudder.  I  was  afraid  that  God 
would  drop  the  cosmos  with  a  crash. 

Remember,  however,  that  to  be  breakable  is  not  the  same  as  to  be 
perishable.  Strike  a  glass,  and  it  will  not  endure  an  instant;  simply 
do  not  strike  it,  and  it  will  endure  a  thousand  years.  Such,  it  seemed, 
was  the  joy  of  man,  either  in  elfland  or  on  earth;  the  happiness  de- 
pended on  not  doing  something  which  you  could  at  any  moment  do  and 
which,  very  often,  it  was  not  obvious  why  you  should  not  do.  Now, 
the  point  here  is  that  to  me  this  did  not  seem  unjust.  If  the  miller's 
third  son  said  to  the  fairy,  ((Explain  why  I  must  not  stand  on  my  head 
in  the  fairy  palace,))  the  other  might  fairly  reply,  ((Well,  if  it  comes  to 
that,  explain  the  fairy  palace.))  If  Cinderella  says,  ((How  is  it  that  I 
must  leave  the  ball  at  twelve?))  her  godmother  might  answer,  ((How  is 
it  that  you  are  going  there  till  twelve?))  If  I  leave  a  man  in  my  will 
ten  talking  elephants  and  a  hundred  winged  horses,  he  cannot  com- 
plain if  the  conditions  partake  of  the  slight  eccentricity  of  the  gift. 
He  must  not  look  a  winged  horse  in  the  mouth.  And  it  seemed  to  me 
that  existence  was  itself  so  very  eccentric  a  legacy  that  I  could  not 
complain  of  not  understanding  the  limitations  of  the  vision  when  I 
did  not  understand  the  vision  they  limited.  The  frame  was  no  stranger 
than  the  picture.  The  veto  might  well  be  as  wild  as  the  vision;  it 
might  be  as  startling  as  the  sun,  as  elusive  as  the  waters,  as  fantastic 
and  terrible  as  the  towering  trees. 

For  this  reason  (we  may  call  it  the  fairy  godmother  philosophy)  I 
never  could  join  the  young  men  of  my  time  in  feeling  what  they  called 
the  general  sentiment  of  revolt.  I  should  have  resisted,  let  us  hope,  any 
rules  that  were  evil,  and  with  these  and  their  definition  I  shall  deal  in 
another  chapter.  But  I  did  not  feel  disposed  to  resist  any  rule  merely 
because  it  was  mysterious.  Estates  are  sometimes  held  by  foolish 
forms,  the  breaking  of  a  stick  or  the  payment  of  a  peppercorn;  I  was 
willing  to  hold  the  huge  estate  of  earth  and  heaven  by  any  such  feudal 
fantasy.  It  could  not  well  be  wilder  than  the  fact  that  I  was  allowed 
to  hold  it  at  all.  At  this  stage  I  give  only  one  ethical  instance  to  show 
my  meaning.  I  could  never  mix  in  the  common  murmur  of  that  rising 
generation  against  monogamy,  because  no  restriction  on  sex  seemed  so 
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odd  and  unexpected  as  sex  itself.  To  be  allowed,  like  Endymion,  to 
make  love  to  the  moon  and  then  to  complain  that  Jupiter  kept  his 
own  moons  in  a  harem  seemed  to  me  (bred  on  fairy  tales  like  Endy- 
mion's)  a  vulgar  anti-climax.  Keeping  to  one  woman  is  a  small  price 
for  so  much  as  seeing  one  woman.  To  complain  that  I  could  only  be 
married  once  was  like  complaining  that  I  had  only  been  born  once. 
It  was  incommensurate  with  the  terrible  excitement  of  which  one  was 
talking.  It  showed,  not  an  exaggerated  sensibility  to  sex,  but  a  curious 
insensibility  to  it.  A  man  is  a  fool  who  complains  that  he  cannot  enter 
Eden  by  five  gates  at  once.  Polygamy  is  a  lack  of  the  realization  of 
sex;  it  is  like  a  man  plucking  five  pears  in  mere  absence  of  mind.  The 
aesthetes  touched  the  last  insane  limits  of  language  in  their  eulogy  on 
lovely  things.  The  thistledown  made  them  weep;  a  burnished  beetle 
brought  them  to  their  knees.  Yet  their  emotion  never  impressed  me 
for  an  instant,  for  this  reason,  that  it  never  occurred  to  them  to  pay 
for  their  pleasure  in  any  sort  of  symbolic  sacrifice.  Men  (I  felt)  might 
fast  forty  days  for  the  sake  of  hearing  a  blackbird  sing.  Men  might 
go  through  fire  to  find  a  cowslip.  Yet  these  lovers  of  beauty  could  not 
even  keep  sober  for  the  blackbird.  They  would  not  go  through  com- 
mon Christian  marriage  by  way  of  recompense  to  the  cowslip.  Surely 
one  might  pay  for  extraordinary  joy  in  ordinary  morals.  Oscar  Wilde 
said  that  sunsets  were  not  valued  because  we  could  not  pay  for  sunsets. 
But  Oscar  Wilde  was  wrong;  we  can  pay  for  sunsets.  We  can  pay  for 
them  by  not  being  Oscar  Wilde. 

Well,  I  left  the  fairy  tales  lying  on  the  floor  of  the  nursery,  and  I 
have  not  found  any  books  so  sensible  since. 

A  DEFENSE  OF  NONSENSE 

From  (The  Defendant.)     Copyright  by  Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.,  and  reprinted  by 

their  permission. 

THERE  are  two  equal  and  eternal  ways  of  looking  at  this  twilight 
world  of  ours:  we  may  see  it  as  the  twilight  of  evening  or  the 
twilight  of  morning;   we   may   think   of   anything,  down  to  a 
fallen  acorn,  as  a  descendant  or  as  an  ancestor.     There  are  times  when 
we  are  almost  crushed,  not  so  much  with  the  load  of  evil  as  with  the 
load  of  the  goodness  of  humanity,  when  we  feel  that  we  are  nothing 
but  the  inheritors  of  a  humiliating  splendor.    But  there  are  other  times 
when  everything  seems  primitive,  when  the  ancient  stars  are  only 
sparks  blown  from  a  boy's  bonfire,  when  the  whole  earth  seems  so 
young  and  experimental  that  even  the  white  hair  of  the  aged,  in  the 
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fine  biblical  phrase,  is  like  almond-trees  that  blossom,  like  the  white 
hawthorn  grown  in  May.  That  it  is  good  for  a  man  to  realize  that  he  is 
((the  heir  of  all  the  ages))  is  pretty  commonly  admitted;  it  is  a  less 
popular  but  equally  important  point  that  it  is  good  for  him  sometimes 
to  realize  that  he  is  not  only  an  ancestor,  but  an  ancestor  of  primal 
antiquity;  it  is  good  for  him  to  wonder  whether  he  is  not  a  hero,  and  to 
experience  ennobling  doubts  as  to  whether  he  is  not  a  solar  myth. 

The  matters  which  most  thoroughly  evoke  this  sense  of  the  abiding 
childhood  of  the  world  are  those  which  are  really  fresh,  abrupt,  and 
inventive  in  any  age ;  and  if  we  were  asked  what  was  the  best  proof  of 
this  adventurous  youth  in  the  nineteenth  century  we  should  say,  with 
all  respect  to  its  portentous  sciences  and  philosophies,  that  it  was  to  be 
found  in  the  rhymes  of  Mr.  Edward  Lear  and  in  the  literature  of 
nonsense.  (The  Dong  with  the  Luminous  Nose)  at  least,  is  original, 
as  the  first  ship  and  the  first  plough  were  original. 

It  is  true  in  a  certain  sense  that  some  of  the  greatest  writers  the 
world  has  seen  —  Aristophanes,  Rabelais,  and  Sterne  —  have  written 
nonsense;  but  unless  we  are  mistaken,  it  is  in  a  widely  different  sense. 
The  nonsense  of  these  men  was  satiric  —  that  is  to  say,  symbolic ;  it 
was  a  kind  of  exuberant  capering  round  a  discovered  truth.  There  is 
all  the  difference  in  the  world  between  the  instinct  of  'satire,  which, 
seeing  in  the  Kaiser's  moustaches  something  typical  of  him,  draws 
them  continually  larger  and  larger;  and  the  instinct  of  nonsense  which, 
for  no  reason  whatever,  imagines  what  those  moustaches  would  look 
like  on  the  present  archbishop  of  Canterbury  if  he  grew  them  in  a  fit 
of  absence  of  mind.  We  incline  to  think  that  no  age  except  our  own 
could  have  understood  that  the  Quangle- Wangle  meant  absolutely 
nothing,  and  the  Lands  of  the  Jumblies  were  absolutely  nowhere.  We 
fancy  that  if  the  account  of  the  knave's  trial  in  (Alice  in  Wonderland) 
had  been  published  in  the  seventeenth  century  it  would  have  been 
bracketed  with  Bunyan's  (Trial  of  Faithful)  as  a  parody  on  the  State 
prosecutions  of  the  time.  We  fancy  that  if  (The  Dong  with  the 
Luminous  Nose)  had  appeared  in  the  same  period  everyone  would 
have  called  it  a  dull  satire  on  Oliver  Cromwell. 

It  is  altogether  advisedly  that  we  quote  chiefly  from  Mr.  Lear's 
(Nonsense  Rhymes.)  To  our  mind  he  is  both  chronologically  and 
essentially  the  father  of  nonsense;  we  think  him  superior  to  Lewis 
Carroll.  In  one  sense,  indeed,  Lewis  Carroll  has  a  great  advantage. 
We  know  what  Lewis  Carroll  was  in  daily  life:  he  was  a  singularly 
serious  and  conventional  don,  universally  respected,  but  very  much  of 
a  pedant  and  something  of  a  Philistine.  Thus  his  strange  double  life  in 
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earth  and  in  dreamland  emphasizes  the  idea  that  lies  at  the  back  of 
nonsense  —  the  idea  of  escape,  of  escape  into  a*  world  where  things 
are  not  fixed  horribly  in  an  eternal  appropriateness,  where  apples  grow 
on  pear-trees,  and  any  odd  man  you  meet  may  have  three  legs.  Lewis 
Carroll,  living  one  life  in  which  he  would  have  thundered  morally 
against  anyone  who  walked  on  the  wrong  plot  of  grass,  and  another 
life  in  which  he  would  cheerfully  call  the  sun  green  and  the  moon  blue, 
was,  by  his  very  divided  nature,  his  one  foot  on  both  worlds,  a  perfect 
type  of  the  position  of  modern  nonsense.  His  Wonderland  is  a  country 
populated  by  insane  mathematicians.  We  feel  the  whole  is  an  escape 
into  a  world  of  masquerade;  we  feel  that  if  we  could  pierce  their  dis- 
guises, we  might  discover  that  Humpty  Dumpty  and  the  March  Hare 
were  Professors  and  Doctors  of  Divinity  enjoying  a  mental  holiday. 
This  sense  of  escape  is  certainly  less  emphatic  in  Edward  Lear,  because 
of  the  completeness  of  his  citizenship  in  the  world  of  unreason.  We  do 
not  know  his  prosaic  biography  as  we  know  Lewis  Carroll's.  We  accept 
him  as  a  purely  fabulous  figure,  on  his  own  description  of  himself: 

((His  body  is  perfectly  spherical, 
He  weareth  a  runcible  hat.)) 

While  Lewis  Carroll's  Wonderland  is  purely  intellectual,  Lear  intro- 
duces quite  another  element  —  the  element  of  the  poetical  and  even 
emotional.  Carroll  works  by  the  pure  reason,  but  this  is  not  so  strong 
a  contrast;  for,  after  all,  mankind  in  the  main  has  always  regarded 
reason  as  a  bit  of  a  joke.  Lear  introduces  his  unmeaning  words  and  his 
amorphous  creatures  not  with  the  pomp  of  reason,  but  with  the 
romantic  prelude  of  rich  hues  and  haunting  rhythms. 

((Far  and  few,  far  and  few, 
Are  the  lands  where  the  Jumblies  live,)) 

is  an  entirely  different  type  of  poetry  to  that  exhibited  in  (Jabber- 
wocky.)  Carroll,  with  a  sense  of  mathematical  neatness,  makes  his 
whole  poem  a  mosaic  of  new  and  mysterious  words.  But  Edward 
Lear,  with  more  subtle  and  placid  effrontery,  is  always  introducing 
scraps  of  his  own  elvish  dialect  into  the  middle  of  simple  and  rational 
statements,  until  we  are  almost  stunned  into  admitting  that  we  know 
what  they  mean.  There  is  a  genial  ring  of  commonsense  about  such 
lines  as, 

((For  his  Aunt  Jobiska  said,  (Everyone  knows 
That  a  Pobble  is  better  without  his  toes,)» 
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which  is  beyond  the  reach  of  Carroll.  The  poet  seems  so  easy  on  the 
matter  that  we  are  almost  driven  to  pretend  that  we  see  his  meaning, 
that  we  know  the  peculiar  difficulties  of  a  Pobble,  that  we  are  as  old 
travelers  in  the  ((Gromboolian  Plain))  as  he  is. 

Our  claim  that  nonsense  is  a  new  literature  (we  might  almost  say 
a  new  sense)  would  be  quite  indefensible  if  nonsense  were  nothing  more 
than  a  mere  aesthetic  fancy.  Nothing  sublimely  artistic  has  ever 
arisen  out  of  mere  art,  any  more  than  anything  essentially  reasonable 
has  ever  arisen  out  of  the  pure  reason.  There  must  always  be  a  rich 
moral  soil  for  any  great  aesthetic  growth.  The  principle  of  art  for  art's 
sake  is  a  very  good  principle  if  it  means  that  there  is  a  vital  distinction 
between  the  earth  and  the  tree  that  has  its  roots  in  the  earth ;  but  it  is 
a  very  bad  principle  if  it  means  that  the  tree  could  grow  just  as  well 
with  its  roots  in  the  air.  Every  great  literature  has  always  been 
allegorical  —  allegorical  of  some  view  of  the  whole  universe.  The 
(Iliad)  is  only  great  because  all  life  is  a  battle,  the  (Odyssey)  because 
all  life  is  a  journey,  the  Book  of  Job  because  all  life  is  a  riddle.  There 
is  one  attitude  in  which  we  think  that  all  existence  is  summed  up  in 
the  word  ((ghosts));  another,  and  somewhat  better  one,  in  which  we 
think  it  is  summed  up  in  the  words  (A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.) 
Even  the  vulgarest  melodrama  or  detective  story  can  be  good  if  it 
expresses  something  of  the  delight  in  sinister  possibilities  —  the  healthy 
lust  for  darkness  and  terror  which  may  come  on  us  any  night  in  walking 
down  a  dark  lane.  If,  therefore,  nonsense  is  really  to  be  the  literature 
of  the  future,  we  must  have  its  own  version  of  the  Cosmos  to  offer;  the 
world  must  not  only  be  tragic,  romantic,  and  religious,  it  must  be 
nonsensical  also.  And  here  we  fancy  that  nonsense  will,  in  a  very 
unexpected  way,  come  to  the  aid  of  the  spiritual  view  of  things. 
Religion  has  for  centuries  been  trying  to  make  men  exult  in  the 
((wonders))  of  creation,  but  it  has  forgotten  that  a  thing  cannot  be 
completely  wonderful  so  long  as  it  remains  sensible.  So  long  as  we 
regard  a  tree  as  an  obvious  thing,  naturally  and  reasonably  created 
for  a  giraffe  to  eat,  we  cannot  properly  wonder  at  it.  It  is  when  we 
consider  it  as  a  prodigious  wave  of  the  living  soil  sprawling  up  to  the 
skies  for  no  reason  in  particular  that  we  take  off  our  hats,  to  the 
astonishment  of  the  parkkeeper.  Everything  has  in  fact  another  side 
to  it,  like  the  moon,  the  patroness  of  nonsense.  Viewed  from  that  other 
side,  a  bird  is  a  blossom  broken  loose  from  its  chain  of  stalk,  a  man  a 
quadruped  begging  on  its  hind  legs,  a  house  a  gigantesque  hat  to  cover 
a  man  from  the  sun,  a  chair,  an  apparatus  of  four  wooden  legs  for  a 
cripple  with  only  two. 
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This  is  the  side  of  things  which  tends  most  truly  to  spiritual  wonder. 
It  is  significant  that  in  the  greatest  religious  poem  existent,  the  Book  of 
Job,  the  argument  which  convinces  the  infidel  is  not  (as  has  been 
represented  by  the  merely  rational  religionism  of  the  eighteenth 
centary)  a  picture  of  the  ordered  benefices  of  the  Creation;  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  picture  of  the  huge  and  undecipherable  unreason  of  it. 
«Hast  Thou  sent  the  rain  upon  the  desert  where  no  man  is?))  This 
simple  sense  of  wonder  at  the  shapes  of  things,  and  at  their  exuberant 
independence  of  our  intellectual  standards  and  our  trivial  definitions, 
is  the  basis  of  spirituality  as  it  is  the  basis  of  nonsense.  Nonsense  and 
faith  (strange  as  the  conjunction  may  seem)  are  the  two  supreme 
symbolic  assertions  of  the  truth  that  to  draw  out  the  soul  of  things  with 
a  syllogism  is  as  impossible  as  to  draw  out  Leviathan  with  a  hook. 
The  well-meaning  person  who,  by  merely  studying  the  logical  side  of 
things,  has  decided  that  ((faith  is  nonsense,))  does  not  know  how  truly 
he  speaks ;  later  it  may  come  back  to  him  in  the  form  that  nonsense  is 
faith. 

A  SERMON  ON  INNS 

From  (The  Flying  Inn.)     Copyright,  by  John  Lane  Company,  and  reprinted  by 

their  permission. 

r"TVHE  sea  was  a  pale  elfin  green  and  the  afternoon  had  already  felt 

1       the  fairy  touch  of  evening  as  a  young  woman  with  dark  hair, 

dressed  in  a  crinkly  copper-colored  sort  of  dress  of  the  artistic 

order,  was  walking  rather  listlessly  along  the  parade  of  Pebblewick-on- 

Sea,  trailing  a  parasol  and  looking  out  upon  the  sea's  horizon.     She 

had  a  reason  for  looking  instinctively  out  at  the  sea-line ;  a  reason  that 

many  young  women  had  had  in  the  history  of  the  world.    But  there 

was  no  sail  in  sight. 

On  the  beach  below  the  parade  were  a  succession  of  small  crowds, 
surrounding  the  usual  orators  of  the  seaside;  whether  niggers  or 
socialists,  whether  clowns  or  clergymen.  Here  would  stand  a  man 
doing  something  or  other  with  paper  boxes;  and  the  holiday  makers 
would  watch  him  for  hours  in  the  hope  of  sometime  knowing  what  it 
was  that  he  was  doing  with  them.  Next  to  him  would  be  a  man  in  a 
top  hat  with  a  very  big  Bible  and  a  very  small  wife,  who  stood  silently 
beside  him,  while  he  fought  with  his  clenched  fist  against  the  heresy  of 
Milnian  Sublapsarianism  so  widespread  in  fashionable  watering-places. 
It  was  not  easy  to  follow  him,  he  was  so  very  much  excited;  but  every 
now  and  then  the  words  ((our  Sublapsarian  friends))  would  recur  with  a 
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kind  of  wailing  sneer.  N  ext  was  a  young  man  talking  of  nobody  knew 
what  (least  of  all  himself),  but  apparently  relying  for  public  favor 
mainly  on  having  a  ring  of  carrots  round  his  hat.  He  had  more  money 
lying  in  front  of  him  than  the  others.  Next  were  niggers.  Next  was  a 
children's  service  conducted  by  a  man  with  a  long  neck  who  beat  time 
with  a  little  wooden  spade.  Farther  along  there  was  an  atheist,  in  a 
towering  rage,  who  pointed  every  now  and  then  at  the  children's 
service  and  spoke  of  Nature's  fairest  things  being  corrupted  with  the 
secrets  of  the  Spanish  Inquisition  —  by  the  man  with  the  little  spade, 
of  course.  The  atheist  (who  wore  a  red  rosette)  was  very  wither- 
ing to  his  own  audience  as  well.  ((Hypocrites!))  he  would  say;  and 
then  they  would  throw  him  money.  ((Dupes  and  dastards!))  and 
then  they  would  throw  him  more  money.  But  between  the  atheist 
and  the  children's  service  was  a  little  owlish  man  in  a  red  fez,  weakly 
waving  a  green  gamp  umbrella.  His  face  was  brown  and  wrinkled 
like  a  walnut,  his  nose  was  of  the  sort  we  associate  with  Judaea,  his 
beard  was  the  sort  of  black  wedge  we  associate  rather  with  Persia. 
The  young  woman  had  never  seen  him  before;  he  was  a  new  exhibit 
in  the  now  familiar  museum  of  cranks  and  quacks.  The  young 
woman  was  one  of  those  people  in  whom  a  real  sense  of  humor  is 
always  at  issue  with  a  certain  temperamental  tendency  to  boredom 
or  melancholia;  and  she  lingered  a  moment,  and  leaned  on  the  rail 
to  listen. 

It  was  fully  four  minutes  before  she  could  understand  a  word 
the  man  was  saying;  he  spoke  English  with  so  extraordinary  an  accent 
that  she  supposed  at  first  that  he  was  talking  in  his  own  oriental 
tongue.  All  the  noises  of  that  articulation  were  odd;  the  most 
marked  was  an  extreme  prolongation  of  the  short  ((u»  into  ((oo»;  as 
in  «poo-oot»  for  ((put.))  Gradually  the  girl  got  used  to  the  dialect, 
and  began  to  understand  the  words;  though  some  time  elapsed  even 
then  before  she  could  form  any  conjecture  of  their  subject  matter. 
Eventually  it  appeared  to  her  that  he  had  some  fad  about  English 
civilization  having  been  founded  by  the  Turks;  or  perhaps  by  the 
Saracens  after  their  victory  in  the  Crusades.  He  also  seemed  to 
think  that  Englishmen  would  soon  return  to  this  way  of  thinking; 
and  seemed  to  be  urging  the  spread  of  teetotalism  as  an  evidence  of 
it.  The  girl  was  the  only  person  listening  to  him. 

«Loo-ook,))  he  said,  wagging  a  curled  brown  finger,  (doo-ook  at 
your  own  inns))  (which  he  pronounced  as  «ince»).  ((Your  inns  of 
which  you  write  in  your  boo-ooks!  Those  inns  were  not  poo-oot 
up  in  the  beginning  to  sell  ze  alcoholic  Christian  drink.  They  were 
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put  up  to  sell  ze  non-alcoholic  Islamic  drinks.  You  can  see  this 
in  the  names  of  your  inns.  They  are  eastern  names,  Asiatic  names. 
You  have  a  famous  public  house  to  which  your  omnibuses  go  on  the 
pilgrimage.  It  is  called  the  Elephant  and  Castle.  That  is  not  an 
English  name.  It  is  an  Asiatic  name.  You  will  say  there  are  castles 
in  England,  and  I  will  agree  with  you.  There  is  the  Windsor  Castle. 
But  where,))  he  cried  sternly,  shaking  his  green  umbrella  at  the  girl 
in  an  angry  oratorical  triumph,  ((where  is  the  Windsor  Elephant? 
I  have  searched  all  Windsor  Park.  No  elephants.)) 

The  girl  with  the  dark  hair  smiled,  and  began  to  think  that  this 
man  was  better  than  any  of  the  others.  In  accordance  with  the 
strange  system  of  concurrent  religious  endowment  which  prevails 
at  watering-places,  she  dropped  a  two  shilling  piece  into  the  round 
copper  tray  beside  him.  With  honorable  and  disinterested  eager- 
ness, the  old  gentleman  in  the  red  fez  took  no  notice  of  this,  but 
went  on  warmly,  if  obscurely,  with  his  argument. 

((Then  you  have  a  place  of  drink  in  this  town  which  you  call 
The  Bool!)) 

((We  generally  call  it  The  Bull,))  said  the  interested  young  lady, 
with  a  very  melodious  voice.  - 

((You  have  a  place  of  drink,  which  you  call  The  Bool,))  he  re- 
iterated in  a  sort  of  abstract  fury,  ((and  surely  you  see  that  this  is 
all  vary  ridiculous !» 

((No,  no !»  said  the  girl,  softly,  and  in  deprecation. 

((Why  should  there  be  a  Bull?))  he  cried,  prolonging  the  word  in 
his  own  way.  ((Why  should  there  be  a  Bull  in  connection  with  a 
festive  locality?  Who  thinks  about  a  Bull  in  gardens  of  delight? 
What  need  is  there  of  a  Bull  when  we  watch  the  tulip-tinted  maidens 
dance  or  pour  the  sparkling  sherbet?  You  yourselves,  my  friends?)) 
And  he  looked  around  radiantly,  as  if  addressing  an  enormous  mob. 
((You  yourselves  have  a  proverb,  (It  is  not  calculated  to  promote 
prosperity  to  have  a  Bull  in  a  china  shop.)  Equally,  my  friends, 
it  would  not  be  calculated  to  promote  prosperity  to  have  a  Bull  in 
a  wine  shop.  All  this  is  clear.)) 

He  stuck  his  umbrella  upright  in  the  sand  and  struck  one  finger 
against  another,  like  a  man  getting  to  business  at  last. 

((It  iss  as  clear  as  the  sun  at  noon,))  he  said  solemnly.  ((It  iss  as 
clear  as  the  sun  at  noon  that  this  word  Bull,  which  is  devoid  of  rest- 
ful and  pleasurable  associations,  is  but  the  corruption  of  another 
word,  which  possesses  restful  and  pleasurable  associations.  The 
word  is  not  Bull;  it  is  the  Bul-Bul!»  His  voice  rose  suddenly  like  a 
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trumpet  and  he  spread  abroad  his  hands  like  the  fans  of  a  tropic 
palm-tree. 

After  this  great  effect  he  was  a  little  more  subdued  and  leaned 
gravely  on  his  umbrella.  ((You  will 'find  the  same  trace  of  Asiatic 
nomenclature  in  the  names  of  all  your  English  inns,))  he  went  on. 
((Nay,  you  will  find  it,  I  am  almost  certain,  in  all  your  terms  in  any 
way  connected  with  your  revelries  and  your  reposes.  Why,  my 
good  friends,  the  very  name  of  that  insidious  spirit  by  which  you 
make  strong  your  drinks  is  an  Arabic  word:  alcohol.  It  is  obvious, 
is  it  not,  that  this  is  the  Arabic  article  (Al,)  as  in  Alhambra,  as  in 
Algebra;  and  we  need  not  pause  here  to  pursue  its  many  appear- 
ances in  connection  with  your  festive  institutions,  as  in  your  Alsop's 
beer,  your  Ally  Sloper,  and  your  partly  joyous  institution  of  the 
Albert  Memorial.  Above  all,  in  your  greatest  feasting  day  —  your 
Christmas  day  —  which  you  so  erroneously  suppose  to  be  connected 
with  your  religion,  what  do  you  say  then?  Do  you  say  the  names 
of  the  Christian  Nations?  Do  you  say,  (I  will  have  a  little  France. 
I  will  have  a  little  Ireland.  I  will  have  a  little  Scotland.  I  will 
have  a  little  Spain?)  No-o.»  And  the  noise  of  the  negative  seemed 
to  waggle  as  does  the  bleating  of  a  sheep.  ((You  say,  (I  will  have  a 
little  Turkey,)  which  is  your  name  for  the  Country  of  the  Servant 
of  the  Prophet !)) 

And  once  more  he  stretched  out  his  arms  sublimely  to  the  east 
and  west  and  appealed  to  earth  and  heaven.  The  young  lady,  look- 
ing at  the  sea-green  horizon  with  a  smile,  clapped  her  gray  gloved 
hands  softly  together  as  if  at  a  peroration.  But  the  little  old  man 
with  the  fez  was  far  from  exhausted  yet. 

((In  reply  to  this  you  will  object  —  »  he  began. 

«O  no,  no,))  breathed  the  young  lady  in  a  sort  of  dreamy  rapture. 
«I  don't  object.  I  don't  object  the  littlest  bit!)) 

((In  reply  to  this  you  will  object  — ))  proceeded  her  preceptor, 
((that  some  inns  are  actually  named  after  the  symbols  of  your  na- 
tional superstitions.  You  will  hasten  to  point  out  to  me  that  the 
Golden  Cross  is  situated  opposite  Charing  Cross,  and  you  will  ex- 
patiate .at  length  on  King's  Cross,  Gerrard's  Cross  and  the  many 
crosses  that  are  to  be  found  in  or  near  London.  But  you  must  not 
forget,))  and  here  he  wagged  his  green  umbrella  roguishly  at  the 
girl,  as  if  he  was  going  to  poke  her  with  it,  ((none  of  you,  my  friends, 
must  forget  what  a  large  number  of  Crescents  there  are  in  London! 
Denmark  Crescent;  Mornington  Crescent!  St.  Mark's  Crescent!  St. 
George's  Crescent!  Grosvenor  Crescent!  Regent's  Park  Crescent! 
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Nay,  Royal  Crescent!  And  why  should  we  forget  Pelham  Crescent! 
Why,  indeed?  Everywhere,  I  say,  homage  paid  to  the  holy  symbol 
of  the  religion  of  the  Prophet!  Compare  with  this  network  and 
pattern  of  crescents,  this  city  almost  consisting  of  crescents,  the 
meagre  array  of  crosses,  which  remain  to  attest  the  ephemeral  super- 
stition to  which  you  were,  for  one  weak  moment,  inclined.)) 

The  crowds  on  the  beach  were  rapidly  thinning  as  tea-time  drew 
nearer.  The  west  grew  clearer  and  clearer  with  the  evening,  till 
the  sunshine  seemed  to  have  got  behind  the  pale  green  sea  and  be 
shining  through,  as  through  a  wall  of  thin  green  glass.  The  very 
transparency  of  sky  and  sea  might  have  to  this  girl,  for  whom  the 
sea  was  the  romance  and  the  tragedy,  the  hint  of  a  sort  of  radiant 
hopelessness.  The  flood  made  of  a  million  emeralds  was  ebbing  as 
slowly  as  the  sun  was  sinking:  but  the  river  of  human  nonsense 
flowed  on  forever. 

«I  will  not  for  one  moment  maintain,))  said  the  old  gentleman, 
((that  there  are  no  difficulties  in  my  case;  or  that  all  the  examples 
are  as  obviously  true  as  those  that  I  have  just  demonstrated.  No-o. 
It  is  obvious,  let  us  say,  that  the  (Saracen's  Head)  is  a  corruption 
of  the  historic  truth  (The  Saracen  is  Ahead)  —  I  am  far  from  say- 
ing it  is  equally  obvious  that  the  (Green  Dragon)  was  originally 
(the  Agreeing  Dragoman) ;  though  I  hope  to  prove  in  my  book  that 
it  is  so.  I  will  only  say  here  that  it  is  su-urely  more  probable  that 
one  poo-ooting  himself  forward  to  attract  the  wayfarer  in  the  desert, 
would  compare  himself  to  a  friendly  and  persuadable  guide  or  courier, 
rather  than  to  a  voracious  monster.  Sometimes  the  true  origin  is 
very  hard  to  trace;  as  in  the  inn  that  commemorates  our  great  Mos- 
lem Warrior,  Amir  AH  Ben  Bhoze,  whom  you  have  so  quaintly  ab- 
breviated into  Admiral  Benbow.  Sometimes  it  is  even  more  difficult 
for  the  seeker  after  truth.  There  is  a  place  of  drink  near  to  here 
called  (The  Old  Ship)  —  » 

The  eyes  of  the  girl  remained  on  the  ring  of  the  horizon  as  rigid 
as  the  ring  itself;  but  her  whole  face  had  colored  and  altered.  The 
sands  were  almost  emptied  by  now:  the  atheist  was  as  non-existent 
as  his  God;  and  those  who  had  hoped  to  know  what  was  being  done 
to  the  paper  boxes  had  gone  away  to  their  tea  without  knowing  it. 
But  the  young  woman  still  leaned  on  the  railing.  Her  face  was 
suddenly  alive;  and  it  looked  as  if  her  body  could  not  move. 

«It  shood  be  admitted  — ))  bleated  the  old  man  with  the  green 
umbrella,  ((that  there  is  no  literally  self-evident  trace  of  the  Asiatic 
nomenclature  in  the  words  (the  old  ship.)  But  even  here  the  see- 
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eeker  after  Truth  can  poot  himself  in  touch  with  facts.  I  ques- 
tioned the  proprietor  of  (The  Old  Ship)  who  is,  according  to  such 
notes  as  I  have  kept,  a  Mr.  Pumph.)) 

The  girl's  lip  trembled. 

((Poor  old  Hump!))  she  said.  ((Why,  I'd  forgotten  about  him. 
He  must  be  very  nearly  as  worried  as  I  am!  I  hope  this  man  won't 
be  too  silly  about  this!  I'd  rather  it  weren't  about  this!)) 

«And  Mr.  Pumph  to-old  me  the  inn  was  named  by  a  vary  inti- 
mate friend  of  his,  an  Irishman  who  had  been  a  Captain  in  the 
Brittanic  Royal  Navy,  but  had  resigned  his  po-ost  in  anger  at  the 
treatment  of  Ireland.  Though  quitting  the  service,  he  retained  joost 
enough  of  the  superstition  of  your  western  sailors,  to  wish  his  friend's 
inn  to  be  named  after  his  old  ship.  But  as  the  name  of  the  ship 
was  (The  United  Kingdom)  — )) 

His  female  pupil,  if  she  could  not  exactly  be  said  to  be  sitting  at 
his  feet,  was  undoubtedly  leaning  out  very  eagerly  above  his  head. 
Amid  the  solitude  of  the  sands  she  called  out  in  a  loud  and  clear 
voice,  ((Can  you  tell  me  the  Captain's  name?)) 

The  old  gentleman  jumped,  blinked,  and  stared  like  a  startled 
owl.  Having  been  talking  for  hours  as  if  he  had  an  audience  of 
thousands,  he  seemed  suddenly  very  much  embarrassed  to  find  that 
he  had  even  an  audience  of  one.  By  this  time  they  seemed  to  be 
almost  the  only  human  creatures  along  the  shore;  almost  the  only 
living  creatures,  except  the  seagulls.  The  sun,  in  dropping  finally, 
seemed  to  have  broken  as  a  blood  orange  might  break;  and  lines 
of  blood-red  light  were  spilt  along  the  split,  low,  level  skies.  This 
abrupt  and  belated  brilliance  took  all  the  color  out  of  the  man's  red 
cap  and  green  umbrella;  but  his  dark  figure,  distinct  against  the 
sea  and  the  sunset,  remained  the  same,  save  that  it  was  more  agi- 
tated than  before. 

((The  name,))  he  said,  ((the  Captain's  name.  I  —  I  understood  it 
was  Dalrpy.  But  what  I  wish  to  indicate,  what  I  wish  to  expound, 
is  that  here  again  the  seeker  after  truth  can  find  the  connection  of 
his  ideas.  It  was  explained  to  me  by  Mr.  Pumph  that  he  was  re- 
arranging the  place  of  festivity,  in  no  inconsiderable  proportion 
because  of  the  anticipated  return  of  the  Captain  in  question,  who 
had,  as  it  appeared,  taken  service  in  some  not  very  large  Navy,  but 
had  left  it  and  was  coming  home.  Now,  mark  all  of  you,  my  friends,)) 
he  said  to  the  seagulls,  ((that  even  here  the  chain  of  logic  holds.)) 

He  said  it  to  the  seagulls  because  the  young  lady  after  staring 
at  him  with  starry  eyes  for  a  moment  and  leaning  heavily  on  the 
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railing,  had  turned  her  back  and  disappeared  rapidly  into  the  twilight. 
After  her  hasty  steps  had  fallen  silent  there  was  no  other  noise  than 
the  faint  but  powerful  purring  of  the  now  distant  sea,  the  occasional 
shriek  of  a  sea-bird,  and  the  continuous  sound  of  a  soliloquy. 

((Mark,  all  of  you,»  continued  the  man,  flourishing  his  green  um- 
brella so  furiously  that  it  almost  flew  open  like  a  green  flag  unfurled, 
and  then  striking  it  deep  in  the  sand,  in  the  sand  in  which  his  fight- 
ing fathers  had  so  often  struck  their  tents,  ((mark  all  of  you  this 
marvelous  fact!  That  when,  being  for  a  time,  for  a  time,  astonished 
—  embarrassed  —  brought  up  as  you  would  say  short  —  by  the 
absence  of  any  absolute  evidence  of  Eastern  influence  in  the  phrase 
(the  old  ship,)  I  inquired  from  what  country  the  Captain  was  re- 
turning, Mr.  Pumph  said  to  me  in  solemnity,  (From  Turkey.)  From 
Turkey!  From  the  nearest  country  of  the  Religion!  I  know  men 
say  it  is  not  our  country;  that  no  man  knows  where  we  come  from, 
or  what  is  our  country.  What  does  it  matter  where  we  come  from 
if  we  carry  a  message  from  Paradise?  With  a  great  galloping  of 
horses  we  carry  it,  and  have  no  time  to  stop  in  places.  But  what 
we  bring  is  the  only  creed  that  has  regarded  what  you  will  call  in 
your  great  words  the  virginity  of  a  man's  reason,  that  has  put  no 
man  higher  than  a  prophet,  and  has  respected  the  solitude  of  God.)) 

And  again  he  spread  his  arms  out,  as  if  addressing  a  mass  meet- 
ing of  millions,  all  alone  on  the  dark  seashore. 
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(HE  distinguishing  feature  and  the  crowning  glory  of  the  Chi- 
nese nation  is  its  literature.  It  is  true  that  the  Chinese  can 
boast  of  an  ancient  empire,  of  a  time-honored  civilization,  of 
conquests  in  the  fields  of  science,  and,  in  spite  of  recent  events,  in 
the  field  of  battle;  but  in  the  mind  of  every  true  Son  of  Han  these 
titles  to  fame  sink  into  insignificance  before  that  of  the  possession  of 
a  literature  which  dates  back  to  a  time  when  the  Western  world  was 
yet  in  a  state  of  barbarism,  and  which  as  centuries  have  rolled  by 
has  been  worthily  supplemented  in  every 
branch  of  knowledge. 

It  may  now  be  accepted  as  beyond  dis- 
pute that  the  Chinese  migrated  into  China 
from  southwestern  Asia  about  B.  C.  2300, 
bringing  with  them  a  knowledge  of  writing, 
and  in  all  probability  the  beginnings  of  a 
literature.  In  the  records  of  that  distant 
past,  history  and  fable  are  so  closely  inter- 
mingled that  it  is  difficult  to  pronounce 
definitely  upon  any  subject  treated  in  them, 
and  we  are  compelled  to  seek  in  compara- 
tive philology  for  reasonable  explanations 
of  many  points  which  Chinese  chroniclers 
are  content  to  leave,  not  from  want  of  as- 
sertion, in  the  mists  of  uncertainty. 

By  common  consent  it  is  acknowledged  that  the  (Yi  King,'  or 
Book  of  Changes,  is  the  oldest  work  extant  in  Chinese  literature; 
though  other  works,  the  names  of  which  only  have  come  down  to  us, 
were  contemporaneously  current  in  the  country.  A  peculiar  venera- 
tion is  naturally  felt  by  the  Chinese  for  this  sole  surviving  waif  from 
a  past  literature;  and  from  the  time  of  Confucius  downward,  scholars 
of  every  age  have  attempted  to  explain  its  mystic  pages.  The  basis 
of  the  work  is  popularly  believed  to  be  eight  diagrams,  which  are 
said  to  have  been  designed  by  Fuh-hi  (B.  C.  2852),  and  which  by  sub- 
division have  become  multiplied  into  sixty-four.  One  of  these  stands 
at  the  head  of  each  of  the  sixty-four  chapters  into  which  the  work 
is  now  divided.  Following  these  diagrams  is  in  each  case  an  initial 
character,  with  short  phrases  which  have  been  held  by  Confucius  and 
every  subsequent  native  commentator  to  explain  the  meaning  of  the 
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diagrams.  But  the  key  to  the  puzzle  was  denied  to  these  scholars, 
who  made  confusion  worse  confounded  by  their  attempts  to  make 
sense  of  that  which  was  unintelligible  to  them.  So  mysterious  a  text 
was  naturally  believed  to  be  a  work  on  divination;  and  accepting 
this  cue,  the  commentators  devoted  their  energies  to  forcing  into  the 
Procrustean  bed  of  divination  the  disjointed  phrases  which  follow  the 
diagrams.  The  solution  of  the  mystery,  which  had  escaped  the  keen 
study  of  five-and-twenty  centuries  of  native  scholars,  was  discovered 
by  the  late  Professor  Terrieu  de  la  Couperie,  who  by  many  irrefra- 
gable proofs  demonstrated  that  the  (  Yi  King >  consists  <(  of  old  frag- 
ments of  early  times  in  China,  mostly  of  a  lexical  character."  With 
this  explanation  the  futility  of  the  attempts  of  the  native  scholars 
to  translate  it  as  a  connected  text  at  once  becomes  apparent.  A 
large  proportion  of  the  chapters  are  merely  syllabaries,  similar  to 
those  of  Chaldea.  The  initial  character  represents  the  word  to  be 
explained,  and  the  phrases  following  express  its  various  meanings. 

An  excellent  translation  of  the  ( Yi  King  >  as  it  is  understood  by 
native  scholars  was  published  by  Professor  Legge  in  <  The  Sacred 
Books  of  the  East*  (1882);  and  a  comparison  of  his  translation  of 
the  seventh  chapter  with  Professor  T.  de  la  Couperie's  rendering  of 
the  same  passage  must  be  enough  to  convince  the  most  skeptical 
that  even  if  he  is  not  absolutely  correct,  the  native  scholars  must 
undoubtedly  be  wrong.  The  chapter  is  headed  by  a  diagram  con- 
sisting of  five  divided  lines  and  one  undivided;  and  the  initial  char- 
acter is  Sze,  which  is  described  in  modern  dictionaries  as  meaning 
(<  a  teacher, "  (( instructor, "  (<  model,"  (<an  army,"  <(a  poet,"  (<a  mul- 
titude," «the  people,"  "all,"  <(laws,"  <(  an  elder."  Of  the  phrases 
which  follow,  Professor  Legge  gives  the  following  rendering:  — 

«Sze  indicates  how,  in  the  case  which  it  supposes,  with  firmness  and  cor- 
rectness, and  [a  leader  of]  age  and  experience,  there  will  be  good  fortune 
and  no  error. 

<(  The  first  line,  divided,  shows  the  host  going  forward  according  to  the 
rules  [for  such  a  movement].  If  these  be  not  good,  there  will  be  evil. 

<(The  second  line,  undivided,  shows  [the  leader]  in  the  midst  of  his  host. 
There  will  be  good  fortune  and  no  error.  The  king  has  thrice  conveyed  to 
him  the  orders  [of  his  favor]. 

(<The  third  line,  divided,  shows  how  the  host  may  possibly  have  'many 
inefficient  leaders.  There  will  be  evil. 

«  The  fourth  line,  divided,  shows  the  host  in  retreat.     There  is  no  error. 

«The  fifth  line,  divided,  shows  birds  in  the  fields,  which  it  will  be  advan- 
tageous to  seize  and  destroy.  In  that  case  there  will  be  no  error.  If  the 
oldest  son  leads  the  host,  and  younger  men  [idly  occupy  offices  assigned  to 
them],  however  firm  and  correct  he  may  be,  there  will  be  evil. 

(<  The  topmost  line,  divided,  shows  the  great  ruler  delivering  his  charges 
[appointing  some],  to  be  rulers  of  States,  and  others  to  undertake  the  head, 
ship  of  clans;  but  small  men  should  not  be  employed  fin  such  positions]." 
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From  an  inscription  attributed  to  the  Emperor  Yao, 
2350  B.  C. 

The  most  ancient  historical  books  of  the  Chinese  date  from  the  time  of  Yao, 

The  events  of  his  reign   were   chronicled   by   contemporaneous   writers; 

tradition  being  the    foundation   of  all   previous  Chinese   history. 
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It  is  impossible  to  read  such  an  extract  as  the  above  without 
being  convinced  that  the  explanation  was  not  that  which  was 
intended  by  the  author  or  authors;  and  on  the  doctrine  of  probabili- 
ties, a  perusal  of  the  following  version  by  Professor  T.  de  la  Cou- 
perie  would  incline  us  to  accept  his  conclusions.  But  his  theory 
does  not  rest  on  probabilities  alone;  he  is  able  to,  support  it  with 
many  substantial  proofs:  and  though  exception  may  possibly  be 
taken  to  some  of  his  renderings  of  individual  phrases,  his  general 
views  may  be  held  to  be  firmly  established.  This  is  his  version  of 
the  chapter  quoted  above,  with  the  exception  of  the  words  of  good 
or  ill  omen :  — 

«Sze  [is]  a  righteous  great  man.  The  Sze  defines  laws  not  biased.  The 
centre  of  the  army.  The  three  conveying  orders  [officers]  of  the  Sovereign. 
Sze  [is]  also  corpse-like.  Sze  [is]  an  assistant  officer.  In  the  fields  are  birds 
[so  called]  ;  many  take  the  name  [?]  The  elder  sons  [are]  the  leaders  of  the 
army.  The  younger  [are]  the  passive  multitude  [?]  Great  Princes  instruct- 
ing. The  group  of  men  who  have  helped  in  the  organization  of  the  kingdom. 
People  gathered  by  the  Wu  flagf?]." 

From  what  has  been  said,  as  well  as  from  the  above  extracts,  it 
will  be  observed  that  to  all  except  the  native  scholars  who  imagine 
that  they  see  in  its  pages  deep  divinatory  lore,  the  chief  interest  of 
the  ( Yi  King )  lies  in  the  linguistic  and  ethnographical  indications 
which  it  contains,  and  which  at  present  we  can  but  dimly  discern. 
It  is  difficult  to  assign  a  date  to  it,  but  it  is  certain  that  it  existed 
before  the  time  of  King  Wen  (B.C.  1143),  who  with  his  son  the 
Duke  of  Chow  edited  the  text  and  added  a  commentary  to  it.  That 
parts  of  it  are  very  much  earlier  than  this  period  there  can  be  no 
doubt;  and  it  is  safe  to  assume  that  in  the  oldest  portion  of  the 
work  we  have  one  of  the  first  literary  efforts  of  the  Chinese.  It  was 
not,  however,  until  the  time  of  Confucius  that  the  foundations  of  the 
national  literature  may  be  said  to  have  been  laid. 

From  constant  references  in  the  early  histories  it  is  obvious  that 
before  that  period  a  literature  of  a  certain  kind  existed.  The  Chi- 
nese have  an  instinctive  love  of  letters,  and  we  know  from  the  records 
that  to  the  courts  of  the  various  princes  were  attached  historians 
whose  duty  it  was  to  collect  the  folk-lore  songs  of  the  people  of  the 
various  States.  <(  If  a  man  were  permitted  to  make  all  the  ballads  of 
a  nation,  he  need  not  care  who  should  make  its  laws,"  said  Sir  An- 
drew Fletcher  of  Saltoun.  So  thought  the  Chinese  legislators,  who 
designed  their  enactments  with  direct  regard  to  the  dispositions  of 
the  people  as  displayed  in  their  songs.  At  the  time  of  Confucius 
(B.  C.  551-479)  a  large  collection  of  these  ballads  existed  in  the 
archives  of  the  sovereign  State  of  Chow ;  and  as  is  generally  believed, 
the  sage  revised  the  collection,  and  omitting  those  he  considered 
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unworthy  of  preservation,  formed  an  edition  containing  three  hun- 
dred and  five  pieces.  This  work  has  come  down  to  us  under  the 
title  of  the  <  Shih  King>  or  Book  of  Odes.  The  ballads  are  just  such 
as  we  should  expect  to  find  under  the  circumstances.  They  are 
plainly  the  utterances  of  the  people  in  a  primitive  state  of  civiliza- 
tion, who  nevertheless  enjoyed  considerable  freedom;  and  though 
they  occasionally  had  to  lament  the  tyranny  of  individual  princes, 
they  cannot  be  described  as  having  been  among  the  down-trodden 
nations  of  the  earth.  The  domesticity  which  is  still  a  distinctive 
feature  of  Chinese  life  figures  largely  in  them,  and  the  filial  piety 
which  to  the  present  day  is  so  highly  esteemed  finds  constant  ex- 
pression. The  measure  in  which  the  odes  have  been  handed  down 
to  us  makes  it  difficult  to  understand  how  any  rhythm  could  be 
found  in  them.  With  few  exceptions  they  are  all  written  in  lines 
of  four  characters  each,  and  as  read  at  the  present  day,  consist 
therefore  of  only  four  syllables.  This  seems  to  be  so  stunted  and 
unnatural  a  metre  that  one  is  inclined  to  accept  Professor  T.  de  la 
Couperie's  suggestion,  for  which  he  had  much  to  say, —  that  at  the 
time  at  which  they  were  sung,  the  characters  which  now  represent 
a  syllable  each  were  polysyllabic.  It  would  seem  probable  that  cer- 
tainly in  some  cases  compound  characters  were  ^pronounced  as  com- 
pounded of  syllables  in  accordance  with  their  component  parts,  as 
certain  of  them  are  read  by  the  Japanese  at  the  present  time, 
Numerous  translations  of  the  odes  into  European  languages  have 
been  made,  and  the  following  extracts  from  Professor  Legge's  ren- 
dering of  the  second  ode,  celebrating  the  industry  and  filial  piety 
of  the  reigning  queen,  give  a  good  idea  of  the  general  tone  of  the 

pieces. 

«  Sweet  was  the  scene.     The  spreading  dolichos 
Extended  far,  down  to  the  valley's  depths, 
With  leaves  luxuriant.     The  orioles 
Fluttered  around,  and  on  the  bushy  trees 
In  throngs  collected, —  whence  their  pleasant  notes 
Resounded  far  in  richest  melody.     .     .     . 

Now  back  to  my  old  home,  my  parents  dear 

To  see,  I  go.     The  matron  I  have  told, 

Who  will  announcement  make.     Meanwhile  my  clothes, 

My  private  clothes,  I  wash,  and  rinse  my  robes. 

Which  of  them  need  be  rinsed  ?  and  which  need  not  ? 

My  parents  dear  to  visit  back  I  go.» 

Such  were  the  odes  which  Confucius  found  collected  ready  to 
his  hand;  and  faithful  to  his  character  of  transmitter  of  the  wisdom 
of  the  ancients,  he  made  them  the  common  property  of  his  country- 
men. But  these  were  not  the  only  records  at  the  court  of  Chow 
which  attracted  his  attention.  He  found  there  historical  documents, 


THE    LITERATURE   OF   CHINA 


3633 


containing  the  leading  events  in  the  history  of  the  Chinese  States 
from  the  middle  of  the  twenty-third  century  B.  C.  to  721.  These  curi- 
ous records  of  a  past  time  possessed  an  irresistible  attraction  for  him. 
By  constant  study  he  made  them  his  own,  and  with  loving  care  col- 
lated and  edited  the  texts.  These  fragments  are,  from  a  historical 
point  of  view,  of  great  value;  and  they  incidentally  furnish  evidence 
of  the  fact  that  China  was  not  always  the  stage  on  which  the  Chinese 
people  have  played  their  parts.  There  is  no  sign  in  these  records  of 
the  first  steps  in  ethics  and  science  which  one  would  expect  to  find 
in  the  primitive  history  of  a  race.  The  utterances  of  the  sovereigns 
and  sages,  with  which  they  abound,  are  marked  by  a  comparatively 
matured  knowledge  and  an  advanced  ethical  condition.  The  knowl- 
edge of  astronomy  displayed,  though  not  profound,  is  considerable, 
and  the  directions  given  by  the  Emperor  Yao  to  his  astronomers 
royal  are  quite  such  as  may  have  been  given  by  any  Emperor  of 
China  until  the  advent  of  the  Jesuit  missionaries  in  the  seventeenth 
century;  and  the  moral  utterances  of  the  sovereigns  and  their  minis- 
ters are  on  a  par  with  the  sentiments  expressed  in  the  Peking 
Gazette  at  the  present  time.  (<  Virtue,9  said  the  minister  Yi  address- 
ing his  Emperor  Yii,  (<is  the  basis  of  good  government;  and  this 
consists  first  in  procuring  for  the  people  the  things  necessary  for 
their  sustenance,  such  as  water,  fire,  metals,  wood,  and  grain.  The 
ruler  must  also  think  of  rendering  them  virtuous,  and  of  preserving 
them  from  whatever  can  injure  life  and  health.  When  you  would 
caution  them,  use  gentle  words;  when  you  would  correct,  employ 
authority. }>  ((Do  not  be  ashamed  of  mistakes,  and  thus  make  them 
crimes, w  was  another  piece  of  advice  uttered  forty  centuries  ago, 
which  has  a  peculiarly  modern  ring  about  it. 

According  to  the  system  in  vogue  at  the  Chinese  courts,  the  duty 
of  recording  historical  events  was  confided  to  historians  of  the  right 
hand  and  of  the  left.  To  the  latter  was  given  the  duty  of  recording 
the  speeches -and  edicts  of  the  sovereigns  and  their  ministers,  and  to 
the  first  that  of  compiling  chronicles  of  events.  The  historians  who 
had  placed  on  record  the  documents  which  Confucius  edited  in  the 
<Shu  King>  or  Book  of  History  were  historians  of  the  left  hand,  and 
in  the  only  original  work  which  we  have  by  the  Sage  —  <The  Spring 
and  Autumn  Annals  > — he  constituted  himself  a  historian  of  the  right. 
In  this  work  he  traces  the  history  of  his  native  State  of  Lu  from  the 
year  B.  C.  722  to  B.  C.  484,  and  in  the  baldest  and  most  calendar-like 
style  enumerates,  without  any  comment  or  expression  of  opinion,  the 
facts  which  he  considers  of  sufficient  importance  to  report.  However 
faulty  we  may  consider  his  manner  of  treatment,  any  criticism  should 
be  leveled  against  the  system  rather  than  against  the  author.  But 
in  other  respects  Confucius  cannot  shelter  himself  under  the  plea  of 
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usage.  As  a  historian,  it  was  his  bounden  duty  above  all  things  to 
tell  the  truth,  and  to  distribute  praise  and  blame  without  fear  or 
favor.  In  this  elementary  duty  Confucius  failed,  and  has  left  us  a 
record  in  which  he  has  obviously  made  events  to  chime  in  with  his 
preconceived  ideas  and  opinions.  Considering  the  assumption  of  vir- 
tue with  which  Confucius  always  clothed  himself,  this  is  the  more 
noticeable;  and  still  more  is  it  remarkable  that  his  disciples  should 
be  so  overcome  by  the  glamour  which  attached  to  his  name,  that  his 
obvious  lapses  from  the  truth  are  not  only  left  unnoted,  but  the  gen- 
eral tone  and  influence  of  the  work  are  described  in  the  most  eulo- 
gistic terms.  <(The  world, J>  said  Mencius,  <(had  fallen  into  decay  and 
right  principles  had  dwindled  away.  Perverse  discourses  and  oppress- 
ive deeds  had  again  waxen  rife.  Cases  had  occurred  of  ministers 
who  had  murdered  their  rulers,  and  of  sons  who  had  murdered  their 
fathers.  Confucius  was  afraid  and  made  the  <Ch'un  ch'iu.*"  So 
great,  we  are  told,  was  the  effect  of  the  appearance  of  this  work 
that  "rebellious  ministers  quaked  with  fear,  and  undutiful  sons  were 
overcome  with  terror. ft  Love  of  truth  is  not  a  characteristic  of  the 
Chinese  people;  and  unhappily  their  greatest  men,  Confucius  among 
them,  have  show^n  their  countrymen  a  lamentable  example  in  this 
respect. 

So  great  is  the  admiration  of  the  people  for  this  work  of  Confu- 
cius-that  by  universal  consent  the  (Cti'un  ch'iu)  has  through  all 
ages  been  included  among  the  Five  Classics  of  the  country.  Three 
others  have  already  been  spoken  of,  and  there  remains  only  one 
more,  the  Book  of  Rites,  to  mention.  This  work  is  the  embodiment 
of,  and  authority  for,  the  ceremonial  which  influences  the  national 
policy  of  the  country,  and  directs  the  individual  destinies  of  the 
people.  We  are  informed  on  the  highest  authority  that  there  are 
three  hundred  rules  of  ceremony  and  three  thousand  rules  of  behavior. 
Under  a  code  so  overwhelmingly  oppressive,  it  is  difficult  to  imagine 
how  the  race  can  continue  to  exist;  but  five-and-twenty  centuries  of 
close  attention  to  the  Book  of  Rites  have  so  molded  the  nation 
within  the  lines  of  the  ceremonial  which  it  prescribes,  that  acquies- 
cence with  its  rules  has  become  a  second  nature  with  the  people,  and 
requires  no  more  guiding  effort  on  their  part  than  does  the  automatic 
action  of  the  nerves  and  limbs  at  the  bidding  of  the  brain.  Within 
its  voluminous  pages  every  act  which  one  man  should  perform  to 
another  is  carefully  and  fully  provided  for;  and  this  applies  not  only 
to  the  daily  life  of  the  people,  but  also  to  the  official  acts  of  the 
whole  hierarchy  of  power  from  the  Emperor  downward.  No  court 
ceremony  is  undertaken  without  its  guidance,  and  no  official  deed  is 
done  throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  eighteen  Provinces  of 
the  Empire  without  its  sanction.  Its  spirit  penetrates  every  Yamen 
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and  permeates  every  household.  It  regulates  the  sacrifices  which 
should  be  offered  to  the  gods,  it  prescribes  the  forms  to  be  observed 
by  the  Son  of  Heaven  in  his  intercourse  with  his  ministers,  it  lays 
down  the  behavior  proper  to  officials  of  all  ranks,  and  it  directs  the 
conduct  of  the  people  in  every  relation  of  life.  It  supplements  in  a 
.practical  form  the  teachings  of  Confucius  and  others,  and  forms  the 
most  important  link  in  the  chain  which  binds  the  people  to  the 
chariot  wheels  of  the  <(  Sages. » 

Of  canonical  authority  equal  to  the  Five  Classics  if  not  greater, 
are  the  (Four  Books y  in  which  are  recorded  the  ipsissima  verba  of 
Confucius.  These  are  the  <Lunyii)  or  Sayings  of  Confucius,  twenty 
books,  which  contains  a  detailed  description  of  the  Sage's  system 
of  philosophy;  the  (Ta  Hsio,'  the  Great  Learning,  ten  chapters; 
the  (  Chung  yung, )  or  the  Doctrine  of  the  Mean,  thirty-three  chap- 
ters; and  the  development  of  Confucianism  as  enunciated  by  his  great 
follower  Mencius  in  the  <Meng  tzu,*  seven 'books.  These  works  cover 
the  whole  field  of  Confucianism;  and  as  such,  their  contents  claim 
the  allegiance  and  demand  the  obedience  of  ninety-nine  out  of  every 
hundred  Chinamen.  To  the  European  student  their  contents  are 
somewhat  disappointing.  The  system  they  enunciate  wants  complete- 
ness and  life,  although  the  sentiments  they  express  are  unexception- 
able; as  for  example  when  Confucius  said:  (<Hold  faithfulness  and 
sincerity  as  first  principles.  Have  no  friends  not  equal  to  yourself. 
When  you  have  faults,  do  not  fear  to  abandon  them."  Admirable 
maxims  such  as  these  flowed  from  his  lips  in  abundance,  but  he 
could  offer  no  reason  why  a  man  should  rather  obey  the  advice 
thus  presented  than  his  own  inclination.  He  had  no  reward  to  offer 
for  virtue,  and  no  terrors  with  which  to  threaten  the  doers  of  evil. 
In  no  sense  do  his  teachings  as  they  came  from  his  lips  constitute 
a  religion.  He  inculcated  no  worship  of  the  Deity,  and  he  refrained 
altogether  from  declaring  his  belief  or  disbelief  in  a  future  existence. 

The  author  of  the  ( Great  Learning, >  commonly  said  to  be  the 
disciple  Tseng,  describes  the  object  of  his  work  to  be  (<to  illustrate 
illustrious  virtue;  to  renovate  the  people;  and  to  rest  in  the  highest 
excellence. »  And  following  on  the  lines  indicated  by  his  great  mas- 
ter, he  lays  down  the  ethical  means  by  which  these  admirable  ends 
may  in  his  opinion  be  attained.  The  ( Doctrine  of  the  Mean*  takes 
for  its  text  the  injunction,  <(Let  the  states  of  equilibrium  and  har- 
mony exist  in  perfection,  and  a  happy  order  will  prevail  throughout 
heaven  and  earth,  and  all  things  will  be  nourished  and  flourish. » 
The  author  of  this  work,  Tzussu,  goes  deeper  into  the  motives  of 
human  conduct  than  Confucius  himself.  « First  he  shows  clearly  how 
the  path  of  duty  is  to  be  traced  to  its  origin  in  Heaven,  and  is 
unchangeable,  while  the  substance  of  it  is  provided  in  ourselves,  and 
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may  not  be  departed  from.  Next  he  speaks  of  the  importance  of 
preserving  and  nourishing  this,  and  of  exercising  a  watchful  self- 
scrutiny  with  reference  to  it.  Finally  he  speaks  of  the  meritorious 
achievements  and  transforming  influence  of  sage  and  spiritual  men 
in  their  highest  extent. }> 

In  the  teachings  of  Mencius  (B.  C.  372-289)  we  see  a  distinct 
advance  on  the  doctrines  of  Confucius.  He  was  a  man  of  a  far  more 
practical  frame  of  mind  than  his  great  predecessor,  and  possessed  the 
courage  necessary  to  speak  plainly  in  the  presence  of  kings  and 
rulers.  His  knowledge  of  political  economy  was  considerable,  and  he 
brought  to  the  test  of  experience  many  of  the  opinions  and  doctrines 
which  Confucius  was  willing  to  express  only  in  the  abstract.  Filial 
piety  was  his  constant  theme.  <(The  richest  fruit  of  benevolence  is 
this,*  he  said, — (<the  service  of  one's  parents.  The  richest  fruit  of 
righteousness  is  this,  —  the  obeying  of  one's  elder  brothers.  The 
richest  fruit  of  wisdom  is1  this, — the  knowing  of  these  two  things, 
and  not  departing  from  them.** 

These  Five  Classics  and  Four  Books  may  be  said  to  be  the 
foundations  on  which  all  Chinese  literature  has  been  based.  The 
period  when  Confucius  and  Mencius  taught  and  wrote  was  one  of 
great  mental  activity  all  over  the  world.  While  the  wise  men  of 
China  were  proclaiming  their  system  of  philosophy,  the  Seven  Sages 
of  Greece  were  pouring  out  words  of  wisdom  in  the  schools  at  Ath- 
ens, and  the  sound  of  the  voice  of  Buddha  (died  480  B.  C.)  had 
hardly  ceased  to  be  heard  under  the  bodhi  tree  in  Central  India. 
From  such  beginnings  arose  the  literatures  which  have  since  added 
fame  and  splendor  to  the  three  countries  in  Asia  and  Europe.  In 
China  the  impetus  given  by  these  pioneers  of  learning  was  at  once 
felt,  and  called  into  existence  a  succession  of  brilliant  writers*  who 
were  as  distinguished  for  the  boldness  of  their  views  as  for  the  free- 
dom with  which  they  gave  them  utterance. 

The  main  subject  discussed  by  these  men  was  the  principle  under- 
lying the  Confucian  system;  namely,  that  man's  nature  is  in  its 
origin  perfectly  good,  and  that  so  long  as  each  one  remains  uncon- 
taminated  by  the  world  and  the  things  of  the  world,  the  path  of 
virtue  is  to  him  the  path  of  least  resistance.  While  therefore  a  man 
is  able  to  remain  unenticed  by  the  temptations  which  necessarily 
surround  him,  he  advances  in  spotless  purity  towards  perfection, 
until  virtue  becomes  in  him  so  confirmed  a  habit  that  neither  the 
stings  of  conscience  nor  the  exertion  of  intellectual  effort  is  re- 
quired to  maintain  him  in  his  position  of  perfect  goodness  and  of 
perfect  peace. 

These  are  still  the  opinions  of  orthodox  Confucianists,  but  at  dif- 
ferent times  scholars  have  arisen,  who  from  their  own  experiences  in 
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the  world,  have  come  to  conclusions  diametrically  opposed  to  those 
taught  by  the  Sage.  In  their  opinion  the  Psalmist  was  right  when 
he  said,  <(  The  heart  of  man  is  deceitful  above  all  things  and  desper- 
ately wicked. »  Scarcely  had  Confucius  been  gathered  to  his  fathers 
when  the  Philosopher  Hsiin  enunciated  this  view,  and  since  then  the 
doctrine  has  formed  the  chief  ground  of  contention  among  all  schools 
of  philosophy  down  to  the  present  day.  By  certain  writers  it  has 
been  held  that  in  man's  nature  there  is  a  mixture  of  good  and  evil, 
and  by  no  one  was  this  view  more  ably  expounded  than  by  the 
philosopher  Chu  Hi  (A.  D.  1130-1200).  In  season  and  out  of  season 
this  great  writer,  who  has  done  more  than  any  one  else  to  elucidate 
the  dark  pages  of  the  classics,  (<  taught  that  good  and  evil  were  pres- 
ent in  the  heart  of  every  man,  and  that  just  as  in  nature  a  duality 
of  powers  is  necessary  to  the  existence  of  nature  itself,  so  good  and 
evil  are  inseparably  present  in  the  heart  of  every  human  being. }) 

But  there  were  others  who  felt  that  the  bald  and  conventional 
system  proclaimed  by  Confucius  was  insufficient  to  satisfy  the  desire 
for  the  supernatural  which  is  implanted  in  men  of  every  race  and  of 
every  clime,  and  then  at  once  a  school  arose,  headed  by  Laotzu  (sixth 
century  B.  C.),  the  Old  Philosopher;  which,  adopting  the  spirit  of 
Brahminism,  taught  its  sectaries  to  seek  by  self-abnegation  freedom 
from  the  entanglements  of  the  world,  and  a  final  absorption  into  the 
Deity.  The  minds  of  most  Chinamen  are  not  attuned  to  the  appre- 
hension of  philosophical  subtleties,  and  the  wisdom  imparted  by 
Laotzu  to  his  countrymen  in  the  pages  of  his  ( Taote  King >  (The 
Book  of  Reason  and  Virtue),  soon  became  debased  into  a  supersti- 
tious system  by  a  succession  of  charlatans,  who,  adopting  Laotzu's 
doctrine  that  death  was  only  another  form  of  life,  taught  their  fol- 
lowers to  seek  to  prolong  the  pleasures  of  the  present  state  of  exist- 
ence by  searching  in  the  mazes  of  alchemy  for  the  elixir  of  life 
and  the  philosopher's  stone.  Before  the  faith  reached  this  degraded 
position,  however,  several  writers  supplemented  and  enlarged  on  the 
doctrines  advanced  by  Laotzu.  Foremost  among  these  were  Litzu 
and  Chwangtzu,  who  were  both  men  of  great  metaphysical  ability, 
and  whose  speculations,  though  not  always  in  harmony  with  those  of 
their  great  master,  help  to  some  extent  to  elucidate  his  system  and 
certainly  add  considerable  interest  to  it. 

Around  the  systems  of  Confucius  and  Laotzu  a  considerable  liter- 
ature grew  up,  which  was  cherished,  copied,  and  discussed  by  all 
Ihose  scholars  who  had  time  to  spare  from  the  contemplation  of  the 
records  of  the  various  States  into  which  the  country  was  divided. 
These  records  had  assumed  a  permanent  place  in  the  literature  of 
the  land,  and  were  bound  up  with  the  feudal  system  which  then 
existed.  The  time  came,  however,  when  this  feudal  system  was 
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destined  to  come  to  an  end.  In  the  third  century  before  Christ  a 
leader  arose  who  proclaimed  the  States  an  Empire  and  himself  as 
Emperor.  To  so  conservatively  minded  a  people,  as  the  Chinese  the 
revolution  was  difficult  of  acceptance,  and  Shi  Hwangti,  seeking  to 
facilitate  the  transfer  of  their  allegiance,  ordered  the  destruction  of 
all  books  which  might  preserve  the  memory  of  a  bygone  constitution. 
With  ruthless  severity  the  ukase  was  put  into  force,  and  all  works, 
with  the  exception  of  those  on  medicine  and  alchemy,  were  thrown 
to  the  flames.  Happily  no  tyrant,  however  powerful,  can  enforce  the 
complete  fulfillment  of  such  an  edict;  and  in  spite  of  threats  and 
persecutions,  events  showed  that  through  all  that  fiery  time  manu- 
scripts had  been  carefully  preserved,  and  that  men  had  been  founii 
ready  to  risk  their  lives  in  the  sacred  cause  of  learning. 

Fortunately  the  Dynasty  founded  by  Shi  Hwangti  was  short- 
lived, and  in  202  B.  C.  a  revolution  placed  Kao  ti,  the  founder  of  the 
Han  Dynasty,  on  the  throne.  With  commendable  wisdom  Kao  ti 
placed  himself  at  once  in  complete  harmony  with  the  national  mind, 
and  had  no  sooner  assumed  the  imperial  yellow  than  he  notified  his 
desire  to  restore  the  national  literature  to  its  former  status.  Under 
his  fostering  care,  manuscripts  which  had  lain  hidden  were  brought 
out  from  their  places  of  concealment;  and  to  these  works  were 
added  others,  which  were  dictated  by  scholars  who  had  treasured 
them  in  their  memories.  That  the  works  thus  again  brought  out 
were  numerous,  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  in  the  catalogue  of  the 
Imperial  Library  of  the  Han  Dynasty  (B.  C.  202  to  A.  D.  25),  mention 
is  made  of  11,312  works,  consisting  of  volumes  on  the  classics,  phi- 
losophy, poetry,  military  tactics,  mathematics  and  medicine. 

It  was  during  this  dynasty  that  the  national  history  and  poetry 
took  their  rise  in  the  shapes  with  which  we  are  now  familiar.  After 
the  night  of  turmoil  and  darkness  which  had  just  passed  away, 
men,  as  though  invigorated  by  the  time  of  sterility,  devoted  them- 
selves to  the  production  of  cultured  prose  and  original  though 
pedantic  poetry.  It  was  then  that  Ssuma  Ch'ien,  who  has  been 
called  the  Herodotus  of  China,  wrote  his  ( Shichi >  (Historical  Rec- 
ords), which  embraces  a  period  of  between  two  and  three  thousand 
years;  namely,  from  the  reign  of  Hwang  ti  (B.  C.  2697)  to  the  reign 
of  Wu  ti  of  the  Han  Dynasty  (B.  C.  140-86).  Following  the  example 
of  this  great  chronicler,  Pan  ku  compiled  the  records  of  the  Han 
Dynasty  in  a  hundred  and  twenty  books,  and  it  is  on  the  model  thus 
laid  down  that  all  succeeding  dynastic  histories  of  China  have  been 
written.  Almost  without  variation  the  materials  of  these  vast  deposi- 
tories of  information  are  arranged  in  the  following  order: — i.  Impe- 
rial records,  consisting  of  the  purely  political  events  which  occurred 
in  each  reign.  2.  Memoirs,  including  treatises  on  mathematical  chro- 


THE   LITERATURE   OP   CHINA 


3639 


nology,  rites,  music,  jurisprudence,  political  economy,  State  sacrifices, 
astronomy,  elemental  influences,  geography,  literature,  biographies, 
and  records  of  the  neighboring  countries. 

Tempera  non  animi  mutant,  and  in  the  poetry  of  this  period  we 
see  a  close  resemblance  to  the  spirit  which  breathes  in  the  odes  col- 
lected by  Confucius.  The  measure  shows  signs  of  some  elasticity, , 
five  characters  to  a  line  taking  the  place  of  the  older  four-syllabled 
metre;  but  the  ideas  which  permeate  it  are  the  same.  Like  all 
Chinese  poetry,  it  is  rather  quaint  than  powerful,  and  is  rather 
noticeable  for  romantic  sweetness  than  for  the  expression  of  strong 
passions.  There  is  for  the  most  part  a  somewhat  melancholy  ring 
about,  it.  The  authors  love  to  lament  their  absence  from  home  or 
the  oppressed  condition  of  the  people,  or  to  enlarge  on  the  depress- 
ing effect  of  rain  or  snow,  and  find  sadness  in  the  strange  beauty  of 
the  surrounding  scenery  or  the  loveliness  of  a  flower.  The  diction  is 
smooth  and  the  fancy  wandering,  but  its  lines  do  not  much  stir  the 
imagination  or  arouse  the  passions.  These  are  criticisms  which  apply 
to  Chinese  poetry  of  all  ages.  During  the  T'ang  and  Sung  Dynasties 
(A.  D.  618-1127),"  periods  which  have  been  described  as  forming  the 
Augustan  ages  of  Chinese  literature,  poets  flourished  abundantly,  and 
for  the  better  expression  of  their  ideas  they  adopted  a  metre  of 
seven  characters  or  syllables,  instead  of  the  earlier  and  more  re- 
stricted measures.-  Tu  Fu,  Li  T'aipai,  and  a  host  of  others,  enriched 
the  national  poetry  at  the  time,  and  varied  the  subjects  which  had 
been  the  common  themes  of  earlier  poets  by  singing  the  praises  of 
wine.  To  be  a  poet  it  was  considered  necessary  by  them  that  a 
man  should  be  a  wine-bibber,  and  their  verses  describe  with  enthu- 
siasm the  pleasures  of  the  cup  and  the  joys  of  intoxication.  The 
following  is  a  specimen  of  such  an  ode,  taken  from  the  works  of  Li 
T'aipai:  — 

IF  LIFE  be  nothing  but  an  empty  dream, 
Why  vex  one's  self  about  the  things  of  time? 
My  part  shall  be  to  drain  the  flowing  cup 
And  sleep  away  the  fumes  of  drowsy  wine. 

When  roused  to  life  again,  I  straightway  ask 
The  Bird  which  sings  in  yonder  leafy  trees, 
What  season  of  the  year  had  come  its  round. 

<(The  Spring, »  he  says, 
<(When  every  breath  of  air  suggests  a  song.** 

Sad  and  disturbed,  I  heave  a  gentle  sigh, 
And  turn  again  to  brightening,  cheering  wine, 
And  sing  until  the  moon  shines,  and  until 
Sleep  and  oblivion  close  my  eyes  again. 
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But  before  the  time  of  the  T'ang  Dynasty  a  new  element  had 
been  introduced  into  the  national  literature.  With  the  introduction 
of  Buddhism  the  Chinese  became  acquainted  with  religious  doctrines 
and  philosophical  ideas,  of  which  until  then  they  had  only  been 
faintly  conscious  from  their  contact  wkh  the  debased  form  of  Brah- 
minical  teaching  which  under  the  name  of  Taoism  had  long  existed 
in  the  land.  A  complete  knowledge  of  the  teachings  of  Sakyamuni 
was  however  imparted  to  them  by  the  arrival,  at  the  beginning  of 
the  first  century  of  our  era,  of  two  Shamans  from  India  who  settled 
at  Loyang  in  the  province  of  Honan,  and  who  translated  the  San- 
skrit Sutra  in  forty-two  sections  into  Chinese.  From  this  time  onward 
a  constant  succession  of  Buddhist  missionaries  visited  China  and 
labored  with  indefatigable  industry,  both  by  oral  teaching  and  by  the 
translation  of  Sanskrit  works  into  Chinese,  to  convert  the  people  to 
their  faith. 

The  knowledge  thus  acquired  was  of  great  advantage  to  the  litera- 
ture of  the  country.  It  enriched  it  with  new  ideas,  and  added  wider 
knowledge  to  its  pages.  The  history  and  geography  of  India,  with 
which  scholars  had  previously  been  scarcely  acquainted,  became, 
though  indistinctly,  matters  of  knowledge  to  them.  Already  Fahsien, 
the  great  forerunner  of  Chinese  Buddhist  pilgrims  (B.  C.  399),  had 
visited  India  and  had  described  in  his  (Fuh  kwo  chi  >  (The  Records 
of  Buddhist  Countries)  the  wonders  which  he  had  seen  in  Hindustan. 
With  the  spread  of  Buddhism  in  China,  a  desire  to  follow  in  his 
footsteps  prompted  others  to  undertake  the  long  and  arduous  journey 
across  the  Mongolian  steppes  and  over  the  passes  of  the  Himalayas 
into  the  plains  of  India.  Sung  yun  in  the  sixth  century  and  Hiian 
Ts'ang  in  the  seventh  are  conspicuous  among  those  who  undertook 
this  toilsome  pilgrimage  in  the  interest  of  the  faith. 

Notwithstanding  the  occasional  influx  of  new  sentiments,  however, 
the  circumscribed  circle  of  knowledge  which  was  within  the  reach  of 
Chinese  scholars,  and  the  poverty  of  their  vocabulary,  have  always 
necessarily  limited  the  wealth  of  their  ideas;  and  at  an  early  period 
of  the  history  of  the  country  we  see  symptoms  of  sterility  creeping 
over  the  national  mind.  It  is  always  easier  to  remember  than  to 
think;  and  it  cannot  but  be  looked  upon  as  a  sign  of  decadence  in  a 
literature  when  collections  of  ready-made  knowledge  take  the  place 
of  original  compositions,  and  when  scholars  devote  themselves  to  the 
production  of  anthologies  and  encyclopaedias  instead  of  seeking  out 
new  thoughts  and  fresh  branches  of  learning.  In  the  sixth  century, 
a  period  which  coincides  with  the  invention  of  printing,  there  was 
first  shown  that  disposition  to  collect  extracts  from  works  of  merit 
into  anthologies,  which  have  ever  since  been  such  a  marked  peculiar- 
ity of  Chinese  literature. 
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That  the  effect  of  these  works,  and  of  the  encyclopaedias  which 
are  in  a  sense  allied  to  them,  has  been  detrimental  to  the  national 
mind,  there  cannot  be  a  doubt.  Scholars  are  no  longer  required  to 
search  for  themselves  for  the  golden  nuggets  of  knowledge  in  the 
mines  of  learning.  They  have  but  to  turn  to  the  great  depositories 
of  carefully  extracted  information,  and  they  find  ready  to  their  hand 
the  opinions  and  thoughts  of  all  those  who  are  considered  to  be 
authorities  on  the  subject  with  which  they  desire  to  acquaint  them- 
selves. For  the  purposes  of  cram  for  students  at  the  competitive 
examinations,  these  treasuries  of  knowledge  are  of  inestimable  value: 
and  by  their  help,  (<  scholars })  who  have  neither  depth  of  knowledge 
nor  power  of  thought  are  able  to  make  a  show  of  erudition  which  is 
as  hollow  as  it  is  valueless. 

During  the  Ming  Dynasty  (1368-1644)  this  class  of  literature  may 
be  said  to  have  reached  its  highest  development.  In  the  reign 
of  the  Emperor  Yunglo  (1403-1425)  was  compiled  the  largest  encyclo- 
paedia which  has  ever  seen  the  light.  This  gigantic  work,  which  was 
entitled  ( Yunglo  ta  tien,*  consisted  of  no  fewer  than  22,877  books, 
and  covered  every  branch  of  knowledge  possessed  by  the  Chinese. 
Possibly  owing  to  its  immense  extent,  it  was  never  published;  and 
such  volumes  as  still  survive  the  destroying  influences  of  neglect  and 
decay  are  yet  to  be  found  in  manuscript  on  the  shelves  of  the  Imperial 
Library.  Inspired  perhaps  by  the  example  thus  set,  the  Emperor 
K'anghi  of  the  present  dynasty  appointed  a  commission  of  scholars 
to  compile  a  similar  work;  and  after  forty  years  had  been  consumed 
in  extracting  from  the  past  literatures  every  passage  bearing  on  the 
6109  headings  which  it  was  the  will  of  K'anghi  should  be  illustrated, 
the  compilers  were  able  to  lay  before  their  sovereign  a  work  consist- 
ing of  5020  volumes,  which  they  entitled  ( Kin  L'ing  ku  kin  t'u  shu 
chi  ch'eng.*  Unlike  Yunglo's  great  work,  this  one  was  printed;  and 
though  only,  as  it  is  said,  a  hundred  copies  were  issued,  some  still 
remain  of  the  original  edition.  One  such  copy,  complete  in  every 
particular,  is  to  be  seen  at  the  British  Museum.  For  completeness 
from  a  Chinese  point  of  view  this  work  stands  out  pre-eminently 
above  all  others;  but  owing  to  the  very  limited  number  of  copies,  it 
has  never  superseded  the  <  Wen  hsien  t'ung  k'ao)  by  Ma  Twanlin, 
which,  though  published  four  hundred  years  earlier,  still  holds  its 
own  in  popular  estimation. 

Much  has  been  written  by  Chinese  authors  on  scientific  sub- 
jects, but  the  substance  is  remarkable  for  its  extent  rather  than  fot 
its  value.  In  each  branch  of  knowledge  they  have  advanced  under 
foreign  influence  up  to  a  certain  point,  and  beyond  that  they  have 
been  unable  to  go.  Their  knowledge  of  astronomy,  which  is  of  Chal- 
dean origin,  is  sufficient  to  enable  them  to  calculate  eclipses  and  to 
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recognize  the  precession  of  the  equinoxes,  but  it  has  left  them  with 
confused  notions  on  subjects  which  are  matters  of  common  knowl- 
edge among  Western  people.  It  is  the  same  in  the  case  of  medi- 
cine. They  understand  certain  general  principles  of  therapeutics 
and  the  use  of  certain  herbs;  but  their  knowledge  is  purely  empiri- 
cal, and  their  acquaintance  with  surgery  is  of  the  most  elementary 
kind. 

It  is  perhaps  in  their  novels  and  plays,  however,  that  the  most 
marked  defects  in  the  national  mind  become  apparent.  The  systems 
of  education  and  the  consequent  mental  habit  in  vogue  are  the 
outcomes  of  that  lack  of  imagination  which  distinguishes  the  people, 
and  which  finds  its  reflection  in  all  those  branches  of  literature 
which  are  rnore  directly  dependent  on  the  flow  of  new  and  striking 
ideas.  There  is  little  delineation  of  character  either  in  their  novels 
or  their  plays.  The  personages  portrayed  are  all  either  models  of 
virtue  and  learning,  or  shocking  examples  of  ignorance  and  turpi- 
tude. Their  actions  are  mechanical,  and  the  incidents  described 
have  little  or  no  connection  with  one  another.  The  stories  are  in 
fact  arranged  much  as  a  clever  child  might  be  expected  to  arrange 
them,  and  they  are  by  no  means  free  from  the  weary  iterations  in 
which  untutored  minds  are  apt  to  indulge.  Chinese  scholars  are 
conscious  of  these  defects,  and  attempt  to  explain  them  by  describ- 
ing novel-writing  as  being  beneath  the  serious  attention  of  all  those 
who  are  interested  in  learning.  This  view  is  commonly  accepted  by 
their  learned  world,  who  divide  literature  into  four  classes,  viz. . 
Classics,  History,  Philosophy,  and  Belles-lettres.  The  last  of  these 
does  not  include  either  romances  or  plays;  and  with  the  exception 
of  two  or  three  standard  works  of  fiction  and  the  (  Hundred  Plays  of 
the  Yuan  Dynasty  >  (A.D.  1280-1368),  no  specimens  of  either  of  these 
two  classes  of  literature  would  ever  be  found  in  a  library  of  stand- 
ing. But  this  contempt  for  works  of  imagination  is  probably  less 
the  cause  of  their  inferiority  than  the  result  of  it.  The  Providence 
which  has  given  Chinamen  untiring  diligence,  inexhaustible  memo- 
ries, and  a  love  of  learning,  has  not  vouchsafed  to  touch  their 
tongues  with  the  live  coal  of  imagination.  They  are  plodding  stu- 
dents, and  though  quite  capable  of  narrating  events  and  of  producing 
endless  dissertations  on  the  interpretation  of  the  classics  and  the 
true  meaning  of  the  philosophy  on  which  they  are  based,  are  en- 
tirely unprovided  with  that  power  of  fancy  which  is  able  to  bring 
before  the  eye.  as  in  a  living  picture,  the  phantoms  of  the  brain. 
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SELECTED  MAXIMS 
ON  MORALS,  PHILOSOPHY  OF  LIFE,  CHARACTER,  CIRCUMSTANCES,  ETC. 

From  the  Chinese  Moralists 

FILIAL  piety  and  fraternal  submission,  are  they  not  the  root 
of  all  benevolent  actions?  —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Heo  Urh 
(ch.  ii.). 

The  path  of  duty  lies  in  what  is  near,  and  men  seek  for  it  in 
what  is  remote.  The  work  of  duty  lies  in  what  is  easy,  and  men 
seek  for  it  in  what  is  difficult.  If  each  man  would  love  his 
parents  and  show  due  respect  to  his  elders,  the  whole  empire 
would  enjoy  tranquillity. —  MENCIUS,  Le  Low  (pt.  i.,  ch.  xi.). 

Hold  faithfulness  and  sincerity  as  first  principles. —  CONFUCIAN 
AN.,  Heo  Urh  (ch.  viii.). 

If  what  we  see  is  doubtful,  how  can  we  believe  what  is 
spoken  behind  the  back?  —  INSCRIPTION  in  (<  Celestial  Influence 
Temple. » 

Words  which  are  simple,  while  their  meaning  is  far-reaching, 
are  good  words.  Principles  which  are  held  as  compendious, 
while  their  application  is  extensive,  are  good  principles.  The 
words  of  the  superior  man  are  not  necessarily  high-sounding, 
but  great  principles  are  contained  in  them. —  MENCIUS,  Tsin  Sin 
(ch.  xxxii.). 

The  superior  man  is  correctly  firm,  and  not  firm  merely. — 
CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Wei  Ling  Kung  (ch.  xxxvi.). 

For  one  word  a  man  is  often  deemed  to  be  wise;  and  for  one 
word  he  is  often  deemed  to  be  foolish.  We  ought  to  be  careful 
indeed  in  what  we  say. —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Observations  of  Tsze 
Kung. 

In  archery  we  have  something  like  the  way  of  the  superior 
man.  When  the  archer  misses  the  centre  of  the  target,  he  turns 
round  and  seeks  for  the  cause  of  his  failure  in  himself. —  DOC- 
TRINE OF  THE  MEAN  (ch.  xiv.). 

God  leads  men  to  tranquil  security. —  SHOO  KING,  ii.,  Numer- 
ous Officers  (ch.  ii.). 
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The  ,  glory  and  tranquillity  of  a  State  may  arise  from  the 
excellence  of  one  man. —  SHOO  KING,  ii.,  Speech  of  the  Duke  of 
Tsin  (ch.  viii.). 

Mencius  said,  The  superior  man  has  two  things  in  which  he 
delights,  and  to  be  ruler  over  the  empire  is  not  one  of  them. 

That  his  father  and  mother  are  both  alive,  and  that  the  con- 
dition of  his  brothers  affords  no  cause  for  anxiety;  this  is  one 
delight. 

Then  when  looking  up  he  has  no  occasion  for  shame  before 
heaven,  and  below  he  has  no  occasion  to  blush  before  men;  this 
is  a  second  delight. —  MENCIUS,  Tsin  Sin  (pt.  i.,  ch.  xx.). 

Fine  words  and  an  insinuating  appearance  are  seldom  asso- 
ciated with  virtue. — CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Yang  Ho  (ch.  xvii.). 

I  am  pleased  with  your  intelligent  virtue,  not  loudly  pro- 
claimed  nor  portrayed,  without  extravagance  or  changeableness, 
without  consciousness  of  effort  on  your  part,  in  accordance  with 
the  pattern  of  God.  —  SHE  KING,  ii.,  Major  Odes,  Hwang  I. 

Learning  without  thought  is  labor  lost;  thought  without  learn- 
ing is  perilous. — CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Wei  Ching  (ch.  xv.). 

Without  recognizing  the  ordinances  of  Heaven  it  is  impossible 
to  be  a  superior  man. — CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Yaou  Yue  (ch.  iii.). 

Be  tremblingly  fearful, 
Be  careful  night  and  day; 
Men  trip  not  on  mountains, 
They  trip  on  ant-hills. 

YAOU'S  WARNING,  Poem  from  Hwae  Nan. 

The  ways  of  God  are  not  invariable;  on  the  good  doer  he 
sends  down  all  blessings,  and  on  the  evil  doer  he  sends  down  all 
miseries.  —  SHOO  KING,  Instructions  of  E  (ch.  iv.). 

In  the  way  of  superior  man  there  are  four  things,  not  one  of 
which  have  I  as  yet  attained:  —  To  serve  my  father  as  I  would 
require  my  son  to  serve  me;  to  serve  my  Prince  as  I  would  re- 
quire my  minister  to  serve  me;  to  serve  my  elder  brother  as  I 
would  require  my  younger  brother  to  serve  me;  to  set  the 
example  in  behaving  to  a  friend  as  I  would  require  him  to 
behave  to  me. —  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  MEAN  (ch.  xiii.). 

Virtue  has  no  invariable  model.  A  supreme  regard  to  what 
is  good  gives  the  model  of  it.  What  is  good  has  no  invariable 
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characteristic  to  be  supremely  regarded;  it  is  found  where  there 
is  conformity  to  the  uniform  decision  of  the  mind.  —  SHOO  KING, 
Both  Possessed  Pure  Virtue  (ch.  iii.). 

This  King  Wan 

Watchfully  and  reverently 

With  entire  intelligence  served  God, 

And  so  secured  the  great  blessing.  — 

SHE  KING,   Decade  of  King  Wan  II. 

Man's  nature  to  good  is  like  the  tendency  of  water  to  flow 
downwards.  There  are  none  but  have  this  tendency  to  good,  just 
as  all  water  flows  downwards.  —  MENCIUS,  Kaou  Tsze  (pt.  i.,  ch. 


Virtue  is  the  root;  wealth  the  result.  —  THE  GREAT  LEARNING 
(ch.  x.).. 

Its  sovereigns  on  their  part  were  humbly  careful  not  to  lose 
the  favor  of  God.  —  SHOO  KING,  ii.,  Numerous  Officers  (ch.  viii.). 

He  who  loves  his  parents  will  not  dare  to  incur  the  risk  of 
being  hated  by  any  man,  and  he  who  reveres  his  parents  will 
not  dare  to  incur  the  risk  of  being  condemned  by  any  man.  — 
HSIAO  KING,  Filial  Piety  (ch.  ii.). 

Do  not  speak  lightly;  your  words  are  your  own.  Do  not  say, 
This  is  of  little  importance;  no  one  can  hold  my  tongue  for  me; 
words  are  not  to  be  cast  away.  Every  word  finds  its  answer; 
every  good  deed  has  its  recompense.  —  SHE  KING,  ii.,  Major  Odes, 
the  Yi. 

Looked  at  in  friendly  intercourse  with  superior  men,  you 
make  your  countenance  harmonious  and  mild,  anxious  not  to  do 
anything  wrong.  Looked  at  in  your  chamber,  you  ought  to  be 
equally  free  from  shame  before  the  light  which  shines  in.  Do 
not  say,  This  place  is  not  public;  no  one  can  see  me  here:  the 
approaches  of  spiritual  beings  cannot  be  calculated  beforehand, 
but  the  more  should  they  not  be  slighted.  —  SHE  KING,  ii.,  Major 
Odes,  the  Yi. 

Let  me  not  say  that  Heaven  is  high  aloft  above  me.  It 
ascends  and  descends  about  our  doings;  it  daily  inspects  us 
wherever  we  are.  —  SHE  KING,  i,  Sacrificial  Odes,  of  Kau,  Odef 
King  Kih. 
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What  future  misery  have  they  and  ought  they  to  endure  who 
talk  of  what  is  not  good  in  others?  —  MENCIUS,  Le  Low  (pt.  ii., 
ch.  ix.). 

Above  all,  sternly  keep  yourself  from  drink. —  SHOO  KING, 
Announcement  about  Drunkenness  (ch.  xiii.). 

Of  ten  thousand  evils,  lewdness  is  the  head. 
Of  one  hundred  virtues,  filial  piety  is  the  first. 

CONFUCIAN  PROVERB. 

There  are  three  thousand  offenses  against  which  the  five 
punishments  are  directed,  and  there  is  not  one  of  them  greater 
than  being  unfilial. —  THE  HSIAO  KING,  The  Five  Punishments. 

Benevolence  is  man's  mind  and  righteousness  is  man's  path. 

How  lamentable  is  it  to  neglect  the  path  and  not  pursue  it, 
to  lose  the  mind  and  not  know  to  seek  it  again. —  MENCIUS,  Kaou 
Tsze  (pt.  i.,  ch.  xi.). 

Tsze  Kung  asked,  saying,  <(What  do  you  say  of  a  man  who 
is  loved  by  all  the  people  of  his  village  ? >}  The  Master  replied, 
<(  We  may  not  for  that  accord  our  approval  of  him.  *  <(  And  what 
do  you  say  of  him  who  is  hated  by  all  the  people  of  his  vil- 
lage ? }>  The  Master  said,  <(  We  may  not  for  that  conclude  that 
he  is  bad.  It  is  better  than  either  of  these  cases  that  the  good 
in  the  village  love  him  and  the  bad  hate  him. w  —  CONFUCIAN 
AN.,  Tsze  Loo  (ch.  xxiv.). 

Men  must  be  decided  on  what  they  will  not  do,  and  then 
they  are  able  to  act  with  vigor  in  which  they  ought. — MENCIUS, 
Le  Low  (pt.  ii.,  ch.  viii.). 

Learn  as  if  you  could  not  reach  your  object  and  were  always 
fearing  also  lest  you  should  lose  it. — CONFUCIAN  AN.,  T'ae  Pih 
(ch.  xvii.). 

King  Wan  looked  on  the  people  as  he  would  on  a  man  who 
was  wounded,  and  he  looked  toward  the  right  path  as  if  he 
could  not  see  it. — MENCIUS,  Le  Low  (pt.  ii.,  ch.  xx.). 

To  nourish  the  heart  there  is  nothing  better  than  to  make 
the  desires  few. — MENCIUS,  Tsin  Sin  (ch.  xxxv.). 

When  Heaven  is  about  to  confer  a  great  office  on  any  man. 
it  first  exercises  his  mind  with  suffering,  and  his  sinews  and 
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bones  with  toil.  It  exposes  his  body  to  hunger,  and  subjects 
him  to  extreme  poverty.  It  confounds  his  undertakings.  By  all 
these  methods  it  stimulates  his  mind,  hardens  his  nature,  and 
supplies  his  incompetencies. — MENCIUS,  Kaou  Tsze  (pt.  ii.  ch.  xv.). 

You  should  ever  stand  in  awe  of  the  punishment  of  Heaven. 
—  SHOO  KING,  ii. ;  Prince  of  Leu  on  Punishments. 

Great  Heaven  is  intelligent  and  is  with  you  in  all  your 
doings.  Great  Heaven  is  clear-seeing,  and  is  with  you  in  all 
your  wanderings  and  indulgences. — SHE  KING,  ii.,  Major  Odes, 
the  Pan. 

Ke  Loo  asked  about  serving  the  spirits  of  the  dead.  The 
Master  said,  (<  While  you  are  not  able  to  serve  men,  how  can  you 
serve  their  spirits  ? )}  Ke  Loo  added,  <(  I  venture  to  ask  about 
death. J)  He  was  answered,  <(  While  you  do  not  know  life,  how 
can  you  know  about  death  ? }>  —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Seen  Tsin  (ch. 
xi.). 

For  all  affairs  let  there  be  adequate  .preparation.  With  prep- 
aration there  will  be  no  calamities. —  SHOO  KING,  Charge  of  Yue 
(ch.  i.). 

As  to  what  the  superior  man  would  feel  to  be  a  calamity, 
there  is  no  such  thing.  He  does  nothing  which  is  not  according 
to  propriety.  If  there  should  befall  him  one  morning's  calamity, 
the  superior  man  does  not  account  it  a  calamity. — MENCIUS,  Le 
Low  *(pt.  ii.,  ch.  xxviii.). 

God  is  with  you,  have  no  doubts  in  your  heart. —  SHE  KING, 
Decade  of  King  Wan  II. 

Beware.  What  proceeds  from  you  will  return  to  you  again. — 
MENCIUS,  King  Hwuy  (pt.  ii.,  ch.  xii.). 

Show  reverence  for  the  weak. —  SHOO  KING,  Timber  of  the 
Tsze  Tree  (ch.  iii.). 

When  the  year  becomes  cold,  then  we  know  how  the  pine 
and  the  cypress  are  the  last  to  lose  their  leaves;  i.  e.,  men  are 
not  known  save  in  times  of  adversity. — CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Tsze 
Han  (ch.  xxvii.). 

By  nature  men  are  nearly  alike;  by  practice  they  get  to  be 
wide  apart.  —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Yang  Ho  (ch.  ii.). 
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All  are  good  at  first,  but  few  prove  themselves  to  be  so  at 
the  last. —  SHE  KING,  ii.,  Major  Odes,  the  Tang. 

In  serving  his  parents  a  son  may  remonstrate  with  them,  but 
gently;  when  he  sees  that  they  do  not  incline  to  follow  his 
advice  he  shows  an  increased  degree  of  reverence,  but  does  not 
abandon  his  purpose;  and  should  they  punish  him  he  does  not 
allow  himself  to  murmur. —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Le  Yin  (ch.  xviii.). 

The  Great  God  has  conferred  on  the  inferior  people  a  moral 
sense,  compliance  with  which  would  show  their  nature  invariably 
right. — SHOO  KING,  Announcement  of  T'ang  (ch.  ii.). 

Confucius  said:  — <( There  are  three  things  which  the  superior 
man  guards  against.  In  youth  when  the  physical  powers  are  not 
yet  settled,  he  guards  against  lust.  When  he  is  strong  and  the 
physical  powers  are  full  of  vigor,  he  guards  against  quarrelsome- 
ness. When  he  is  old  and  the  animal  powers  are  decayed,  he 
guards  against  covetousness. J) —  CONFUCIAN  AN.,  Ke  She  (ch.  vii.). 

He  who  stops  short  where  stopping  short  is  not  allowable,  will 
stop  short  in  everything.  He  who  behaves  shabbily  to  those 
whom  he  ought  to  treat  well,  will  behave  shabbily  to  all. —  MEN- 
cius,  Tsin  Sin  (pt.  i.,  ch.  xliv.). 

Men  are  partial  where  they  feel  affection  and  love;  partial 
where  they  despise  and  dislike;  partial  where  they  stand  in  awe 
and  reverence;  partial  where  they  feel  sorrow  and  compassion; 
partial  where  they  are  arrogant  and  rude.  Thus  it  is  that  there 
are  few  men  in  the  world  who  love  and  at  the  same  time  know 
the  bad  qualities  of  the  object  of  their  love,  or  who  hate  and 
yet  know  the  excellences  of  the  object  of  their  hatred. —  THE 
GREAT  LEARNING  (ch.  viii.). 

Heaven's  plan  in  the  production  of  mankind  is  this:  that  they 
who  are  first  informed  should  instruct  those  who  are  later  in 
being  informed,  and  they  who  first  apprehend  principles  should 
instruct  those  who  are  slower  to  do  so.  I  am  one  of  Heaven's 
people  who  first  apprehended.  I  will  take  these  principles  and 
instruct  this  people  in  them.  —  MENCIUS,  Wan  Chang  (pt.  i.,  ch. 
vii.). 

From  <The  Proverbial  Philosophy  of  Confucius  >:  copyrighted  1895,  by  Forstet 
H.  Jennings;   G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons,  Publishers 
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RUFUS    CHOATE 

(1799-1859) 

BY    ALBERT    STICKNEY 

IUFUS  CHOATE,  one  of  the  greatest,  if  not  the  greatest,  of 
advocates  who  have  appeared  at  the  English  or  American 
bar,  was  one  of  the  most  remarkable  products  of  what  is 
ordinarily  considered  hard,  prosaic,  matter-of-fact  New  England.  He 
was  a  man  quite  apart  from  the  ordinary  race  of  lawyers  or  New- 
Englanders.  He  was  as  different  from  the  typical  New-Englander  as 
was  Hawthorne  or  Emerson.  He  had  the  imagination  of  a  poet;  and 
to  his  imagination,  singular  as  it  may  seem, 
was  largely  due  his  success  in  handling  ques- 
tions of  fact  before  juries. 

He  was  born  of  good  old  English  stock, 
in    the    southeastern   part   of    the    town    of 
Ipswich,  in  the  county   of  Essex  and  State 
of   Massachusetts,   on  the  first  day  of  Octo- 
ber, 1799.     His  ancestors  had  lived  in  Essex 
County  from  a  very  early  date  in  its  history, 
and    had   filled   important   public   positions. 
He  was  born  and  bred  in  sight  of  the  sea, 
and  his  love  for  it  stayed  with  him  through 
life.     One    of   his   most    eloquent   addresses 
was  on  (  The  Romance  of  the  Sea.  }      And  in 
his  last  illness  at  Halifax,  his  keenest  pleas- 
ure was  to  watch  the  ships  sailing. in  front   of  his  windows.     Drop- 
ping  into   sleep   on  one    occasion,    a   few   days  before  his    death,    he 
said   to  his  attendant,   (( If  a  schooner  or  sloop  goes  by,  don't  disturb 
me;  but  if  there  is  a  square-rigged  vessel,  wake  me.** 

Mr.  Choate  had  the  ordinary  education  then  given  in  New  Eng- 
land to  young  men  who  had  a  love  of  learning.  He  began  with  the 
district  school;  from  there  he  went  to  the  academy  at  Hampton, 
New  Hampshire;  and  later  he  entered  Dartmouth  College,  where  he 
graduated  the  first  scholar  in  his  class,  in  1819.  It  is  hard  to  find 
an  accurate  standard  of  comparison  between  the  scholarship  of  that 
period  and  that  of  the  present.  No  doubt,  in  our  New  England 
colleges  of  to-day  there  is  a  larger  number  of  young  men  who  have 
a  considerable  store  of  knowledge  on  many  subjects  of  classical 
learning.  But  it  is  very  doubtful  if  the  graduates  of  Harvard  and 
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Yale  of  to-day  are  able  to  read  the  standard  classic  authors  at  the 
day  of  their  graduation,  with  the  ease  and  accuracy  of  Mr.  Choate 
at  the  end  of  his  active  professional  career  in  the  year  1859.  His 
continued  devotion  to  the  classics  is  shown  by  the  following  extract 
from  his  journal  in  the  year  1844,  while  he  was  a  member  of 
Congress : — 

«i.  Some  professional  work  must  be  done  every  day.  .  .  .  Recent 
experiences  suggest  that  I  ought  to  be  more  familiar  with  evidence  and 
Cowen's  Phillips;  therefore,  daily  for  half  an  hour,  I  will  thumb  conscien- 
tiously. When  I  come  home  again,  in  the  intervals  of  actual  employment,  my 
recent  methods  of  reading,  accompanying  the  reports  with  the  composition  of 
arguments  upon  the  points  adjudged,  may  be  properly  resumed. 

«2.  In  my  Greek,  Latin,  and  French  readings  —  Odyssey,  Thucydides, 
Tacitus,  Juvenal,  and  some  French  orator  or  critic  —  I  need  make  no  change. 
So,  too,  Milton,  Johnson,  Burke  —  semper  in  manu  —  ut  mos  est.  To  my 
Greek  I  ought  to  add  a  page  a  day  of  Crosby's  Grammar,  and  the  practice  of 
parsing  every  word  in  my  few  lines  of  Homer.  On  Sunday,  the  Greek  Testa- 
ment, and  Septuagint,  and  French.  This,  and  the  oration  of  the  Crown, 
which  I  will  completely  master,  translate,  annotate,  and  commit,  will  be 
enough  in  this  kind.  If  not,  I  will  add  a  translation  of  a  sentence  or  two 
from  Tacitus. » 

A  similar  extract  from  his  journal  under  the  date  of  December 
1 5th,  1844,  reads:  — 

(<I  begin  a  great  work, —  Thucydides,  in  Bloomfield's  new  edition, —  with 
the  intention  of  understanding  a  difficult  and  learning  something  from  an 
instructive  writer, —  something  for  the  more  and  more  complicated,  interior, 
inter-State  American  politics. 

«With  Thucydides,  I  shall  read  Wachsmuth,  with  historical  references  aud 
verifications.  Schomann  on  the  Assemblies  of  the  Athenians,  especially,  I  am 
to  meditate,  and  master  Danier's  Horace,  Ode  i,  nth  to  i4th  line,  translation 
and  notes, —  a  pocket  edition  to  be  always  in  pocket. )} 

Throughout  his  life  Mr.  Choate  kept  up  his  classical  studies.  Few 
of  the  graduates  of  our  leading  colleges  to-day  carry  from  Com- 
mencement a  training  which  makes  the  study  of  the  Greek  and  Latin 
authors  either  easy  or  pleasant.  Mr.  Choate,  like  nearly  every  law- 
yer who  has  ever  distinguished  himself  at  the  English  bar,  was  a 
monument  to  the  value  of  the  study  of  the  classics  as  a  mere  means 
of  training  for  the  active  practical  work  of  a  lawyer. 

Mr.  Choate  studied  law  at  Cambridge  in  the  Harvard  Law  School. 
Nearly  a  year  he  spent  at  Washington  in  the  office  of  Mr.  Wirt,  then 
Attorney-General  of.  the  United  States.  This  was  in  1821.  There- 
after he  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  in  September,  1823.  He  opened  his 
office  in  Salem,  but  soon  removed  to  Danvers,  where  he  practiced  for 
four  or  five  years. 
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During  these  earliest  years  of  his  professional  life  he  had  the 
fortune  which  many  other  brilliant  men  in  his  profession  have  expe- 
rienced,—  that  of  waiting  and  hoping.  During  his  first  two  or  three 
years,  it  is  said,  he  was  so  despondent  as  to  his  chances  of  profes- 
sional success  that  he  seriously  contemplated  abandoning  the  law.  In 
time  he  got  his  opportunity  to  show  the  stuff  of  which  he  was  made. 
His  first  professional  efforts  were  in  petty  cases  before  justices  of 
the  peace.  Very  soon  however  his  great  ability,  with  his  untiring 
industry  and  his  intense  devotion  to  any  cause  in  his  hands,  brought 
the  reputation  which  he  deserved,  and  reputation  brought  clients. 

In  1828  he  removed  to  Salem.  The  Essex  bar  was  one  of  great 
ability.  Mr.  Choate  -at  once  became  a  leader.  Among  his  contem- 
poraries at  that  bar  was  Caleb  Gushing.  Mr.  Choate  at  first  had 
many  criminal  cases.  In  the  year  1830  he  was,  with  Mr.  Webster, 
one  of  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution  in  the  celebrated  White  murder 
case. 

In  1830  he  was  elected  to  Congress  as  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Representatives,  at  the  age  of  thirty-one  years.  At  once  he  laid  out 
a  course  of  study  which  was  to  fit  him  for  the  duties  of  his  public 
life.  An  extract  from  it  reads  as  follows:  — 

«Nov.  4,  1830. 
^  Facienda  ad  munus  nuper  impositum. 

« i.  Pers.  quals.  [personal  qualities],  Memory,  Daily  Food,  and  Cowper 
dum  ambulo.  Voice,  Manner,  Exercitationes  diurnce. 

«2.  Current  politics  in  papers,  i.  Cum  Notulzs,  daily, —  Geog.,  &c.  2. 
Annual  Reg.,  Past  Intelligencers,  &c. 

((4-  Civil  History  of  U.  States  —  in  Pitkin  and  original  sources. 
«5.  Exam,  of  Pending  Questions:  Tariff,  Pub.   Lands,   Indians,   Nullifica- 
tions. 

<(6.  Am.  and  Brit.  Eloquence, —  Writing,  Practice. w 

Then  follow  in  his  manuscript  upwards  of  twenty  pages  of  close 
writing,  consisting  of  memoranda  and  statements,  drawn  from  a  mul- 
titude of  sources,  on  the  subjects  laid  down  by  him  at  the  beginning 
as  the  ones  to  be  investigated. 

In  Congress  he  found  himself  in  competition  with  many  men  of 
marked  ability.  Among  the  members  of  Congress  then  from  Massa- 
chusetts were  Mr.  Webster  in  the  Senate;  and  in  the  House,  John 
Quincy  Adams,  Edward  Everett,  Nathan  Appleton,  George  N.  Briggs, 
and  John  Davis.  In  the  Senate,  from  other  States,  were  Peleg 
Sprague  from  Maine, —  one  of  the  ablest  jurists  this  country  has  pro- 
duced; Samuel  Prentiss,  Mr.  Marcy,  Mr.  Dallas,  Mr.  Clayton,  Mr. 
Clay,  and  Mr.  Benton.  In  the  House  were  James  M.  Wayne,  Mr. 
McDuffie,  Mr.  Polk,  Mr.  Corwin,  and  Mr.  Verplanck. 
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Among  men  of  this  calibre  Mr.  Choate  at  once,  with  ease,  took 
rank  as  one  of  the  first.  He  made  but  two  speeches  during  the 
session;  but  these  gave  him  a  position  which  he  ever  afterwards  held 
among  the  most  eloquent  and  convincing  speakers  in  public  life. 

In  April  1833  Mr.  Choate  was  re-elected  to  Congress.  At  this 
session  he  made  a  speech  on  the  removal  of  the  public  deposits  by 
President  Jackson  from  the  Bank  of  the  United  States.  The  follow- 
ing incident  shows  his  power  as  an  orator:  — 

Benjamin  Hardin  was  then  a  member  from  Kentucky,  of  the 
House  of  Representatives;  and  was  himself  intending  to  speak  on 
the  same  side  of  the  question  with  Mr.  Choate.  In  such  cases,  Mr. 
Hardin's  rule  was  to  listen  to  no  other  speaker  before  speaking  him- 
self. Consequently  when  Mr.  Choate  began  speaking,.  Mr.  Hardin 
started  to  leave  the  House.  He  waited  however  for  a  moment  to 
listen  to  a  few  sentences  from  Mr.  Choate,  and  with  this  result,  as 
told  in  his  own  words:  —  <(The  member  from  Massachusetts  rose  to 
speak,  and  in  accordance  with  my  custom  I  took  my  hat  to  leave, 
lingering  a  moment  just  to  notice  the  tone  of  his  voice  and  the 
manner  of  his  speech.  But  that  moment  was  fatal  to  my  resolution. 
I  became  charmed  by  the  music  of  his  voice,  and  was  captivated  by 
the  power  of  his  eloquence,  and  found  myself  wholly  unable  to 
move  until  the  last  word  of  his  beautiful  speech  had  been  uttered. }) 

At  the  close  of  this  session  Mr.  Choate  resigned  his  seat  in  Con- 
gress and  went  to  Boston,  there  to  follow  the  practice  of  his  profes- 
sion. At  the  Boston  bar  he  met  a  remarkably  brilliant  group  of 
men.  There  were  Jeremiah  Mason,  whom  Mr.  Webster  is  said  to 
have  considered  the  strongest  man  that  he  ever  met  in  any  legal 
contest;  Franklin  Dexter;  Chief  Justice  Shaw  (then  at  the  bar);  Judges 
Wilde,  Hoar,  and  Thomas,  afterwards  of  the  Massachusetts  Supreme 
Court;  Mr.  Fletcher,  Judge  Benjamin  R.  Curtis,  Sidney  Bartlett, 
Richard  H.  Dana,  William  D.  Sohier,  Henry  W.  Paine,  Edward  D. 
Sohier,  with  others  whose  names  are  now  almost  forgotten.  These 
men  formed  a  bar  the  like  of  which  has  seldom  if  ever  been  assem- 
bled in  any  one  jurisdiction.  Here  too  Mr.  Choate  at  once  came  to 
the  front.  With  every  talent  which  could  make  a  man  a  great  advo- 
cate,—  with  a  marvelous  memory,  a  keen  logical  intellect,  a  sound 
legal  judgment, — he  had  now  acquired  a  large  professional  experience 
and  a  very  complete  professional  training.  As  has  been  seen,  he  had 
a  thorough  classical  training, — that  is,  of  the  kind  best  fitted  to  his 
needs.  His  professional  studies  before  beginning  his  professional 
practice  had  been  the  best  then  attainable;  very  possibly,  for  him, 
they  were  quite  as  good  as  can  be  had  at  any  of  the  law  schools  of 
to-day.  His  range  of  reading  and  information  was  extremely  wide. 
He  had  had  several  years  of  experience  at  Washington  in  Congress, 
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And  ever  since  leaving  the  law  school  his  mere-  professional  studies 
had  been  most  severe.  It  is  hard  to  see  how  any  man  could  be 
better  equipped  for  professional  practice  than  Mr.  Choate  was  at  this 
time. 

His  success  at  the  Boston  bar  was  phenomenal.  He  was  in  a  con- 
test with  giants.  Mr.  Webster  alone  could  be  deemed  to  dispute 
with  Mr.  Choate  the  place  of  supremacy.  The  gsneral  verdict  has 
been  that  for  pure  intellectual  power  Mr.  Webster  was  the  superior. 
But  it  may  well  be  doubted  whether  as  an  all-round  advocate  Mr. 
Choate  did  not  carry  off  the  palm.  The  common  idea  of  Mr.  Choate 
has  been  that  his  marvelous  eloquence  was  his  great  source  of 
strength  and  success  in  his  forensic  contests.  This  is  an  error. 
Eloquent  he  undoubtedly  was;  few  men  have  ever  been  more  so. 
But  unless  in  frontier  communities,  eloquence  alone  has  never  com- 
manded great  success  at  the  bar — if  indeed  it  has  ever  existed  — 
without  strong  logical  power  and  sound  judgment.  The  power  of 
convincing  intelligent  men  always  depends  largely  and  mainly  on 
soundness  of  judgment  in  the  selection  of  positions.  Especially  is  this 
so  in  the  profession  of  the  law.  There  have  been,  no  doubt,  many 
instances  where  men  of  eloquence  have  captivated  juries  by  appeals 
to  passion  or  prejudice.  But  in  the  vast  majority  of  cases,  success 
as  an  advocate  cannot  be  had  without  sound  judgment  in  the  selec 
tion  of  positions,  coupled  with  the  power  of  clear  logical  statement. 
Mr.  Choate  was  no  exception  to  this  rule.  Mr.  Henry  W.  Paine,  one 
of  the  leaders  of  the  Boston  bar  in  Mr.  Choate's  time, — himself  one 
of  the  most  logical  of  men, —  once  said  that  he  did  not  care  to  hear 
Mr.  Choate  address  a  jury,  but  to  hear  him  argue  a  bill  of  exceptions 
before  the  full  bench  of  the  Supreme  Court  was  one  of  the  greatest 
intellectual  treats.  With  the  ordinary  twelve  men  in  a  jury-box  Mr. 
Choate  was  a  wizard.  His  knowledge  of  human  nature,  his  wide  and 
deep  sympathies,  his  imagination,  his  power  of  statement,  with  his 
rich  musical  voice  and  his  wonderful  fascination  of  manner,  made 
him  a  charmer  of  men  and  a  master  in  the  great  art  of  winning 
verdicts.  So  far  as  the  writer  is  able  to  form  an  opinion,  there  has 
never  been  at  the  English  or  American  bar  a  man  who  has  been  his 
equal  in  his  sway  over  juries.  Comparisons  are  often  condemned,  but 
they  are  at  times  useful.  Comparing  Mr.  Choate  with  Mr.  Webster, 
it  must  be  conceded  that  Mr.  Webster  might  at  times  carry  a  jury 
against  Mr.  Choate  by  his  force  of  intellect  and  the  tremendous 
power  of  his  personal  presence.  Mr.  O 'Conor  once  said  that  he  did 
not  consider  Mr.  Webster  an  eloquent  man.  (<Mr.  Webster, »  he  said, 
<(was  an  intellectual  giant.  But  he  never  impressed  me  as  being  an 
eloquent  man."  The  general  judgment  is  that  Mr.  Webster  had 
eloquence  of  a  very  high  order.  But  Mr.  Choate  was  a  magician. 
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With  any  opponent  of  his  time  except  Mr.  Webster,  he  was  irresistible 
before  juries.  Mr.  Justice  Catron  of  the  United  States  Court  is 
reported  to  have  said  of  Mr.  Choate,  (<  I  have  heard  the  most  eminent 
advocates,  but  he  surpasses  them  all."  His  success  came  from  a 
rare  combination  of  eloquence,  sound  logical  judgment,  and  great 
powers  of  personal  fascination. 

In  another  respect  the  common  opinion  of  Mr.  Choate  must  be 
corrected.  His  great  powers  of  persuasion  and  conviction  undoubtedly 
gave  him  some  victories  which  were  not  deserved  by  the  mere  merits 
of  his  cases.  From  this  fact  there  went  abroad  the  impression  that 
he  was  a  man  without  principle,  and  that  his  ethical  standards  were 
not  high  in  his  selection  and  conduct  of  cases.  This  impression  is 
quite  contrary  to  the  judgment  of  the  competent.  The  impression 
was  due  largely  to  his  success  in  the  celebrated  defense  of  Tirrell. 
Tirrell  was  indicted  for  the  murder  of  a  woman  named  Bickford,  with 
whom  Tirrell  had  long  associated,  who  was  found  dead  in  a  house  of 
ill-repute.  At  about  the  hour  when  the  woman  lost  her  life,  either 
by  her  own  hand  or  by  that  of  Tirrell,  the  house  caught  fire.  The 
cause  of  the  fire  was  not  proved.  Tirrell  had  been  in  her  company 
the  preceding  evening,  and  articles  of  clothing  belonging  to  him 
were  found  in  the  morning  in  her  room.  Many  circumstances  seemed 
to  indicate  that  the  woman  had  been  killed  by  Tirrell.  He  was  also 
indicted  for  arson  in  setting  fire  to  the  house.  In  addition  to  other 
facts  proved  by  the  defense,  it  was  shown  by  reputable  witnesses 
that  Tirrell  had  from  his  youth  been  subject  to  somnambulism;  and 
one  of  the  positions  taken  by  Mr.  .Choate  for  the  defense  was  that 
the  killing,  if  done  by  Tirrell  at  all,  was  done  by  him  while  uncon- 
scious, in  a  condition  of  somnambulism.  Tirrell  was  tried  under 
both  indictments  and  was  acquitted  on  both.  The  indictment  for 
murder  was  tried  before  Justices  Wilde,  Dewey,  and  Hubbard.  The 
indictment  for  arson  was  tried  before  Chief  Justice  Shaw  and  Justices 
Wilde  and  Dewey.  The  foreman  of  the  jury  stated  that  the  defense 
of  somnambulism  received  no  weight  in  the  deliberations  of  the  jury. 
The  judgment  of  the  profession  has  been  that  the  verdicts  were  the 
Dnly  ones  which  could  properly  have  been  rendered  on  the  evidence. 
In  the  arson  case  the  charge  to  the  jury  was  by  Chief  Justice  Shaw, 
and  was  strongly  in  favor  of  the  defense.  No  doubt  the  defense  was 
extremely '  able  and  ingenious.  But  the  criticisms  against  Mr.  Choate 
for  his  conduct  of  those  cases,  in  the  opinion  of  those  members  of 
the  profession  best  qualified  to  judge,  have  been  held  to  be  without 
good  foundation.  Lawyers  —  that  is,  reputable  ones  —  do  not  manu- 
facture evidence,  nor  are  they  the  witnesses  who  testify  to  facts. 
The  severe  tests  of  cross-examination  usually  elicit  the  truth.  No 
one  ever  charged  Mr.  Choate  with  manufacturing  evidence.  And  no 
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lawyer  of  good  judgment,  so  far  as  the  writer  is  aware,  has  ever 
charged  him  with  practices  which  were  not  in  keeping  with  the  very 
highest  professional  standards. 

In  the  space  here  allotted,  any  attempt  to  give  an  adequate  idea 
of  Mr.  Choate's  professional  and  public  work  is  quite  out  of  the 
question.  In  addition  to  the  conduct  of  an  unusually  large  profes- 
sional practice  he  did  a  large  amount  of  literary  work,  mainly  in  the 
delivery  of  lectures,  which  at  that  time  in  New  England  were  almost 
a  part  of  the  public  system  of  education.  Throughout  his  life  he 
took  an  active  part  in  politics.  He  attended  the  Whig  convention  at 
Baltimore  in  1852,  where  General  Scott  received  his  nomination  for 
the  Presidency,  and  where  Mr.  Choate  made  one  of  the  most  elo- 
quent speeches  of  his  life  in  his  effort  to  secure  the  nomination  for 
Mr.  Webster. 

Mr.  Choate  finally  killed  himself  by  overwork.  Though  a  man  of 
great  physical  strength  and  remarkable  vitality,  no  constitution  could 
stand  the  strain  of  his  intense  labors  in  the  different  lines  of  law, 
literature,  and  politics.  His  magnificent  physique  finally  broke  down. 
He  died  on  July  i3th,  1859,  being  not  quite  sixty  years.  His  death 
vvas  an  important  public  event.  In  the  public  press,  at  many  public 
meetings  throughout  the  country,  and  by  public  men  of  the  highest 
distinction,  his  death  was  treated  as  a  public  misfortune.  In  his  day 
he  rendered  distinguished  public  services.  He  had  the  capacities 
and  the  interests  which  fitted  him  to  be  a  great  statesman.  Had 
it  not  been  for  our  system  of  short  terms,  and  rotation  in  office, 
Mr.  Choate  would  probably  have  remained  in  public  life  from  the 
time  of  his  entry  into  Congress,  would  have  been  a  most  valuable 
public  servant,  and  would  have  left  a  great  reputation  as  a  states- 
man. As  it  was,  he  left,  so  far  as  now  appears,  only  the  ephemeral 
reputation  of  a  great  advocate. 

This  scanty  sketch  can  best  be  closed  by  a  quotation  from  the 
address  of  Richard  H.  Dana  at  the  meeting  of  the  Boston  bar  held 
just  after  Mr.  Choate's  death.  That  extract  will  show  the  judgment 
of  Mr.  Choate  which  was  held  by  the  giants  among  whom  he  lived 
and  of  whom  he  was  the  leader:  — 

«<The  wine  of  life  is  drawn.  >  <The  golden  bowl  is  broken.  >  The  age  of 
miracles  has  passed.  The  day  of  inspiration  is  over.  The  Great  Conqueror, 
unseen  and  irresistible,  has  broken  into  our  temple  and  has  carried  off  the 
vessels  of  gold,  the  vessels  of  silver,  the  precious  stones,  the  jewels,  and  the 
ivory;  and  like  the  priests  of  the  temple  of  Jerusalem  after  the  invasion  from 
Babylon,  we  must  content  ourselves  as  we  can  with  vessels  of  wood  and  of 
stone  and  of  iron. 

«With  such  broken  phrases  as  these,  Mr.  Chairman,  perhaps  not  altogether 
just  to  the  living,  we  endeavor  to  express  the  emotions  natural  to  this  hour  of 
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our  bereavement.  Talent,  industry,  eloquence,  and  learning,  there  are  still, 
and  always  will  be,  at  the  bar  of  Boston.  But  if  I  say  that  the  age  of  mira- 
cles has  passed,  that  the  day  of  inspiration  is  over, —  if  I  cannot  realize  that 
in  this  place  where  we  now  are,  the  cloth  of  gold  was  spread,  and  a  banquet 
set  fit  for  the  gods, —  I  know,  sir,  you  will  excuse  it.  Any  one  who  has  lived 
with  him  and  now  survives  him,  will  excuse  it;  —  any  one  who  like  the  youth 
tn  Wordsworth's  Ode,— 

( —  by  the  vision  splendid 
Is  on  his  way  attended, 
At  length    .     .     .     perceives  it  die  away, 
And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day.)}> 

It  will  also  tend  to  secure  justice  to  Mr.  Choate's  memory,  if 
there  be  here  recorded  the  statement  by  Judge  Benjamin  R.  Curtis 
of  the  judgment  of  the  men  of  Mr.  Choate's  own  profession,  as  to  the 
moral  standards  by  which  Mr.  Choate  was  governed  in  his  practice. 
Judge  Curtis  said  in  his  address  at  the  same  meeting  of  the  Boston 
Bar:  — 

<(  I  desire,  therefore,  on  this  occasion  and  in  this  presence,  to  declare  our 
appreciation  of  the  injustice  vhich  would  be  done  to  this  great  and  eloquent 
advocate  by  attributing  to  him  any  want  of  loyalty  to  truth,  or  any  deference 
to  wrong,  because  he  employed  all  his  great  powers  and  attainments,  and 
used  to  the  utmost  his  consummate  skill  and  eloquence,  in  exhibiting  and 
enforcing  the  comparative  merits  of  one  side  ot  the  cases  in  which  he  acted. 
In  doing  so  he  but  did  his  duty.  If  other  people  did  theirs,  the  administra- 
tion of  justice  was  secured* 
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THE   PURITAN    IN   SECULAR  AND   RELIGIOUS    LIFE 

From  Address  Delivered  at  the  Ipswich  Centennial,  1834 

URN  first  now  for  a  moment  to  the  old  English  Puritans,  the 
fathers  of  our  fathers,  of  whom  came,  of  whom  were,  plant- 
ers of  Ipswich,  of  Massachusetts,  of  New  England, —  of 
whom  came,  of  whom  were,  our  own  Ward,  Parker,  and  vSalton- 
stall,  and  Wise,  Norton,  and  Rogers,  and  Appleton,  and  Cobbet, 
and  Winthrop, —  and  see  whether  they  were  likely  to  be  the 
founders  of  a  race  of  freemen  or  slaves.  Remember  then,  the 
true,  noblest,  the  least  questioned,  least  questionable,  praise  of 
these  men  is  this:  that  for  a  hundred  years  they  were  the  sole 
depositaries  of  the  sacred  fire  of  liberty  in  England  after  it  had 
gone  out  in  every  other  bosom, —  that  they  saved  at  its  last 
gasp  the  English  Constitution, —  which  the  Tudors  and  the  first 
two  Stuarts  were  rapidly  changing  into  just  such  a  gloomy  des- 
potism as  they  saw  in  France  and  Spain, —  and  wrought  into  it 
every  particle  of  freedom  which  it  now  possesses, — that  when 
they  first  took  their  seats  in.  the  House  of  '  Commons,  in  the 
early  part  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  they  found  it  the  cringing 
and  ready  tool  of  the  throne,  and  that  they  reanimated  it,  remod- 
eled it,  reasserted  its  privileges,  restored  it  it)  its  constitutional 
rank,  drew  back  to  it  the  old  power  of  making  laws,  redressing 
wrongs,  and  imposing  taxes,  and  thus  again  rebuilt  and  opened 
what  an  Englishman  called  "the  chosen  temple  of  liberty,"  an 
English  House  of  Commons, —  that  they  abridged  the  tremen- 
dous power  of  the  crown  and  defined  it,-  and  when  at  last 
Charles  Stuart  resorted  to  arms  to  restore  the  despotism  they 
had  partially  overthrown,  that  they  met  him  on  a  hundred  fields 
of  battle,  and  buried,  after  a  sharp  and  long  struggle,  crown 
and  mitre  and  the  headless  trunk  of  the  king  himself  beneath 
the  foundations  of  a  civil  and  religious  commonwealth.  This 
praise  all  the  historians  of  England  -Whig  and  Tory,  Protes- 
tanl  and  Catholic,  Hume,  Ilallam,  Lingard,  and  all  —  award  to 
the  Puritans.  By  what  causes  this  spirit  of  liberty  had  been 
breathed  into  the  masculine,  enthusiastic,  aush -n-,  resolute  char- 

r  of  this  extraordinary  body  of  men,  in  such  intensity  as  to 
mark  them  off  from  all  the  rest  of  the  people  of  England,  I 
cannot  here  and  now  particularly  consider.  It  is  a  thrilling  and 
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awful  history  of  the  Puritans  in  England,  from  their  first  emerg- 
ing above  the  general  level  of  Protestants,  in  the  time  of  Henry 
VIII.  and  Edward  VI.,  until  they  were  driven  by  hundreds  and 
thousands  to  these  shores;  but  I  must  pass  it  over.  It  was  just 
when  the  nobler  and  grander  traits  —  the  enthusiasm  and  piety 
and  hardihood  and  energy  —  of  Puritanism  had  attained  the  high- 
est point  of  exaltation  to  which,  in  England,  it  ever  mounted  up, 
and  the  love  of  liberty  had  grown  to  be  the  great  master-passion 
that  fired  and  guided  all  the  rest, —  it  was  just  then  that  our 
portion  of  its  disciples,  filled  with  the  undiluted  spirit,  glowing 
with  the  intensest  fervors  of  Protestantism  and  republicanism 
together,  came  hither,  and  in  that  elevated  and  holy  and  re- 
solved frame  began  to  build  the  civil  and  religious  structures 
which  you  see  around  you. 

Trace  now  their  story  a  little  farther  onward  through  the 
Colonial  period  to  the  War  of  Independence,  to  admire  with  me 
the  providential  agreement  of  circumstances  by  which  that  spirit 
of  liberty  which  brought  them  hither  was  strengthened  and  re- 
inforced; until  at  length,  instructed  by  wisdom,  tempered  by  vir- 
tue, and  influenced  by  injuries,  by  anger  and  grief  and  conscious 
worth  and  the  sense  of  violated  right,  it  burst  forth  here  and 
wrought  the  wonders  of  the  Revolution.  I  have  thought  that  if 
one  had  the  power  to  place  a  youthful  and  forming  people  like 
the  Northern  colonists,  in  whom  the  love  of  freedom  was  already 
vehement  and  healthful,  in  a  situation  the  most  propitious  for 
the  growth  and  perfection  of  that  sacred  sentiment,  he  could 
hardly  select  a  fairer  field  for  so  interesting  an  experiment  than 
the  actual  condition  of  our  fathers  for  the  hundred  and  fifty 
years  after  their  arrival,  to  the  War  of  the  Revolution. 

They  had  freedom  enough  to  teach  them  its  value  and  to 
refresh  and  elevate  their  spirits,  wearied,  not  despondent,  from 
the  contentions  and  trials  of  England.  They  were  just  so  far 
short  of  perfect  freedom  that  instead  of  reposing  for  a  moment 
in  the  mere  fruition  of  what  they  had,  they  were  kept  emulous 
and  eager  for  more,  looking  all  the  while  up  and  aspiring  to  rise 
to  a  loftier  height,  to  breathe  a  purer  air,  and  bask  in  a  brighter 
beam.  Compared  with  the  condition  of  England  down  to  1688, 
—  compared  with  that  of  the  larger  part  of  the  continent  of 
Europe  down  to  our  Revolution, —  theirs  was  a  privileged  and 
liberal  condition.  The  necessaries  of  freedom,  if  I  may  say 
so, —  its  plainer  food  and  homelier  garments  and  humbler  habita- 


RUFUS  CHOATE 

tions, —  were  theirs.  Its  luxuries  and  refinements,  its  festivals, 
its  lettered  and  social  glory,  its  loftier  port  and  prouder  look  and 
richer  graces,  were  the  growth  of  a  later  day;  these  came  in 
with  independence.  Here  was  liberty  enough  to  make  them  love 
it  for  itself,  and  to  fill  them  with  those  lofty  and  kindred  senti- 
ments which  are  at  once  its  fruit  and  its  nutriment  and  safe- 
guard in  the  soul  of  man.  But  their  liberty  was  still  incomplete, 
and  it  was  constantly  in  danger  from  England;  and  these  two 
circumstances  had  a  powerful  effect  in  increasing  that  love  and 
confirming  those  sentiments.  It  was  a  condition  precisely  adapted 
to  keep  liberty,  as  a  subject  of  thought  and  feeling  and  desire, 
every  moment  in  mind.  Every  moment  they  were  comparing 
what  they  had  possessed  with  what  they  wanted  and  had  a  right 
to;  they  calculated  by  the  rule  of  three,  if  a  fractional  part  of 
freedom  came  to  so  much,  what  would  express  the  power  and 
value  of  the  whole  number!  They  were  restive  and  impatient 
and  ill  at  ease;  a  galling  wakefulness  possessed  their  faculties 
like  a  spell.  Had  they  been  wholly  slaves,  tfrey  had  lain  still 
and  slept.  Had  they  been  wholly  free,  that  eager  hope,  that 
fond  desire,  that  longing  after  a  great,  distant,  yet  practicable 
good,  would  have  given  way  to  the  placidity  and  luxury  and 
carelessness  of  complete  enjoyment;  and  that  energy  and  whole- 
some agitation  of  mind  would  have  gone  down  like  an  ebb-tide. 
As  it  was,  the  whole  vast  body  of  waters  all  over  its  surface, 
down  to  its  sunless,  utmost  depths,  was  heaved  and  shaken  and 
purified  by  a  spirit  that  moved  above  it  and  through  it  and  gave 
it  no  rest,  though  the  moon  waned  and  the  winds  were  in  their 
caves;  they  were  like  the  disciples  of  the  old  and  bitter  philoso- 
phy of  paganism,  who  had  been  initiated  into  one  stage  of  the 
greater  mysteries,  and  who  had  come  to  the  door,  closed,  and 
written  over  with  strange  f  characters,  which  led  up  to  another. 
They  had  tasted  of  truth,  and  they  burned  for  a  fuller  draught; 
a  partial  revelation  of  that  which  shall  be  hereafter  had  dawned; 
and  their  hearts  throbbed  eager,  yet  not  without  apprehension, 
to  look  upon  the  glories  of  the  perfect  day.  Some  of  the  mys- 
tery of  God,  of  Nature,  of  Man,  of  the  Universe,  had  been 
unfolded;  might  they  by  prayer,  by  abstinence,  by  virtue,  by 
retirement,  by  contemplation,  entitle  themselves  to  read  another 
page  in  the  clasped  and  awful  volume  ? 
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THE  NEW-ENGLANDER'S  CHARACTER 
From  Address  Delivered  at  the  Ipswich  Centennial,  1834 

I  HOLD  it  to  have  been  a  great  thing,  in  the  first  place,  that  we 
had  among  us,  at  that  awful  moment  when  the  public  mind 

was  meditating  the  question  of  submission  to  the  tea  tax,  or 
resistance  by  arms,  and  at  the  more  awful  moment  of  the  first 
appeal  to  arms, —  that  we  had  some  among  us  who  personally 
knew  what  war  was.  Washington,  Putnam,  Stark,  Gates,  Pres- 
cott,  Montgomery,  were  soldiers  already.  So  were  hundreds  of 
others  of  humbler  rank,  but  not  yet  forgotten  by  the  people  whom 
they  helped  to  save,  who  mustered  to  the  camp  of  our  first 
Revolutionary  armies.  These  all  had  tasted  a  soldier's  life. 
They  had  seen  fire,  they  had  felt  the  thrilling  sensations,  the 
quickened  flow  of  blood  to  and  from  the  heart,  the  mingled 
apprehension  and  hope,  the  hot  haste,  the  burning  thirst,  the 
feverish  rapture  of  battle,  which  he  who  has  not  felt  is  uncon- 
scious of  one-half  of  the  capacities  and  energies  of  his  nature; 
which  he  who  has  felt,  I  am  told,  never  forgets.  They  had  slept 
in  the  woods  on  the  withered  leaves  or  the  snow,  and  awoke  to 
breakfast  upon  birch-bark  and  the  tender  tops  of  willow-trees. 
They  had  kept  guard  on  the  outposts  on  many  a  stormy  night, 
knowing  perfectly  that  the  thicket  half  a  pistol-shot  off  was  full 
of  French  and  Indian  riflemen. 

I  say  it  was  something  that  we  had  such  men  among  us. 
They  helped  discipline  our  raw  first  levies.  They  knew  what  an 
army  is,  and  what  it  needs,  and  how  to  provide  for  it.  They 
could  take  that  young  volunteer  of  sixteen  by  the  hand,  sent  by 
an  Ipswich  mother,  who  after  looking  upon  her  son  equipped 
for  battle  from  which  he  might  not  return,  Spartan-like,  bid  him 
go  and  behave  like  a  man  —  and  many,  many  such  shouldered  a 
musket  for  Lexington  and  Bunker  Hill  —  and  assure  him  from 
their  own  personal  knowledge  that  after  the  first  fire  he  never 
would  know  fear  again,  even  that  of  the  last  onset.  But  the 
long  and  peculiar  wars  of  New  England  had  done  more  than  to 
furnish  a  few  such  officers  and  soldiers  as  these.  They  had 
formed  that  public  sentiment  upon  the  subject  of  war  which 
re-united  all  the  armies,  fought  all  the  battles,'  and  won  all  the 
glory  of  the  Revolution.  The  truth  is  that  war  in  some  form  or 
another  had  been,  from  the  first,  one  of  the  usages,  one  of  the 
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habits,  of  colonial  life.  It  had  been  felt  from  the  first  to  be 
just  as  necessary  as  planting  or  reaping  —  to  be  as  likely  to 
break  out  every  day  and  every  night  as  a  thunder-shower  in 
summer,  and  to  break  out  as  suddenly.  There  have  been 
nations  who  boasted  that  their  rivers  or  mountains  never  saw 
the  smoke  of  an  enemy's  camp.  Here  the  war-whoop  awoke 
the  sleep  of  the  cradle;  it  startled  the  dying  man  on  his  pil- 
low; it  summoned  young  and  old  from  the  meeting-house,  from 
the  burial,  and  from  the  bridal  ceremony,  to  the  strife  of  death. 
The  consequence  was  that  the  steady,  composed,  and  reflecting 
courage  which  belongs  to  all  the  English  race  grew  into  a  lead- 
ing characteristic  of  New  England;  and  a  public  sentiment  was 
formed,  pervading  young  and  old  and  both  sexes,  which  declared 
it  lawful,  necessary,  and  honorable  to  risk  life  and  to  shed 
blood  for  a  great  cause, —  for  our  family,  for  our  fires,  for  our 
God,  for  OUT  country,  for  our  religion.  In  such  a  cause  it 
declared  that  the  voice  of  God  himself  commanded  to  the  field. 
The  courage  of  New  England  was  the  <(  courage  of  conscience. }> 
It  did  not  rise  to  that  insane  and  awful  passion,  the  love  of 
war  for  itself.  It  would  not  have  hurried  her  sons  to  the  Nile, 
or  the  foot  of  the  Pyramids,  or  across  the  great  raging  sea  of 
snows  which  rolled  from  Smolensko  to  Moscow,  to  set  the  stars 
of  glory  upon  the  glowing  brow  ]  of  ambition.  But  it  was  a 
courage  which  at  Lexington,  at  Bunker  Hill,  at  Bennington, 
and  at  Saratoga,  had  power  to  brace  the  spirit  for  the  patriot's 
fight,  and  gloriously  roll  back  the  tide  of  menaced  war  from 
their  homes,  the  soil  of  their  birth,  the  graves  of  their  fathers, 
and  the  everlasting  hills  of  their  freedom. 


OF  THE  AMERICAN   BAR 

From  the  Address  before  the  Cambridge  Law  School,  1845 

SOMETHING  such  has,  in  all  the  past  periods  of  our  history,  been 
one  of  the  functions   of   the   American   bar.       To   vindicate 
the  true  interpretation   of   the    charters   of   the   colonies,   to 
advise    what    forms   of    polity,    what    systems   of    jurisprudence, 
what    degree    and    what    mode    of    liberty    these    charters    per- 
mitted,—  to  detect  and  expose  that   long  succession  of  infringe- 
ment which  grew  at  last  to  the   Stamp  Act  and  Tea  Tax,   and 
compelled  us  to  turn  from  broken  charters  to  national  independ- 
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ence, —  to  conduct  the  transcendent  controversy  which  preceded 
the  Revolution,  that  grand  appeal  to  the  reason  of  civilization, — 
this  was  the  work  of  our  first  generation  of  lawyers:  to  con- 
struct the  American  constitutions:  the  higher  praise  of  the 
second  generation.  I  claim  it  in  part  for  the  sobriety  and  learn- 
ing of  the  American  bar;  for  the  professional  instinct  towards 
the  past;  for  the  professional  appreciation  of  order,  forms,  obe- 
dience, restraints;  for  the  more  than  professional,  the  profound 
and  wide  intimacy  with  the  history  of  all  liberty,  classical, 
mediaeval,  and  above  all,  of  English  liberty, —  I  claim  it  in  part 
for  the  American  bar  that,  springing  into  existence  by  revolu- 
tion, —  revolution,  which  more  than  anything  and  all  things 
lacerates  and  discomposes  the  popular  mind, —  justifying  that 
revolution  only  on  a  strong  principle  of  natural  right,  with  not 
one  single  element  or  agent  of  monarchy  or  aristocracy  on  our 
soil  or  in  our  blood, —  I  claim  it  for  the  bar  that  the  constitu- 
tions of  America  so  nobly  closed  the  series  of  our  victories! 
These  constitutions  owe  to  the  bar  more  than  their  terse  and 
exact  expression  and  systematic  arrangements:  they  owe  to  it 
in  part,  too,  their  elements  of  permanence;  their  felicitous  recon- 
ciliation of  universal  and  intense  liberty  with  forms  to  enshrine 
and  regulations  to  restrain  it;  their  Anglo-Saxon  sobriety  and 
gravity  conveyed  in  the  genuine  idiom,  suggestive  of  the  grand- 
est civil  achievements  of  that  unequaled  race.  To  interpret 
these  constitutions,  to  administer  and  maintain  them,  this  is  the 
office  of  our  age  of  the  profession.  Herein  have  we  somewhat 
wherein  to  glory;  hereby  we  come  into  the  class  and  share  in 
the  dignity  of  founders  of  States,  of  restorers  of  States,  of  pre- 
servers of  States. 

I  said  and  I  repeat  that  while  lawyers,  and  because  we  are 
lawyers,  we  are  statesmen.  We  are  by  profession  statesmen. 
And  who  may  measure  the  value  of  this  department  of  public 
duty?  Doubtless  in  statesmanship  there  are  many  mansions, 
and  large  variety  of  conspicuous  service.  Doubtless  to  have 
wisely  decided  the  question  of  war  or  peace, —  to  have  adjusted 
by  a  skillful  negotiation  a  thousand  miles  of  unsettled  boundary- 
line, —  to  have  laid  the  corner-stone  of  some  vast  policy  whereby 
the  currency  is  corrected,  the  finances  enriched,  the  measure  of 
industrial  fame  filled, —  are  large  achievements.  And  yet  I  do 
not  know  that  I  can  point  to  one  achievement  of  this  depart- 
ment of  American  statesmanship  which  can  take  rank  for  its 
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consequences  of  good  above  that  single  decision  of  the  Supreme 
Court  which  adjudged  that  an  act  of  legislature  contrary  to  the 
Constitution  is  void,  and  that  the  judicial  department  is  clothed 
with  the  power  to  ascertain  the  repugnancy  and  to  pronounce 
the  legal  conclusion.  That  the  framers  of  the  Constitution 
intended  this  should  be  so  is  certain;  but  to  have  asserted  it 
against  the  Congress  and  the  Executive, —  to  have  vindicated  it 
by  that  easy  yet  adamantine  demonstration  than  which  the 
reasonings  of  the  mathematics  show  nothing  surer, —  to  have 
inscribed  this  vast  truth  of  conservatism  on  the  public  mind,  so 
that  no  demagogue,  not  in  the  last  stage  of  intoxication,  denies 
it, —  this  is  an  achievement  of  statesmanship  of  which  a  thousand 
years  may  not  exhaust  or  reveal  all  the  good. 


DANIEL  WEBSTER 

From  Eulogy  delivered  at  Dartmouth  College,  1853 

SOMETIMES  it  has  seemed  to  me  that  to  enable  one  to  appre- 
vj  ciate  with  accuracy,  as  a  psychological  speculation,  the 
intrinsic  and  absolute  volume  and  texture  of  that  brain, 
• — the  real  rate  and  measure  of  those  abilities, — it  was  better 
not  to  see  or  hear  him,  unless  you  could  see  or  hear  him  fre- 
quently, and  in  various  modes  of  exhibition;  for  undoubtedly 
there  was  something  in  his  countenance  and  bearing  so  express- 
ive of  command,  —  something  even  in  his  conversational  lan- 
guage when  saying  (<  Parva  summisse  et  modica  temperate, »  so 
exquisitely  plausible,  embodying  the  likeness  at  least  of  a  rich 
truth,  the  forms  at  least  of  a  large  generalization,  in  an  epithet, 
—  an  antithesis, —  a  pointed  phrase, —  a  broad  and  peremptory 
thesis,  —  and  something  in  his  grander  forthputting,  when  roused 
by  a  great  subject  or  occasion  exciting  his  reason  and  touching 
his  moral  sentiments  and  his  heart,  so  difficult  to  be  resisted, 
approaching  so  near,  going  so  far  beyond,  the  higher  style  of 
man,  that  although  it  left  you  a  very  good  witness  of  his  power 
of  influencing  others,  you  were  not  in  the  best  condition  imme- 
diately to  pronounce  on  the  quality  or  the  source  of  the  in- 
fluence. You  saw  the  flash  and  heard  the  peal,  and  felt  the 
admiration  and  fear;  but  from  what  region  it  was  launched,  and 
by  what  divinity,  and  from  what  Olympian  seat,  you  could  not 
certainly  yet  tell.  To  do  that  you  must,  if  you  saw  him  at  all, 
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see  him  many  times;  compare  him  with  himself  and  with  others; 
follow  his  dazzling  career  from  his  father's  house;  observe  from 
what  competitors  he  won  those  laurels;  study  his  discourses, — 
study  them  by  the  side  of  those  of  other  great  men  of  this  coun- 
try and  time,  and  of  other  countries  and  times,  conspicuous  in 
the  same  fields  of  mental  achievement, —  look  through  the  crys- 
tal water  of  the  style  down  to  the  golden  sands  of  the  thought; 
analyze  and  contrast  intellectual  power  somewhat;  consider  what 
kind  and  what  quantity  of  it  has  been  held  by  students  of  mind 
needful  in  order  to  great  eminence  in  the  higher  mathematics, 
or  metaphysics,  or  reason  of  the  law;  what  capacity  to  analyze, 
through  and  through,  to  the  primordial  elements  of  the  truths  of 
that  science;  yet  what  wisdom  and  sobriety,  in  order  to  control 
the  wantonness  and  shun  the  absurdities  of  a  mere  scholastic 
logic,  by  systematizing  ideas,  and  combining  them,  and  repress- 
ing one  by  another,  thus  producing,  not  a  collection  of  intense 
and  conflicting  paradoxes,  but  a  code,  scientifically  coherent 
and  practically  useful,  —  consider  what  description  and  what 
quantity  of  mind  have  been  held  needful  by  students  of  mind  in 
order  to  conspicuous  eminence — long  maintained- — in  statesman- 
ship; that  great  practical  science,  that  great  philosophical  art, 
whose  ends  are  the  existence,  happiness,  and  honor  of  a  nation; 
whose. truths  are  to  be  drawn  from  the  widest  survey  of  man, — 
of  social  man, —  of  the  particular  race  and  particular  community 
for  which  a  government  is  to  be  made  or  kept,  or  a  policy  to  be 
provided;  (< philosophy  in  action, w  demanding  at  once  or  afford- 
ing place  for  the  highest  speculative  genius  and  the  most  skillful 
conduct  of  men  and  of  affairs;  and  finally  consider  what  degree 
and  kind  of  mental  power  has  been  found  to  be  required  in 
order  to  influence  the  reason  of  an  audience  and  a  nation  by 
speech, —  not  magnetizing  the  more  nervous  or  emotional  nature 
by  an  effort  of  that  nature,  but  operating  on  reason  by  reason 
—  a  great  reputation  in  forensic  and  deliberative  eloquence, 
maintained  and  advancing  for  a  lifetime,  —  it  is  thus  that  we 
come  to  be  sure  that  his  intellectual  power  was  as  real  and  as 
uniform  as  its  very  happiest  particular  display  had  been  impos- 
ing and  remarkable. 

' 
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WINSTON  CHURCHILL 

(1871-) 

BY  EDGAR  W.  BURRILL 

!HE  work  of  Winston  Churchill,  the  novelist,  divides  itself  natu- 
rally into  two  parts,  the  earlier  stories  dealing  with  specific 
epochs  in  the  development  of  the  United  States  as  a  nation, 
the  latter  with  the  study  of  certain  tendencies  in  our  contemporary 
social  life.  To  trie  first  group  belong  the  three  distinctly  historical 
novels,  (Richard  Carvel,)  (The  Crisis,)  and  (The  Crossing,)  which 
picture  the  periods  of  the  Revolution,  the  Civil  War,  and  the  expedi- 
tion of  George  Rogers  Clark.  Of  the  social  novels,  (Coniston)  and 
(Mr.  Crewe's  Career)  are  concerned  with  the  reform  of  politics,  (A 
Modern  Chronicle)  portrays  a  society  woman  of  to-day  and  her  un- 
successful marriages,  (The  Inside  of  the  Cup)  is  a  careful  analysis  of 
the  present-day  position  and  function  of  the  church,  and  (A  Far  Coun- 
try) reverts  to  politics,  with  the  main  emphasis  on  the  domination  of 
big  business. 

Mr.  Churchill  was  born  in  St.  Louis,  November  loth,  1871.  He 
was  educated  at  the  Smith  Academy  in  that  city,  and  at  the  age  of 
sixteen  'started  business  life;  but  an  opportunity  for  an  appointment 
to  the  U.  S.  Naval  Academy  resulted  in  his  becoming  the,  successful 
candidate,  and  he  graduated  from  Annapolis  in  1894.  Resigning  his 
commission,  he  began  work  as  an  editor  of  the  Army  and  Navy  Jour- 
nal of  New  York,  and  the  next  year  became  managing  editor  of  the 
Cosmopolitan  Magazine.  In  that  year  too  he  married  Mabel  Har- 
lakenden  Hall,  whose  name  is  given  to  the  beautiful  summer  home 
at  Cornish,  N.  H.,  — ((Harlakenden  Hall.)) 

Mr.  Churchill's  first  successful  piece  of  fiction,  (The  Celebrity,) 
was  a  clever  fantasy  of  the  mistaken  identity  type,  which  brought 
him  sufficient  money  to  take  up  the  serious  work  he  desired.  Of  his 
historical  trilogy  he  once  said:  ((My  idea  has  been  to  treat  of  the  great 
forces  that  went  to  the  making  of  the  United  States,  rather  than  to 
study  social  conditions  as  manifested  in  individuals.))  In  this  sub- 
jection of  plot  to  a  general  panoramic  background  and  in  the  discur- 
siveness of  his  style,  he  has  been  called  a  follower  of  Thackeray.  To 
no  isolated  fragment  of  his  work  in  this  field  can  superlatives  be  ap- 
plied, but  in  the  reach  and  grasp  of  the  essentials  of  an  epoch,  in  the 
depiction  of  a  national  evolution,  he  excels.  The  precocious  hero  of 
(Richard  Carvel)  (1899)  is  associated  with  John  Paul  Jones,  Horace 
Walpole,  Charles  James  Fox,  and  other  historic  personages,  and  has 
some  stirring  adventures;  but  the  interest  of  the  book  is  not  due  so 
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much  to  its  succession  of  unwelded  episodes  as  to  its  atmospheric 
quality.  In  (The  Crisis)  (1901),  a  memorable  portrait  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  gives  chief  value  to  the  story.  This  epic  cycle  of  American 
history  is  in  a  sense  completed  by  (The  Crossing)  (1903),  the  events 
of  which  are,  however,  less  momentous  than  those  of  either  (Richard 
Carvel)  with  its  setting  of  the  Revolution,  or  (The  Crisis)  with  its 
fratricidal  passion  of  the  Civil  War.  Yet,  while  Sevier  and  Clark  are 
necessarily  of  minor  importance  to  Washington  and  Lincoln,  and  hence 
unable  to  evoke  such  enthusiasm,  it  is  still  true  that  the  protagonist 
is  ((the  all-conquering  genius  of  a  people,  and  the  real  dramatic  action 
is  the  strain  and  the  struggle  and  the  achievement  in  liberty,  terri- 
tory, and  solidarity.)) 

In  1903  and  1905,  Mr.  Churchill  was  a  member  of  the  New  Hamp- 
shire Legislature,  and  his  next  novel,  (Coniston)  (1906),  marked  his 
entry  into  the  literature  of  ((practical  politics.))  The  appearance  of 
this  novel  so  convinced  a  little  band  of  reformers  that  the  author  was 
the  most  suitable  person  to  lead  an  organized  attack  upon  the  state 
political  machine  that  he  was  immediately  made  the  candidate  for 
Governor  of  New  Hampshire  of  the  Lincoln  Republican  Club  on  a 
reform  platform.  His  campaign  aroused  the  people,  just  as  had  been 
the  case  with  his  story  of  the  corrupt  politics  of  a  generation  ago.  His 
next  novel,  (Mr.  Crewe's  Career)  (1908),  while  not  to  be  taken  too 
autobiographically,  is  none  the  less  to  some  extent  a  record  of  his 
experiences  as  he  went  about  the  state.  In  1912,  he  was  again  made  the 
candidate  /or  Governor  of  New  Hampshire. 

While  these  two  political  novels,  together  forming  a  literary  unit, 
may  be  regarded  as  a  continuation  of  his  method  of  vividly  summing  up 
a  national  or  a  local  crisis  of  American  history,  (A  Modern  Chronicle) 
(1910)  marks  a  new  departure.  Marriage  and  divorce  are  the  theme. 
The  story  treats  a  difficult  subject  delicately,  with  a  quiet  and  firm 
touch  and  with  pervasive  humor. 

There  is  a  steady  improvement  'in  style  noticeable  in  the  later 
novels,  but  from  the  point  of  view  of  art,  the  paramount  didacticism  of 
(The  Inside  of  the  Cup)  (1913)  and  (A  Far  Country)  (1915)  detracts 
from  their  power.  In  one,  orthodox  theology  is  brought  face  to  face 
with  the  economic  causes  of  poverty  and  vice;  in  the  other  the  price 
paid  in  honor  and  ideals  for  a  great  success  in  business  is  the  theme. 
There  is  an  amplitude  to  the  description  of  social  conditions  in  both 
books;  much  earnest  sermonizing  and  often  obvious  reflection  of  pres- 
ent-day currents  of  thought.  What  prevents  them  from  becoming 
at  times  a  series  of  argumentative  episodes  is  the  overwhelming  seri- 
ousness of  the  author,  whose  reasoned  faith  in  humanity  and  in  God 
gives  glimpses  as  to  what  an  awakened  social  sympathy  can  achieve. 
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STEPHEN  BRICE  HEARS  THE  SPEECH  AT  FREEPORT 

From  (The  Crisis.)      Copyright  by  the  Macmillan  Co.,  and  reprinted  here  with 

their  permission. 

THE   QUESTION 

MANY  times  since  Abraham  Lincoln  has  been  called  to  that 
mansion  which  God  has  reserved  for  the  patriots  who  have 
served  Him  also,  Stephen  Brice  has  thought  of  that  steam- 
ing night  in  the  low-ceiled  room  of  the  country  tavern,  reeking  with 
the  smell  of  coarse  food  and  hot  humanity.  He  remembers  vividly 
how  at  first  his  gorge  rose,  and  recalls  how  gradually  there  crept 
over  him  a  forgetfulness  of  the  squalidity  and  discomfort.  Then 
came  a  space  gray  with  puzzling  wonder.  Then  the  dawning  of  a 
worship  for  a  very  ugly  man  in  a  rumpled  and  ill-made  coat. 

You  will  perceive  that  there  was  hope  for  Stephen.  On  his 
shake-down  that  night,  oblivious  to  the  snores  of  his  companions 
and  the  droning  of  the  insects,  he  lay  awake.  And  before  his  eyes 
was  that  strange,  marked  face,  with  its  deep  lines  that  blended  both 
humor  and  sadness  there.  It  was  homely,  and  yet  Stephen  found 
himself  reflecting  that  honesty  was  just  as  homely,  and  plain  truth. 
And  yet  both  were  beautiful  to  those  who  had  learned  to  love  them. 
Just  so  this  Mr.  Lincoln. 

He  fell  asleep  wondering  why  Judge  Whipple  had  sent  him. 

It  was  in  accord  with  nature  that  reaction  came  with  the  morning. 
Such  a  morning,  and  such  a  place ! 

He  was  awakened,  shivering,  by  the  beat  of  rain  on  the  roof 
and  stumbling  over  the  prostrate  forms  of  the  four  Beaver  brothers, 
reached  the  window.  Clouds  filled  the  sky,  and  Joshway,  whose 
pallet  was  under  the  sill,  was  in  a  blessed  state  of  moisture.  ' 

No  wonder  some  of  his  enthusiasm  had  trickled  away!  He  made 
his  toilet  in  the  wet  under  the  pump  outside  where  he  had  to  wait  his 
turn.  And  he  rather  wished  he  were  going  back  to  St.  Louis.  He  had 
an  early  breakfast  of  fried  eggs  and  underdone  bacon,  and  coffee 
which  made  him  pine  for  Hester's.  The  dishes  were  neither  too  clean 
nor  too  plentiful,  being  doused  in  water  as  soon  as  ever  they  were  out 
of  use. 

But  after  breakfast  the  sun  came  out,  and  a  crowd  collected 
around  the  tavern,  although  the  air  was  chill  and  the  muck  deep  in 
the  street.  Stephen  caught  glimpses  of  Mr.  Lincoln  towering  above 
the  knots  of  country  politicians  who  surrounded  him,  and  every 
once  in  a  while  a  knot  would  double  up  with  laughter.  There  was 
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no  sign  that  the  senatorial  aspirant  took  the  situation  seriously;  that 
the  coming  struggle  with  his  skillful  antagonist  was  weighing  him 
down  in  the  least.  Stephen  held  aloof  from  the  groups,  thinking 
that  Mr.  Lincoln  had  forgotten  him.  He  decided  to  leave  for  St. 
Louis  on  the  morning  train,  and  was  even  pushing  toward  the  tavern 
entrance  with,  his  bag  in  his  hand,  when  he  was  met  by  Mr.  Hill. 

«I  had  about  given  you  up,  Mr.  Brice,»  he  said.  ((Mr.  Lincoln 
asked  me  to  get  hold  of  you,  and  bring  you  to  him  alive  or  dead.)) 

Accordingly  Stephen  was  led  to  the  station,  where  a  long  train 
of  twelve  cars  was  pulled  up,  covered  with  flags  and  bunting.  On 
entering  one  of  these,  he  perceived  Mr.  Lincoln  sprawled  (he  could 
think  of  no  other  word  to  fit  the  attitude)  on  a  seat  next  the  window, 
and  next  him  was  Mr.  Medill  of  the  Press  and  Tribune.  The  seat 
just  in  front  was  reserved  for  Mr.  Hill,  who  was  to  make  any  notes 
necessary.  Mr.  Lincoln  looked  up.  His  appearance  was  even  less 
attractive  than  the  night  before,  as  he  had  on  a  dirty  gray  linen 
duster. 

«I  thought  you'd  got  loose,  Steve,))  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand. 
((Glad  to  see  you.  Just  you  sit  down  there  next  to  Bob,  where  I  can 
talk  to  you.)) 

Stephen  sat  down,  diffident,  for  he  knew  that  there  were  others 
in  that  train  who  would  give,  ten  years  of  their  lives  for  that  seat. 

((I've  taken  a  shine  to  this  Bostonian,  Joe,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln  to 
Mr.  Medill.  ((We've  got  to  catch  'em  young  to  do  anything  with 
'em,  you  know.  Now,  Steve,  just  give  me  a  notion  how  politics  are 
over  in  St.  Louis.  What  do  they  think  of  our  new  Republican  party? 
Too  bran  new  for  old  St.  Louis,  eh?» 

Stephen  saw  expostulation  in  Mr.  Medill's  eyes,  and  hesitated. 
And  Mr.  Lincoln  seemed  to  feel  Medill's  objections,  as  by  mental 
telepathy.  But  he  said:  — 

((We'll  come  to  that  little  matter  later,  Joe,  when  the  cars 
start.)) 

Naturally,  Stephen  began  uneasily.  But  under  the  influence  of 
that  kindly  eye  he  thawed,  and  forgot  himself.  He  felt  that  this 
man  was  not  one  to  feign  an  interest.  The  shouts  of  the  people  on 
the  little  platform  interrupted  the  account,  and  the  engine  staggered 
off  with  its  load. 

«I  reckon  St.  Louis  is  a  nest  of  Southern  Democrats,))  Mr.  Lin- 
coln remarked,  ((and  not  much  opposition.)) 

((There  are  quite  a  few  Old  Line  Whigs,  sir,))  ventured  Stephen, 
smiling. 
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«Joe,»  said  Mr.  Lincoln,  ((did  you  ever  hear  Warfield's  definition 
of  an  Old  Line  Whig?)) 

Mr.  Medill  had  not. 

«A  man  who  takes  his  toddy  regularly,  and  votes  the  Demo- 
cratic ticket  occasionally,  and  who  wears  ruffled  shirts.)) 

Both  of  these  gentlemen  laughed,  and  two  more  in  the  seat  be- 
hind, who  had  an  ear  to  the  conversation. 

((But,  sir,))  said  Stephen,  seeing  that  he  was  expected  to  go  on, 
((I  think  that  the  Republican  party  will  gather  a  considerable  strength 
there  in  another  year  or  two.  We  have  the  material  for  powerful 
leaders  in  Mr.  Blair  and  others))  (Mr.  Lincoln  nodded  at  the  name). 
((We  are  getting  an  ever  increasing  population  from  New  England, 
mostly  of  young  men  who  will  take  kindly  to  the  new  party.))  And 
then  he  added,  thinking  of  his  pilgrimage  the  Sunday  before:  ((South 
St.  Louis  is  a  solid  mass  of  Germans,  who  are  all  anti-slavery.  But 
they  are  very  foreign  still,  and  have  all  their  German  institutions.)) 

((The  Turner  Halls?))  Mr.  Lincoln  surprised  him  by  inquiring. 

((Yes.     And  I  believe  that  they  drill  there.)) 

((Then  they  will  the  more  easily  be  turned  into  soldiers,  if  the 
time  should  come,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln.  And  he  added  quickly,  ((I 
pray  that  it  may  not.)) 

Stephen  had  cause  to  remember  that  observation,  and  the  acumen 
it  showed,  long  afterward. 

The  train  made  several  stops,  and  at  each  of  them  shoals  of  coun- 
try people  filled  the  aisles,  and  paused  for  a  most  familiar  chat  with 
the  senatorial  candidate.  Many  called  him  Abe.  His  appearance 
was  the  equal  in  roughness  to  theirs,  his  manner  if  anything  was 
more  democratic,  —  yet  in  spite  of  all  this  Stephen  in  them  detected 
a  deference  which  might  almost  be  termed  a  homage.  There  were 
many  women  among  them.  Had  our  friend  been  older,  he  might 
have  known  that  the  presence  of  good  women  in  a  political  crowd 
portends  something.  As  it  was,  he  was  surprised.  He  was  destined 
to  be  still  more  surprised  that  day. 

When  they  had  left  behind  them  the  shouts  of  the  little  town  of 
Dixon,  Mr.  Lincoln  took  off  his  hat,  and  produced  a  crumpled  and 
riot  too  immaculate  scrap  of  paper  from  the  multitude  therein. 

((Now,  Joe,))  said  he,  ((here  are  the  four  questions  I  intend  to  ask 
Judge  Douglas.  I  am  ready  for  you.  Fire  away.)) 

((We  don't  care  anything  about  the  others,))  answered  Mr.  Medill. 
((But  I  tell  you  this.  If  you  ask  that  second  one,  you'll  never  see  the 
United  States  Senate.)) 
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((And  the  Republican  party  in  this  state  will  have  had  a  blow 
from  which  it  can  scarcely  recover,))  added  Mr.  Judd,  chairman  of 
the  committee. 

Mr.  Lincoln  did  not  appear  to  hear  them.  His  eyes  were  far 
away  over  the  wet  prairie. 

Stephen  held  his  breath.  But  neither  he,  nor  Medill,  nor  Judd, 
nor  Hill  guessed  at  the  pregnancy  of  that  moment.  How  were  they 
to  know  that  the  fate  of  the  United  States  of  America  was  concealed 
in  that  Question,  —  was  to  be  decided  on  a  rough  wooden  platform 
that  day  in  the  town  of  Freeport,  Illinois? 

But  Abraham  Lincoln,  the  uncouth  man  in  the  linen  duster  with 
the  tousled  hair,  knew  it.  And  the  stone  that  was  rejected  of  the 
builders  was  to  become  the  corner-stone  of  the  temple. 

Suddenly  Mr.  Lincoln  recalled  himself,  glanced  at  the  paper, 
and  cleared  his  throat.  In  measured  tones,  plainly  heard  above  the 
rush  and  roar  of  the  train,  he  read  the  Question :  — 

((Can  the  people  of  a  United  States  Territory,  in  any  lawful  way, 
against  the  wish  of  any  citizen  of  the  United  States,  exclude  slavery  from 
its  limits  prior  to  the  formation  of  a  State  Constitution?)) 

Mr.  Medill  listened  intently. 

((Abe,))  said  he,  solemnly,  ((Douglas  will  answer  yes,  or  equivo- 
cate, and  that  is  all  the  assurance  these  Northern  Democrats 
want  to  put  Steve  Douglas  in  the  Senate.  They'll  snow  you 
under.)) 

((All  right,))  answered  Mr.  Lincoln,  quietly. 

(((All  right)?))  asked  Mr.  Medill,  reflecting  the  sheer  astonish- 
ment of  the  others;  ((then  why  the  devil  are  you  wearing  yourself 
out?  And  why  are  we  spending  our  time  and  money  on  you?)) 

Mr.  Lincoln  laid  his  hand  on  Medal's  sleeve. 

«Joe,»  said  he,  «a  rat  in  the  larder  is  easier  to  catch  than  a  rat 
that  has  the  run  of  the  cellar.  You  know  where  to  set  your  trap 
in  the  larder.  I'll  tell  you  why  I'm  in  this  campaign:  to  catch  Doug- 
las now,  and  keep  him  out  of  the  White  House  in  1860.  To  save 
this  country  of  ours,  Joe.  She's  sick.)) 

There  was  a  silence,  broken  by  two  exclamations. 

((But  see  here,  Abe,))  said  Mr.  Medill,  as  soon  as  ever  he  got  his 
breath,  ((what  have  we  got  to  show  for  it?  Where  do  you  come  in?)) 

Mr.  Lincoln  smiled  wearily. 

((Nowhere,  I  reckon,))  he  answered  simply. 

((Good  Lord!))  said  Mr.  Judd. 

Mr.  Medill  gulped. 
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((You  mean  to  say,  as  the  candidate  of  the  Republican  party,  you 
don't  care  whether  you  get  to  the  Senate?)) 

((Not  if  I  can  send  Steve  Douglas  there  with  his  wings  broken,)) 
was  the  calm  reply. 

((Suppose  he  does  answer  yes,  that  slavery  can  be  excluded?))  said 
Mr.  Judd. 

((Then,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln,  ((then  Douglas  loses  the  vote  of  the 
great  slaveholders,  the  vote  of  the  solid  South,  that  he  has  been 
fostering  ever  since  he  has  had  the  itch  to  be  President.  Without 
the  solid  South  the  Little  Giant  will  never  live  in  the  White  House. 
And  unless  I'm  mightily  mistaken,  Steve  Douglas  has  had  his  eye 
as  far  ahead  as  1860  for  some  time.)) 

Another  silence  followed  these  words.  There  was  a  stout  man 
standing  in  the  aisle,  and  he  spat  deftly  out  of  the  open  window. 

((You  may  wing  Steve  Douglas,  Abe,))  said  he,  gloomily,  ((but  the 
gun  will  kick  you  over  the  bluff.)) 

((Don't  worry  about  me,  Ed,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln.  ((I'm  not  worth 
it.)) 

In  a  wave  of  comprehension  the  significance  of  all  this  was  re- 
vealed to  Stephen  Brice.  The  grim  humor,  the  sagacious  states- 
manship, and  (best  of  all)  the  superb  self -sacrifice  of  it,  struck  him 
suddenly.  I  think  it  was  in  that  hour  that  he  realized  the  full  ex- 
tent of  the  wisdom  he  was  hear,  which  was  like  unto  Solomon's. 

Shame  surged  in  Stephen's  face  that  he  should  have  misjudged 
him.  He  had  come  to  patronize.  He  had  remained  to  worship. 
And  in  after  years,  when  he  thought  of  this  new  vital  force  which 
became  part  of  him  that  day,  it  was  in  the  terms  of  Emerson:  ((Py- 
thagoras was  misunderstood,  and  Socrates,  and  Jesus,  and  Luther, 
and  Copernicus,  and  Galileo,  and  Newton,  and  every  pure  and  wise 
spirit  that  ever  took  flesh.  To  be  great  is  to  be  misunderstood.)) 

How  many  have  conversed  with  Lincoln  before  and  since,  and 
knew  him  not ! 

If  an  outward  and  visible  sign  of  Mr.  Lincoln's  greatness  were 
needed,  —  he  had  chosen  to  speak  to  them  in  homely  parables.  The 
story  of  Farmer  Bell  was  plain  as  day.  Jim  Rickets,  who  had  life 
all  his  own  way,  was  none  other  than  Stephen  A.  Douglas,  the  easily 
successful.  The  ugly  galoot,  who  dared  to  raise  his  eyes  only  to  the 
pear,  was  Mr.  Lincoln  himself.  And  the  pear  was  the  Senatorship, 
which  the  galoot  had  denied  himself  to  save  Susan  from  being  Mr. 
Rickets's  bride. 

Stephen  could  understand  likewise  the  vehemence  of  the  Re- 
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publican  leaders  who  crowded  around  their  candidate  and  tried  to 
get  him  to  retract  that  Question.  He  listened  quietly,  he  answered 
with  a  patient  smile.  Now  and  then  he  threw  a  story  into  the  midst 
of  this  discussion  which  made  them  laugh  in  spite  •  of  themselves. 
The  hopelessness  of  the  case  was  quite  plain  to  Mr.  Hill,  who  smiled, 
and  whispered  in  Stephen's  ear:  — - 

((He  has  made  up  his  mind.  They  will  not  budge  him  an  inch, 
and  they  know  it.» 

Finally  Mr.  Lincoln  took  the  scrap  of  paper,  which  was  even  more 
dirty  and  finger-marked  by  this  time,  and  handed  it  to  Mr.  Hill. 
The  train  was  slowing  down  for  Freeport.  In  the  distance,  bands 
could  be  heard  playing,  and  along  the  track,  line  upon  line  of  men 
and  women  were  cheering  and  waving.  It  was  ten  o'clock,  raw  and 
cold  for  that  time  of  the  year,  and  the  sun  was  trying  to  come  out. 

((Bob,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln,  ((be  sure  you  get  that  right  in  your  notes. 
And,  Steve,  you  stick  close  to  me,  and  you'll  see  the  show.  Why, 
boys,))  he  added,  smiling,  ((there's  the  great  man's  private  car,  cannon 
and  alb) 

All  that  Stephen  saw  was  a  regular  day-car  on  a  side-track.  A 
brass  cannon  was  on  the  tender  hitched  behind  it. 

THE  CRISIS 

Stephen  A.  Douglas,  called  the  Little  Giant  on  account  of  his 
intellect,  was  a  type  of  man  of  which  our  race  has  had  some  notable 
examples,  although  they  are  not  characteristic.  -Capable  of  sacri- 
fice to  their  country,  personal  ambition  is,  nevertheless,  the  main- 
spring of  their  actions.  They  must  either  be  before  the  public,  or 
else  unhappy.  This  trait  gives  them  a  large  theatrical  strain,  and 
sometimes  brands  them  as  adventurers.  Their  ability  saves  them 
from  being  demagogues. 

In  the  case  of  Douglas,  he  had  deliberately  renewed  some  years 
before  the  agitation  on  the  spread  of  slavery,  by  setting  forth  a  doc- 
trine of  extreme  cleverness.  This  doctrine,  like  many  others  of  its 
kind,  seemed  at  first  sight  to  be  the  balm  it  pretended,  instead  of  an 
irritant,  as  it  really  was.  It  was  calculated  to  deceive  all  except 
thinking  men,  and  to  silence  all  save  a  merciless  logician.  And  this 
merciless  logician,  who  was  heaven-sent  in  time  of  need,  was  Abra- 
ham Lincoln. 

Mr.  Douglas  was  a  juggler,  a  political  prestidigitateur.  He  did 
things  before  the  eyes  of  the  Senate  and  the  nation.  His  balm  for 
the  healing  of  the  nation's  wounds  was  a  patent  medicine  so  cleverly 
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concocted  that  experts  alone  could  show  what  was  in  it.  So  abstruse 
and  twisted  were  some  of  Mr.  Douglas's  doctrines  that  a  genius  alone 
might  put  them  into  simple  words,  for  the  common  people. 

The  great  panacea  for  the  slavery  trouble  put  forth  by  Mr.  Doug- 
las at  that  time  was  briefly  this:  that  the  people  of  the  new  terri- 
tories should  decide  for  'themselves,  subject  to  the  Constitution, 
whether  they  should  have  slavery  or  not,  and  also  decide  for  them- 
selves all  other  questions  under  the  Constitution.  Unhappily  for 
Mr.  Douglas,  there  was  the  famous  Dred  Scott  decision,  which  had 
set  the  South  wild  with  joy  the  year  before,  and  had  cast  a  gloom 
over  the  North.  The  Chief  Justice  of  the  United  States  had  de- 
clared that  under  the  Constitution  slaves  were  property,  —  and  as 
such  every  American  citizen  owning  slaves  could  carry  them  about 
with  him  wherever  he  went.  Therefore  the  territorial  legislatures 
might  pass  laws  until  they  were  dumb,  and  yet  their  settlers  might 
bring  with  them  all  the  slaves  they  pleased. 

And  yet  we  must  love  the  Judge.  He  was  a  gentleman,  a  strong 
man,  and  a  patriot.  He  was  magnanimous,  and  to  his  immortal 
honor  be  it  said  that  he,  in  the  end,  won  the  greatest  of  all  struggles. 
He  conquered  himself.  He  put  down  that  mightiest  thing  that  was 
in  him,  —  his  ambition  for  himself.  And  he  set  up,  instead,  his 
ambition  for  his  country.  He  bore  no  ill-will  toward  the  man  whose 
fate  was  so  strangely  linked  to  his,  and  who  finally  came  to  that  high 
seat  of  honor  and  of  martyrdom  which  he  coveted.  We  shall  love 
the  Judge,  and  speak  of  him  with  reverence,  for  that  sublime  act  of 
kindness  before  the  Capitol  in  1861. 

Abraham  Lincoln  might  have  prayed  on  that  day  of  the  Freeport 
debate:  ((Forgive  him,  Lord.  He  knows  not  what  he  does.))  Lin- 
coln descried  the  danger  afar,  and  threw  his  body  into  the  breach.  '  . 

That  which  passed  before  Stephen's  eyes  and  to  which  his  ears 
listened  at  Freeport,  was  the  Great  Republic  pressing  westward  to 
the  Pacific.  He  wondered  whether  some  of  his  Eastern  friends  who 
pursed  their  lips  when  the  West  was  mentioned  would  have  sneered 
or  prayed.  A  young  English  nobleman  who  was  there  that  day  did 
not  sneer.  He  was  filled  instead  with  something  like  awe  at  the 
vigor  of  this  nation  which  was  sprung  from  the  loins  of  his  own. 
Crudeness  he  saw,  vulgarity  he  heard,  but  Force  he  felt,  and  marveled. 

America  was  in  Freeport  that  day,  the  rush  of  her  people  and  the 
surprise  of  her  climate.  The  rain  had  ceased,  and  quickly  was  come 
out  of  the  northwest  a  boisterous  wind,  chilled  by  the  lakes  and 
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scented  by  the  hemlocks  of  the  Minnesota  forests.  The  sun  smiled 
and  frowned.  Clouds  hurried  in  the  sky,  mocking  the  human  hub- 
bub below.  Cheering  thousands  pressed  about  the  station  as  Mr. 
Lincoln's  train  arrived.  They  hemmed  him  in  his  triumphal  passage 
under  the  great  arching  trees  to  the  new  Brewster  House.  The 
Chief  Marshal  and  his  aides,  great  men  'before,  were  suddenly  im- 
mortal. The  county  delegations  fell  into  their  proper  precedence 
like  ministers  at  a  state  dinner.  ((We  have  faith  in  Abraham,  Yet 
another  County  for  the  Rail-splitter,  Abe  the  Giant-killer,)) — so  the 
banners  read.  Here,  much  bedecked,  was  the  Galena  Lincoln  Club, 
part  of  Joe  Davies's  shipment.  Fifes  skirled,  and  drums  throbbed, 
and  the  stars  and  stripes  snapped  in  the  breeze.  And  here  was  a 
delegation  headed  by  fifty  sturdy  ladies  on  horseback,  at  whom 
Stephen  gaped  like  a  countryman.  Then  came  carryalls  of  all  ages 
and  degrees,  wagons  from  this  county  and  that  county  giddily  draped, 
drawn  by  horses  from  one  to  six,  or  by  mules,  their  inscriptions  ad- 
dressing their  senatorial  candidate  in  all  degrees  of  familiarity, -but 
not  contempt.  What  they  seemed  proudest  of  was  that  he  had  been 
a  rail-splitter,  for  nearly  all  bore  a  fence-rail. 

But  stay,  what  is  this  wagon  with  the  high  sapling  flagstaff  in  the 
middle,  and  the  leaves  still  on  it  ? 

((Westward  the  Star  of  Empire  takes  its  way. 
The  girls  link  on  to  Lincoln;  their  mothers  were  for -Clay. * 

Here  was  glory  to  blind  you,  —  two  and  thirty  maids  in  red 
sashes  and  blue  liberty  caps  with  white  stars.  Each  was  a  state  of 
the  Union,  and  every  one  of  them  was  for  Abraham,  who  called  them 
his  ((Basket  of  Flowers.))  Behind  them,  most  touching  of  all,  sat  a 
thirty-third  shackled  in  chains.  That  was  Kansas.  Alas,  the  mien 
of  Kansas  was  far  from  being  as  sorrowful  as  the  part  demanded,  — 
in  spite  of  her  instructions  she  would  smile  at  the  boys.  But  the 
appealing  inscription  she  bore,  ((Set  me  free!))  was  greeted  with  storms 
of  laughter,  the  boldest  of  the  young  men  shouting  that  she  was  too 
beautiful  to  be  free,  and  some  of  the  old  men,  to  their  shame  be  it 
said,  likewise  shouted.  No  false  embarrassment  troubled  Kansas. 
She  was  openly  pleased.  But  the  young  men  who  had  brought  their 
sweethearts  to  town,  and  were  standing  hand  in  hand  with  them, 
for  obvious  reasons  saw  nothing.  They  scarcely  dared  to  look  at 
Kansas,  and  those  who  did  were  so  loudly  rebuked  that  they  turned 
down  the  side  streets. 
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During  this  part  of  the  day  these  loving  couples,  whose  devotion 
was  so  patent  to  the  whole  world,  were  by  far  the  most  absorbing  to 
Stephen.  He  watched  them  having  their  fortunes  told,  the  young 
women  blushing  and  crying,  ((Say!))  and  ((Ain't  he  wicked?))  and  the 
young  men  getting  their  ears  boxed  for  certain  remarks.  He  watched 
them  standing  open-mouthed  at  the  booths  and  side  shows,  with 
hands  still  locked,  or  again  they  were  chewing  cream  candy  in  uni- 
son. Or  he  glanced  sidewise  at  them,  seated  in  the  open  places  with 
the  world  so  far  below  them  that  even  the  insistent  sound  of  the  fifes 
and  drums  rose  but  faintly  to  their  ears. 

And  perhaps,  —  we  shall  not  say  positively,  —  perhaps  Mr. 
Brice's  thoughts  went  something  like  this,  «O  that  love  were  so  simple 
a  matter  to  all!))  But  graven  on  his  face  was  what  is  called  the  ((Bos- 
ton scorn.))  And  no  scorn  has  been  known  like  unto  it  since  the 
days  of  Athens. 

So  Stephen  made  the  best  of  his  way  to  the  Brewster  House,  the 
elegance  and  newness  of  which  the  citizens  of  Freeport  openly 
boasted.  Mr.  Lincoln  had  preceded  him,  and  was  even  then  listen- 
ing to  a  few  remarks  of  burning  praise  by  an  honorable  gentleman. 
Mr.  Lincoln  himself  made  a  few  remarks,  which  seemed  so  simple 
and  rang  so  true,  and  were  so  free  from  political  rococo  and  decora- 
tion generally,  that  even  the  young  men  forgot  their  sweethearts  to 
listen.  Then  Mr.  Lincoln  went  into  the  hotel,  and  the  sun  slipped 
under  a  black  cloud. 

The  lobby  was  full,  and  rather  dirty,  since  the  supply  of  spit- 
toons was  so  far  behind  the  demand.  Like  the  firmament,  it  was 
divided  into  little  bodies  which  revolved  about  larger  bodies.  But 
there  lacked  not  here  supporters  of  the  Little  Giant,  and  discreet 
farmers  of  influence  in  their  own  counties  who  waited  to  hear  the 
afternoon's  debate  before  deciding.  These  and  others  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  tell  of  the  magnificence  of  the  Little  Giant's  torchlight  pro- 
cession the  previous  evening.  Every  Dred-Scottite  had  carried  a 
torch,  and  many  transparencies,  so  that  the  very  glory  of  it  had 
turned  night  into  day.  The  Chief  Lictor  had  distributed  these 
torches  with  an  unheard-of  liberality.  But  there  lacked  not  detrac- 
tors who  swore  that  John  Dibble  and  other  Lincolnites  had  applied 
for  torches  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  carrying  them.  Since  dawn  the 
delegations  had  been  heralded  from  the  house-tops,  and  wagered  on 
while  they  were  yet  as  worms  far  out  on  the  prairie.  All  the  morn- 
ing these  continued  to  come  in,  and  form  in  line  to  march  past  their 
particular  candidate.  The  second  great  event  of  the  day  was  the 
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event  of  the  special  over  the  Galena  road,  of  sixteen  cars  and  more 
than  a  thousand  pairs  of  sovereign  lungs.  With  military  precision 
they  repaired  to  the  Brewster  House,  and  ahead  of  them  a  banner 
was  flung:  ((Winnebago  County  for  the  Tall  Sucker.))  And  the  Tall 
Sucker  was  on  the  steps  to  receive  them. 

But  Mr.  Douglas,  who  had  arrived  the  evening  before  to  the 
booming  of  two  and  thirty  guns,  had  his  banners  and  his  bunting, 
too.  The  neighborhood  of  Freeport  was  a  stronghold  of  Northern 
Democrats,  ardent  supporters  of  the  Little  Giant  if  once  they  could 
believe  that  he  did  not  intend  to  betray  them. 

Stephen  felt  in  his  bones  the  coming  of  a  struggle,  and  was  thrilled. 
Once  he  smiled  at  the  thought  that  he  had  become  an  active  parti- 
san —  nay,  a  worshiper  —  of  the  uncouth  Lincoln.  Terrible  sus- 
picion for  a  Bostonian,  —  had  he  been  carried  away?  Was  his  hero, 
after  all,  a  homespun  demagogue?  Had  he  been  wise  in  deciding 
before  he  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  accomplished  Douglas,  whose 
name  and  fame  filled  the  land?  Stephen  did  not  waver  in  his  alle- 
giance. But  in  his  heart  there  lurked  a  fear  of  the  sophisticated  Judge 
and  Senator  and  man  of  the  world  whom  he  had  not  yet  seen.  In 
his  note-book  he  had  made  a  copy  of  the  Question,  and  young  Mr. 
Hill  discovered  him  pondering  in  a  corner  of  the  lobby  at  dinner- 
time. After  dinner  they  went  together  to  their  candidate's  room. 
They  found  the  doors  open  and  the  place  packed,  and  there  was  Mr. 
Lincoln's  very  tall  hat  towering  above  those  of  the  other  politicians 
pressed  around  him.  Mr.  Lincoln  took  three  strides  in  Stephen's 
direction  and  seized  him  by  the  shoulder. 

((Why,  Steve,))  said  he,  ((I  thought  you  had  got  away  again.)) 
Turning  to  a  big  burly  man  with  a  good-natured  face,  who  was  stand- 
ing by,  he  added:  ((Jim,  I  want  you  to  look  out  for  this  young  man. 
Get  him  a  seat  on  the  stand,  where  he  can  hear.)) 

Stephen  stuck  close  to  Jim.  He  never  knew  what  the  gentle- 
man's last  name  was,  or  whether  he  had  any.  It  was  but  a  few  min- 
utes' walk  to  the  grove  where  the  speaking  was  to  be.  And  as  they 
made  their  way  thither  Mr.  Lincoln  passed  them  in  a  Conestoga 
wagon  drawn  by  six  milk-white  horses.  Jim  informed  Stephen  that 
the  Little  Giant  had  had  a  six-horse  coach.  The  grove  was  black 
with  people.  Hovering  about  the  hem  of  the  crowd  were  the  sun- 
burned young  men  in  their  Sunday  best,  still  clinging  fast  to  the 
hands  of  the  young  women.  Bands  blared  (Columbia,  Gem  of  the 
Ocean.)  Fakirs  planted  their  stands  in  the  way,  selling  pain-killers 
and  ague  cures,  watermelons  and  lemonade.  Jugglers  juggled  and 
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beggars  begged.  Jim  said  that  there  were  sixteen  thousand  people 
in  that  grove.  And  he  told  the  truth. 

Stephen  now  trembled  for  his  champion.  He  tried  to  think  of 
himself  as  fifty  years  old,  with  the  courage  to  address  sixteen  thou- 
sand people  on  such  a  day,  and  quailed.  What  a  man  of  affairs  it 
must  take  to  do  that!  Sixteen  thousand  people,  into  each  of  whose 
breasts  God  had  put  different  emotions  and  convictions!  He  had 
never  even  imagined  such  a  crowd  as  this  assembled  merely  to  listen 
to  a  political  debate.  But  then  he  remembered,  as  they  dodged  from 
in  front  of  the  horses,  that  it  was  not  merely  a  political  debate.  The 
pulse  of  a  nation  was  here,  a  great  nation  stricken  with  approaching 
fever.  It  was  not  now  a  case  of  excise,  but  of  existence. 

This  son  of  toil  who  had  driven  his  family  thirty  miles  across  the 
prairie,  blanketed  his  tired  horses  and  slept  on  the  ground  the  night 
before,  who  was  willing  to  stand  all  through  the  afternoon  and  listen 
with  pathetic  eagerness  to  this  debate,  must  be  moved  by  a  patriot- 
ism divine.  In  the  breast  of  that  farmer,  in  the  breast  of  his  tired 
wife  who  held  her  child  by  the  hand,  had  been  instilled  from  birth 
that  sublime  fervor  which  is  part  of  their  life  who  inherit  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence.  Instinctively  these  men  who  had  fought  and 
won  the  West  had  scented  the  danger.  With  the  spirit  of  their  an- 
cestors who  had  left  their  farms  to  die  on  the  bridge  at  Concord  or 
follow  Ethan  Allen  into  Ticonderoga,  these  had  come  to  Freeport. 
What  were  three  days  of  bodily  discomfort!  What  even  the  loss  of 
part  of  a  cherished  crop,  if  the  nation's  existence  were  at  stake  and 
their  votes  might  save  it ! 

In  the  midst  of  that  heaving  human  sea  rose  the  bulwarks  of  a 
wooden  stand.  But  how  to  reach  it?  Jim  was  evidently  a  person- 
age. The  rough  farmers  commonly  squeezed  a  way  for  him.  And 
when  they  did  not,  he  made  it  with  his  big  body.  As  they  drew 
near  their  haven,  a  great  surging  as  of  a  tidal  wave  swept  them  off 
their  feet.  There  was  a  deafening  shout,  and  the  stand  rocked  on 
its  foundations.  Before  Stephen  could  collect  his  wits,  a  fierce 
battle  was  raging  about  him.  Abolitionist  and  Democrat,  Free 
Soiler  and  Squatter  Sov,  defaced  one  another  in  a  rush  for  the  plat- 
form. The  committeemen  and  reporters  on  top  of  it  rose  to  its 
defense.  Well  for  Stephen  that  his  companion  was  along.  Jim  was 
recognized  and  hauled  bodily  into  the  fort,  and  Stephen  after  him. 
The  populace  were  driven  off,  and  when  the  excitement  died  down 
again,  he  found  himself  in  the  row  behind  the  reporters.  Young  Mr. 
Hill  paused  while  sharpening  his  pencil  to  wave  him  a  friendly  greeting. 
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Stephen,  craning  in  his  seat,  caught  sight  of  Mr.  Lincoln  slouched 
into  one  of  his  favorite  attitudes,  his  chin  resting  in  his  hand. 

But  who  is  this,  erect,  compact,  aggressive,  searching  with  a 
confident  eye  the  wilderness  of  upturned  faces?  A  personage,  truly, 
to  be  questioned  timidly,  to  be  approached  advisedly.  Here  indeed 
was  a  lion,  by  the  very  look  of  him,  master  of  himself  and  of  others. 
By  reason  of  its  regularity  and  masculine  strength,  a  handsome  face. 
A  man  of  the  world  to  the  cut  of  the  coat  across  the  broad  shoulders. 
Here  was  one  to  lift  a  youngster  into  the  realm  of  emulation,  like  a 
character  in  a  play,  to  arouse  dreams  of  Washington  and  its  senators 
and  great  men.  For  this  was  one  to  be  consulted  by  the  great  alone. 
A  figure  of  dignity  and  power,  with  magnetism  to  compel  moods. 
Since,  when  he  smiled,  you  warmed  in  spite  of  yourself,  and  when 
he  frowned  the  world  looked  grave. 

The  inevitable  comparison  was  come,  and  Stephen's  hero  was 
shrunk  once  more.  He  drew  a  deep  breath,  searched  for  the  word, 
and  gulped.  There  was  but  the  one  word.  How  country  Abraham 
Lincoln  looked  beside  Stephen  Arnold  Douglas ! 

Had  the  Lord  ever  before  made  and  set  over  against  each  other 
two  such  different  men?  Yes,  for  such  are  the  ways  of  the  Lord. 


The  preliminary  speaking  was  in  progress,  but  Stephen  neither 
heard  nor  saw  until  he  felt  the  heavy  hand  of  his  companion  on  his 
knee. 

((There's  something  mighty  strange,  like  fate,  between  them 
two,))  he  was  saying.  «I  recklect  twenty-five  years  ago  when  they 
was  first  in  the  Legislatur*  together.  A  man  told  me  that  they  was 
both  admitted  to  practise  in  the  S'preme  Court  in  '39,  on  the  same  day, 
sir.  Then  you  know  they  was  nip  an'  tuck  after  the  same  young 
lady.  Abe  got  her.  They've  been  in  Congress  together,  the  Little 
Giant  in  the  Senate,  and  now,  here  they  be  in  the  greatest  set  of 
debates  the  people  of  this  state  ever  heard.  Young  man,  the  hand 
of  fate  is  in  this  here,  mark  my  words » 

There  was  a  hush,  and  the  waves  of  that  vast  human  sea  were 
stilled.  A  man,  —  lean,  angular,  with  coat-tails  flapping  —  un- 
folded like  a  grotesque  figure  at  a  side-show.  No  confidence  was 
there.  Stooping  forward,  Abraham  Lincoln  began  to  speak,  and 
Stephen  Brice  hung  his  head,  and  shuddered.  Could  this  shrill 
falsetto  be  the  same  voice  to  which  he  had  listened  only  that  morn- 
jng?  Could  this  awkward,  yellow  man  with  his  hands  behind  his 
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back  be  he  whom  he  had  worshiped?  Ripples  of  derisive  laughter 
rose  here  and  there,  on  the  stand  and  from  the  crowd.  Thrice  dis- 
tilled was  the  agony  of  those  moments! 

But  what  was  this  feeling  that  gradually  crept  over  him?  Sur- 
prise? Cautiously  he  raised  his  eyes.  The  hands  were  coming 
around  to  the  front.  Suddenly  one  of  them  was  thrown  sharply 
back,  with  a  determined  gesture,  the  head  was  raised,  —  and  — 
and  his  shame  was  forgotten.  In  its  stead  wonder  was  come.  But 
soon  he  lost  even  that,  for  his  mind  was  gone  on  a  journey.  And 
when  again  he  came  to  himself  and  looked  upon  Abraham  Lincoln, 
this  was  a  man  transformed.  The  voice  was  no  longer  shrill.  Nay, 
it  was  now  a  powerful  instrument  which  played  strangely  on  those 
who  heard.  Now  it  rose,  and  again  it  fell  into  tones  so  low  as  to 
start  a  stir  which  spread  and  spread,  like  a  ripple  in  a  pond,  until  it 
broke  on  the  very  edge  of  that  vast  audience. 

((Can  the  people  of  a  United  States  Territory,  in  any  lawful  way, 
against  the  wish  of  any  citizen  of  the  United  States,  exclude  slavery  from 
its  limits  prior  to  the  formation  of  a  State  Constitution?)) 

It  was  out,  at  last,  irrevocably  writ  in  the  recording  book  of  His- 
tory, for  better,  for  worse.  Beyond  the  reach  of  politician,  com- 
mittee, or  caucus.  But  what  man  amongst  those  who  heard  and 
stirred  might  say  that  these  minutes  even  now  hasting  into  eternity 
held  the  Crisis  of  a  nation  that  is  the  hope  of  the  world?  Not  you, 
Judge  Douglas,  who  sit  there  smiling.  Consternation  is  a  stranger 
in  your  heart,  —  but  answer  that  Question  if  you  can.  Yes,  your 
nimble  wit  has  helped  you  out  of  many  a  tight  corner.  You  do  not 
feel  the  noose  —  as  yet.  You  do  not  guess  that  your  reply  will 
make  or  mar  the  fortunes  of  your  country.  It  is  not  you  who  can 
look  ahead  two  short  years  and  see  the  ship  of  Democracy  splitting 
on  the  rocks  at  Charleston  and  at  Baltimore,  when  the  power  of 
your  name  might  have  steered  her  safely. 

But  see!  what  is  this  man  about  whom  you  despise?  One  by 
one  he  is  taking  the  screws  out  of  the  engine  which  you  have  in- 
vented to  run  your  ship.  Look,  he  holds  them  in  his  hands  without 
mixing  them,  and  shows  the  false  construction  of  its  secret  parts. 

For  Abraham  Lincoln  dealt  with  abstruse  questions  in  language 
so  limpid  that  many  a  farmer,  dulled  by  toil,  heard  and  understood 
and  marveled.  The  simplicity  of  the  Bible  dwells  in  those  speeches, 
and  they  are  now  classics  in  our  literature.  And  the  wonder  in 
Stephen's  mind  was  that  this  man  who  could  be  a  buffoon,  whose 
speech  was  coarse  and  whose  person  unkempt,  could  prove  himself 
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a  tower  of  morality  and  truth.     That  has  troubled  many  another, 
before  and  since  the  debate  at  Freeport. 

That  short  hour  came  all  too  quickly  to  an  end.  And  as  the 
Moderator  gave  'the  signal  for  Mr.  Lincoln,  it  was  Stephen's  big 
companion  who  snapped  the  strain,  and  voiced  the  sentiment  of 
those  about  him. 

«By  Gosh!»  he  cried,  ((he  baffles  Steve.  I  didn't  think  Abe  had 
it  in  him.)) 

The  Honorable  Stephen  A.  Douglas,  however,  seemed  anything 
but  baffled  as  he  rose  to  reply.  As  he  waited  for  the  cheers  which 
greeted  him  to  die  out,  his  attitude  was  easy  and  indifferent,  as  a 
public  man's  should  be.  The  Question  seemed  not  to  trouble  him 
in  the  least.  But  for  Stephen  Brice  the  Judge  stood  there  stripped 
of  the  glamour  that  made  him,  even  as  Abraham  Lincoln  had  stripped 
his  doctrine  of  its  paint  and  colors,  and  left  it  punily  naked. 

Standing  up,  the  very  person  of  the  Little  Giant  was  contradic- 
tory, as  was  the  man  himself.  His  height  was  insignificant.  But 
he  had  the  head  and  shoulders  of  a  lion,  and  even  the  lion's  roar. 
What  a  contrast  the  ring  of  his  deep  bass  to  the  tentative  falsetto 
of  Mr.  Lincoln's  opening  words!  If  Stephen  expected  the  Judge  to 
tremble,  he  was  greatly  disappointed.  Mr.  Douglas  was  far  from 
dismay.  As  if  to  show  the  people  how  lightly  he  held  his  opponent's 
warnings,  he  made  them  gape  by  putting  things  down  Mr.  Lincoln's 
shirt-front  and  taking  them  out  of  his  mouth.  But  it  appeared  to 
Stephen,  listening  with  all  his  might,  that  the  Judge  was  a  trifle  more 
on  the  defensive  than  his  attitude  might  lead  one  to  expect.  Was 
he  not  among  his  own  Northern  Democrats  at  Freeport?  And  yet 
it  seemed  to  give  him  a  keen  pleasure  to  call  his  hearers  ((Black  Re- 
publicans.)) ((Not  black,))  came  from  the  crowd  again  and  again, 
and  once  a  man  shouted,  ((Couldn't  you  modify  it  and  call  it  brown?)) 
((Not  a  whit!))  cried  the  Judge,  and  dubbed  them  ((Yankees,))  al- 
though himself  a  Vermonter  by  birth.  He  implied  that  most  of 
these  Black  Republicans  desired  negro  wives. 

But  quick,  —  to  the  Question.  How  was  the  Little  Giant,  art- 
ful in  debate  as  he  was,  to  get  over  that  without  offense  to  the  great 
South  ?  Very  skillfully  the  Judge  disposed  of  the  first  of  the  interro- 
gations. And  then,  save  for  the  gusts  of  wind  rustling  the  trees,  the 
grove  might  have  been  empty  of  its  thousands,  such  was  the  silence 
that  fell.  But  tighter  and  tighter  they  pressed  against  the  stand, 
until  it  trembled. 

Oh,  Judge,  the  time  of  all  artful  men  will  come  at  length!      How 
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were  you  to  foresee  a  certain  day  under  the  White  Dome  of  the  Capi- 
tol? Had  your  sight  been  long,  you  would  have  paused  before  your 
answer.  Had  your  sight  been  long,  you  would  have  seen  this  ugly 
Lincoln  bareheaded  before  the  Nation,  and  you  are  holding  his  hat. 
Judge  Douglas,  this  act  alone  has  redeemed  your  faults.  It  has 
given  you  a  nobility  of  which  we  did  not  suspect  you.  At  the  end 
God  gave  you  strength  to  be  humble,  and  so  you  left  the  name  of  a 
patriot. 

Judge,  you  thought  there  was  a  passage  between  Scylla  and 
Chary bdis  which  your  craftiness  might  overcome.  ((It  matters  not,» 
you  cried  when  you  answered  the  Question,  «it  matters  not  which 
way  the  Supreme  Court  may  hereafter  decide  as  to  the  abstract 
question  whether  slavery  may  or  may  not  go  into  a  territory  under 
the  Constitution.  The  people  have  the  lawful  means  to  introduce  . 
or  to  exclude  it  as  they  please,  for  the  reason  that  slavery  cannot 
exist  a  day  or  an  hour  anywhere  unless  it  is  supported  by  local  police 
regulations.)) 

Judge  Douglas,  uneasy  will  you  lie  to-night,  for  you  have  uttered 
the  Freeport  Heresy. 

It  only  remains  to  be  told  how  Stephen  Brice,  coming  to  the 
Brewster  House  after  the  debate,  found  Mr.  Lincoln.  On  his  knee, 
in  transports  of  delight,  was  a  small  boy,  and  Mr.  Lincoln  was  se- 
renely playing  on  the  child's  Jew's-harp.  Standing  beside  him  was  a 
proud  father  who  had  dragged  his  son  across  two  counties  in  a  farm 
wagon,  and  who  was  to  return  on  the  morrow  to  enter  this  event 
in  the  family  Bible.  In  a  corner  of  the  room  were  several  impatient 
gentlemen  of  influence  who  wished  to  talk  about  the  Question. 

But  when  he  saw  Stephen,  Mr.  Lincoln  looked  up  with  a  smile 
of  welcome  that  is  still,  and  ever  will  be,  remembered  and  cherished. 

((Tell  Judge  Whipple  that  I  have  attended  to  that  little  matter, 
Steve,))  he  said. 

((Why,  Mr.  Lincoln,))  he  exclaimed,  ((you  have  had  no  time.)) 

«I  have  taken  the  time,))  Mr.  Lincoln  replied,  ((and  I  think  that 
I  am  well  repaid.  Steve,))  said  he,  ((unless  I'm  mightily  mistaken, 
you  know  a  little  more  than  you  did  yesterday.)) 

((Yes,  sir;  I  do,))  said  Stephen. 

((Come,  Steve,))  said  Mr.  Lincoln,  ((be  honest.  Didn't  you  feel 
sorry  f 01  me  last  night  ?)) 

Stephen  flushed  scarlet. 

((I  never  shall  again,  sir,))  he  said. 
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The  wonderful  smile,  so  ready  to  come  and  go,  flickered  and 
went  out.  In  its  stead  on  the  strange  face  was  ineffable  sadness,  — 
the  sadness  of  the  world's  tragedies.  Of  Stephen  stoned,  of  Christ 
crucified. 

((Pray  God  that  you  may  feel  sorry  for  me  again,))  he  said. 

Awed,  the  child  on  his  lap  was  still.  The  politicians  had  left 
the  room.  Mr.  Lincoln  had  kept  Stephen's  hand  in  his  own. 

«I  have  hopes  of  you,  Stephen,))  he  said.     ((Do  not  forget  me.)) 

Stephen  Brice  never  has.  Why  was  it  that  he  walked  to  the 
station  with  a  heavy  heart?  It  was  a  sense  of  the  man  he  had  left, 
who  had  been  and  was  to  be.  This  Lincoln  of  the  black  loam,  who 
built  his  neighbor's  cabin  and  hoed  his  neighbor's  corn,  who  had 
been  storekeeper  and  postmaster  and  flat-boatman.  Who  had 
followed  a  rough  judge  dealing  a  rough  justice  around  a  rough  cir- 
cuit; who  had  rolled  a  local  bully  in  the  dirt;  rescued  women  from 
insult;  tended  the  bedside  of  many  a  sick  coward  who  feared  the 
Judgment;  told  coarse  stories  on  barrels  by  candle  light  (but  these 
are  pure  beside  the  vice  of  great  cities) ;  who  addressed  political  mobs 
in  the  raw,  swooping  down  from  the  stump  and  flinging  embroilers 
east  and  west.  This  physician  who  was  one  day  to  tend  the  sick- 
bed of  the  Nation  in  her  agony;  whose  large  hand  was  to  be  on  her 
feeble  pulse,  and  whose  knowledge  almost  divine  was  to  perform  the 
miracle  of  her  healing.  So  was  it  that  the  Physician  Himself  per- 
formed His  cures,  and  when  His  work  was  done,  died  a  Martyr. 

Abraham  Lincoln  died  in  His  name. 


ST.  JOHN  CHRYSOSTOM 

(A.  D.  347-407) 
BY  JOHN    MALONE 

STRONG  soldier  of  the  Cross  and  from  good  fighting  stock 
was  that  John  of  Antioch  who,  among  the  people  that  were 
first  of  the  earth  to  bear  the  name  of  Christian,  was  called 
Chrysostom  — <(  mouth  of  gold.'*  His  father  Secundus,  who  died  about 
the  time  of  Chrysostom's  birth,  was  a  military  commander  in  Syria 
under  Constantine  and  Constantius  II.  John  was  born  at  Antioch, 
A.  D.  347,  when  the  Eastern  Empire  and  the  City  of  Constantine 
were  new.  His  young  mother  Arethusa,  a  Christian,  then  but  twenty 
years  of  age,  devoted  herself  to  widowhood  and  the  education  of  her 
son  in  the  city  of  his  birth.  The  youth's  early  years  were  passed 
under  her  careful  guidance,  and  at  the  age  of  twenty  he  entered  on 
the  study  of  oratory  and  philosophy  under  the  celebrated  Libanius. 
In  369  he  became  a  baptized  Christian  and  reader  in  the  house  of 
Melitius  the  bishop.  The  unhappy  reigns  of  Valens  and  Valentin- 
ian,  when  neo-paganism  in  the  West  and  in  the  Gothic  settlement  in 
the  East  began  to  work  the  Empire's  fall,  saw  John  devoted  to  an 
ascetic  life,  after  the  example  of  the  monks  and  hermits  who  shel- 
tered in  the  mountains  about  the  gay  and  queenly  city  of  his  birth. 
His  mother's  grief  and  loneliness  brought  him  back  from  his  cave  to 
an  energetic  career  as  an  outspoken  preacher  of  God's  Word  and  the 
eternal  profit  of  good  stout-hearted  workaday  well-doing.  He  made 
himself  dear  to  the  people  of  Antioch,  for  he  had  eloquence  such  as 
had  been  unknown  to  Greeks  since  Demosthenes,  and  he  shrank  not 
from  labor  and  self-denial.  So  they  called  him  (<  golden-mouth, })  as 
the  Indians  call  their  tried  men  (( straight-tongues. })  On  the  death 
of  Nectarius,  the  successor  of  Gregory  of  Nazianzus,  Theophilus  of 
Alexandria  and  Arcadius  the  Emperor  made  him  Metropolitan  of  Con- 
stantinople, A.  D.  397.  All  before  this  time  he  was  laying  about  him 
with  good  ear-smiting  Greek  at  vice  and  luxury,  of  which  there 
was  abundance  both  in  palace  and  in  hovel;  and  his  elevation  to  an 
Imperial  neighborhood  did  not  stay  him.  He  cleared  Byzantium  of 
pagan  shows,  gathered  the  relics  of  the  martyrs,  and  sent  mission- 
aries to  preach  to  the  Goths  in  their  own  speech.  Not  many  years 
of  this  kind  of  leadership  were  allowed  him.  Arcadius,  well  disposed 
but  indolent,  was  under  the  rule  of  a  willful  woman;  and  when 
Chrysostom  turned  his  swayful  voice  against  her  pet  vanities,  the 
irexed  Eudoxia  intrigued  his  (deposition.  In  403  John  went  to  exile 
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in  Bithynia,  with  the  words  "The  Lord  hath  given,  the  Lord  hath 
taken  away"  upon  his  lips.  A  great  earthquake  so  frightened  the 
Imperial  City  and  family  that  with  one  outcry  they  called  Chrysostom 
back.  When  the  fear  of  the  infirm  earth  had  worn  away,  Eudoxia 
remembered  her  enmity  and  took  it  back  to  nurse.  So  one  day  when 
John  had  said  in  his  sword-like  invective  that  <(Herodias  was  raging 
again,  w  she  showed  less  mercy  than  the  Baptist  had  obtained;  for 
under  the  plea  that  his  restoration  had  been  unwarranted,  the  Metro- 
politan was  sent  to  a  forced  wandering  in  the  wilds  of  outer  prov- 
inces, from  which  there  returned  of  him  only  the  venerated  relics  of  a 
martyr.  Driven  from  spot  to  spot,  sometimes  in  chains,  always  under 
the  prod  of  guarding  spears,  one  day  of  September  407  he  dragged 
himself  to  the  tomb  of  the  martyr  Basiliscus  at  Comana  in  Pontus, 
and  laid  his  soul  in  the  hands  of  God.  Thirty  years  afterward,  Theo- 
dosius  the  Younger  brought  the  body  back  to  Constantinople. 

In  person  Chrysostom  was  small  and  spare.  His  life  of  rigorous 
fasting  and  toil  made  him  still  more  slight  and  hollow-cheeked,  but 
it  is  told  that  there  was  always  a  blaze  of  fire  in  the  deep-set  eyes. 
The  work  of  Chrysostom  was  chiefly  ecclesiastical  oratory,  in  which 
no  one  of  his  own  or  later  time  surpassed  him.  First  of  the  great 
Christian  preachers  after  the  Church  came  from  the  caves,  he  was 
not  less  able  as  a  teacher.  His  letters,  full  of  sweetness  and  firm 
honesty  ;  his  poetry,  delicate  and  musical  ;  and  his  philosophic  essays, 
rich  with  the  clear-cut  jewels  of  dialectics,  —  are  worthy  of  his  station 
in  the  first  order  of  the  Doctors  of  the  Church. 


[The  following  extracts  are  from  <A  Select  Library  of  the  Nicene  and  Post- 
Nicene  Fathers  of  the  Christian  Church,  First  Series. >  Published  by  the 
Christian  Literature  Company,  New  York.] 

THAT   REAL  WEALTH   IS  FROM  WITHIN 

From  the  ( Treatise  to  prove  that  no  one  can  harm  the  man  who  does  not 

injure  himself  > 

WHAT    I    undertake   is   to   prove    (only   make   no   commotion) 
that  no   one   of   those   who  are  wronged   is   wronged   by 
another,  but  experiences  this  injury  at  his  own  hands. 
But  in  order  to  make  my  argument  plainer,  let  us  first  of  all 
inquire  what  injustice  is,  and  of  what  kind  of  things  the  material 
of   it   is  wont   to   be    composed;    also  what  human  virtue  is,  and 
what  it  is  which  ruins  it:  and  further,  what  it  is  which  seems  to 
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ruin  it  but  really  does  not.  For  instance  (for  I  must  complete 
my  argument  by  means  of  examples),  each  thing  is  subject  to 
one  evil  which  ruins  it:  iron  to  rust,  wool  to  moth,  flocks  of 
sheep  to  wolves.  The  virtue  of  wine  is  injured  when  it  ferments 
and  turns  sour;  of  honey  when  it  loses  its  natural  sweetness  and 
is  reduced  to  a  bitter  juice.  Ears  of  corn  are  ruined  by  mildew 
and  drought,  the  fruit  and  leaves  and  branches  of  vines  by  the 
mischievous  host  of  locusts,  other  trees  by  the  caterpillar,  and 
irrational  creatures  by  diseases  of  various  kinds;  and  not  to 
lengthen  the  list  by  going  through  all  possible  examples,  our 
own  flesh  is  subject  to  fevers  and  palsies  and  a  crowd  of  other 
maladies.  As  then  each  one  of  these  things  is  liable  to  that 
which  ruins  its  virtue,  let  us  now  consider  what  it  is  which 
injures  the  human  race,  and  what  it  is  which  ruins  the  virtue  of 
a  human  being.  Most  men  think  that  there  are  divers  things 
which  have  this  effect;  for  I  must  mention  the  erroneous  opinions 
on  the  subject,  and  after  confuting  them,  proceed  to  exhibit  that 
which  really  does  ruin  our  virtue,  and  to  demonstrate  clearly  that 
no  one  could  inflict  this  injury  or  bring  this  ruin  upon  us  unless 
we  betrayed  ourselves.  The  multitude  then,  having  erroneous 
opinions,  imagine  that  there  are  many  different  things  which 
ruin  our  virtue;  some  say  it  is  poverty,  others  bodily  disease, 
others  loss  of  property,  others  calumny,  others  death,  and  they 
are  perpetually  bewailing  and  lamenting  these  things:  and  whilst 
they  are  commiserating  the  sufferers  and  shedding  tears,  they 
excitedly  exclaim  to  one  another,  <(  What  a  calamity  has  befallen 
such  and  such  a  man!  he  has  been  deprived  of  all  his  fortune  at 
a  blow. w  Of  another  again  one  will  say,  <(  Such  and  such  a  man 
has  been  attacked  by  severe  sickness  and  is  despaired  of  by  the 
physicians  in  attendance."  Some  bewail  and  lament  the  inmates 
of  the  prison,  some  those  who  have  been  expelled  from  their 
country  and  transported  to  the  land  of  exile,  others,  those  who 
have  been  deprived  of  their  freedom,  others  those  who  have  been 
seized  and  made  captives  by  enemies,  others  those  who  have 
been  drowned,  or  burnt,  or  buried  by  the  fall  of  a  house,  but 
no  one  mourns  those  who  are  living  in  wickedness;  on  the  con- 
trary, which  is  worse  than  all,  they  often  congratulate  them,  a 
practice  which  is  the  cause  of  all  manner  of  evils.  Come  then 
(only,  as  I  exhorted  you  at  the  outset,  do  not  make  a  commo- 
tion), let  me  prove  that  none  of  the  things  which  have  been 
mentioned  injure  the  man  who  lives  soberly,  nor  can  ruin  his 


ST-     OHN  CHRYSOSTOM 


virtue.  For  tell  me,  if  a  man  has  lost  his  all  either  at  the  hands 
of  calumniators  or  of  robbers,  or  has  been  stripped  of  his  goods 
by  knavish  servants,  what  harm  has  the  loss  done  to  the  virtue 
of  the  man  ? 

But  if  it  seems  well,  let  me  rather  indicate  in  the  first  place 
what  is  the  virtue  of  a  man,  beginning  by  dealing  with  the  sub- 
ject in  the  case  of  existences  of  another  kind,  so  as  to  make  it 
more  intelligible  and  plain  to  the  majority  of  readers. 

What  then  is  the  virtue  of  a  horse  ?  is  it  to  have  a  bridle 
studded  with  gold  and  girths  to  match,  and  a  band  of  silken 
threads  to  fasten  the  housing,  and  clothes  wrought  in  divers 
colors  and  gold  tissue,  and  head-gear  studded  with  jewels,  and 
locks  of  hair  plaited  with  gold  cord  ?  or  is  it  to  be  swift  and 
strong  in  its  legs,  and  even  in  its  paces,  and  to  have  hoofs  suit- 
able to  a  well-bred  horse,  and  courage  fitted  for  long  journeys 
and  warfare,  and  to  be  able  to  behave  with  calmness  in  the 
battle-field,  and  if  a  rout  takes  place,  to  save  its  rider?  Is  it  not 
manifest  that  these  are  the  things  which  constitute  the  virtue  of 
the  horse,  not  the  others  ?  Again,  what  should  you  say  was  the 
virtue  of  asses  and  mules  ?  is  it  not  the  power  of  carrying  bur- 
dens with  contentment,  and  accomplishing  journeys  with  ease,  and 
having  hoofs  like  rock  ?  Shall  we  .say  that  their  outside  trap- 
pings contribute  anything  to  their  own  proper  virtue  ?  By  no 
means.  And  what  kind  of  vine  shall  we  admire  ?  one  which 
abounds  in  leaves  and  branches,  or  one  which  is  laden  with 
fruit  ?  Or  what  kind  of  virtue  do  we  predicate  of  an  olive  ?  is 
it  to  have  large  boughs  and  great  luxuriance  of  leaves,  or  to  ex- 
hibit an  abundance  of  its  proper  fruit  dispersed  over  all  parts  of 
the  tree  ?  Well,  let  us  act  in  the  same  way  in  the  case  of 
human  beings  also:  let  us  determine  what  is  the  virtue  of  man, 
and  let  us  regard  that  alone  as  an  injury,  which  is  destructive  to 
it.  What  then  is  the  virtue  of  man  ?  Not  riches,  that  thou 
shouldst  fear  poverty;  nor  health  of  body,  that  thou  shouldst 
dread  sickness;  nor  the  opinion  of  the  public,  that  thou  shouldst 
view  an  evil  reputation  with  alarm,  nor  life  simply  for  its  own 
sake,  that  death  should  be  terrible  to  thee;  nor  liberty  that  thou 
shouldst  avoid  servitude:  but  carefulness  in  holding  true  doc- 
trine, and  rectitude  in  life.  Of  these  things  not  even  the  devil 
himself  will  be  able  to  rob  a  man,  if  he  who  possesses  them 
guards  them  with  the  needful  carefulness,  and  that  most  mali- 
cious and  ferocious  demon  is  aware  of  this. 
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Thus  in  no  case  will  any  one  be  able  to  injure  a  man  who 
does  not  choose  to  injure  himself;  but  if  a  man  is  not  willing  to 
be  temperate,  and  to  aid  himself  from  his  own  resources,  no  one 
will  ever  be  able  to  profit  him.  Therefore  also  that  wonderful 
history  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  as  in  some  lofty,  large,  and  broad 
picture,  has  portrayed  the  lives  of  the  men  of  old  time,  extend- 
ing the  narrative  from  Adam  to  the  coming  of  Christ:  and  it 
exhibits  to  you  both  those  who  are  vanquished  and  those  who 
are  crowned  with  victory  in  the  contest,  in  order  that  it  may 
instruct  you  by  means  of  all  examples  that  no  one  will  be  able 
to  injure  one  who  is  not  injured  by  himself,  even  if  all  the  world 
were  to  kindle  a  fierce  war  against  him.  For  it  is  not  stress  of 
circumstances,  nor  variation  of  seasons,  nor  insults  of  men  in 
power,  nor  intrigues  besetting  thee  like  snow-storms,  nor  a  crowd 
of  calamities,  nor  a  promiscuous  collection  of  all  the  ills  to  which 
mankind  is  subject,  which  can  disturb  even  slightly  the  man  who 
is  brave  and  temperate  and  watchful;  just  as  on  the  contrary 
the  indolent  and  supine  man  who  is  his  own  betrayer  cannot  be 
made  better,  even  with  the  aid  of  innumerable  ministrations. 
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ON   ENCOURAGEMENT  DURING  ADVERSITY 
From  the  <  Letters  to  Olympias> 

To  MY  Lady,  the  most  reverend  and  divinely  favored  Dea- 
coness Olympias,  I  John,  Bishop,  send  greeting  in  the 
Lord:  Come  now,  let  me  relieve  the  wound  of  thy  despond- 
ency, and  disperse  the  thoughts  which  gather  this  cloud  of  care 
around  thee.  For  what  is  it  which  upsets  thy  mind,  and  why- 
art  thou  sorrowful  and  dejected  ?  Is  it  because  of  the  fierce 
black  storm  which  has  overtaken  the  Church,  enveloping  all 
things  in  darkness  as  of  a  night  without  a  moon,  and  is  growing 
to  a  head  every  day,  travailing  to  bring  forth  disastrous  ship- 
wrecks, and  increasing  the  ruin  of  the  world?  I  know  all  this 
as  well  as  you;  none  shall  gainsay  it,  and  if  you  like  I  will  form 
an  image  of  the  things  now  taking  place  so  as  to  present  the 
tragedy  yet  more  distinctly  to  thee.  We  behold  a  sea  upheaved 
from  the  very  lowest  depths,  some  sailors  floating  dead  upon  the 
waves,  others  engulfed  by  them,  the  planks  of  the  ships  break- 
ing up,  the  sails  torn  to  tatters,  the  masts  sprung,  the  oars 
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dashed  out  of  the  sailors'  hands,  the  pilots  seated  on  the  deck, 
clasping  their  knees  with  their  hands  instead  of  grasping  the 
rudder,  bewailing  the  hopelessness  of  their  situation  with  sharp 
cries  and  bitter  lamentations,  neither  sky  nor  sea  clearly  visible, 
but  all  one  deep  and  impenetrable  darkness,  so  that  no  one  can 
see  his  neighbor;  whilst  mighty  is  the  roaring  of  the  billows,  and 
monsters  of  the  sea  attack  the  crews  on  every  side. 

But  how  much  further  shall  I  pursue  the  unattainable  ?  for 
whatever  image  of  our  present  evils  I  may  seek,  speech  shrinks 
baffled  from  the  attempt.  Nevertheless,  even  when  I  look  at 
these  calamities  I  do  not  abandon  the  hope  of  better  things, 
considering  as  I  do  who  the  Pilot  is  in  all  this  —  not  one  who 
gets  the  better  of  the  storm  by  his  art,  but  calms  the  raging 
waters  by  his  rod.  But  if  he  does  not  effect  this  at  the  outset 
and  speedily,  such  is  his  custom  —  he  does  not  at  the  beginning 
put  down  these  terrible  evils;  but  when  they  have  increased  and 
come  to  extremities,  and  most  persons  are  reduced  to  despair, 
then  he  works  wondrously  and  beyond  all  expectation,  thus 
manifesting  his  own  power  and  training  the  patience  of  those 
who  undergo  these  calamities.  Do  not  therefore  be  cast  down. 
For  there  is  only  one  thing,  Olympias,  which  is  really  terrible, 
only  one  real  trial,  and  that  is  sin;  and  I  have  never  ceased 
continually  harping  upon  this  theme:  but  as  for  all  other  things, 
plots,  enmities,  frauds,  calumnies,  insults,  accusations,  confis- 
cation, exile,  the  keen  sword  of  the  enemy,  the  peril  of  the 
deep,  warfare  of  the  whole  world,  or  anything  else  you  like  to 
name,  they  are  but  idle  tales.  For  whatever  the  nature  of 
these  things  may  be,  they  are  transitory  and  perishable,  and 
operate  in  a  mortal  body  without  doing  any  injury  to  the  vigi- 
lant soul.  Therefore  the  blessed  Paul,  desiring  to  prove  the 
insignificance  both  of  the  pleasures  and  sorrows  relating  to  this 
life,  declared  the  whole  truth  in  one  sentence  when  he  said, 
<(  For  the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal. w  Why  then  dost 
thou  fear  temporal  things  which  pass  away  like  the  stream  of  a 
river  ?  For  such  is  the  nature  of  present  things,  whether  they 
be  pleasant  or  painful.  And  another  prophet  compared  all  human 
prosperity  not  to  grass,  but  to  another  material  even  more 
flimsy,  describing  the  whole  of  it  <(as  the  flower  of  grass. })  For 
he  did  not  single  out  any  one  part  of  it,  as  wealth  alone,  or 
luxury  alone,  or  power,  or  honor;  but  having  comprised  all  the 
things  which  are  esteemed  splendid  amongst  men  under  the  one 
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designation   of   glory,   he   said,    «A11  the  glory  of  man  is  as  the 
flower  of  grass." 

Nevertheless,  you  will  say,  adversity  is  a  terrible  thing  and 
grievous  to  be  borne.  Yet  look  at  it  again  compared  with 
another  image,  and  then  also  learn  to  despise  it.  For  the  railing, 
and  insults,  and  reproaches,  and  gibes,  inflicted  by  enemies  and 
their  plots,  are  compared  to  a  worn-out  garment  and  moth-eaten 
Wool,  when  God  says,  "Fear  ye  not  the  reproach  of  men,  neither 
be  ye  afraid  of  their  revilings,  for  they  shall  wax  old  as  doth  a 
garment,  and  like  moth-eaten  wool  so  shall  they  be  consumed." 
Therefore  let  none  of  these  things  which  are  happening  trouble 
thee;  but  ceasing  to  invoke  the  aid  of  this  or  that  person,  and 
to  run  after  shadows  (for  such  are  human  alliances),  do  thou 
persistently  call  upon  Jesus  whom  thou  servest,  merely  to  bow 
his  head  and  in  a  moment  of  time  all  these  evils  will  be 
dissolved.  But  if  thou  hast  already  called  upon  him,  and  yet 
they  have  not  been  dissolved,  such  is  the  manner  of  God's 
dealing  (for  I  will  resume  my  former  argument) ;  he  does  not 
put  down  evils  at  the  outset,  but  when  they  have  grown  to  a 
head,  when  scarcely  any  form  of  the  enemy's  malice  remains 
ungratified,  then  he  suddenly  converts  all  things  to  a  state  of 
tranquillity  and  conducts  them  to  an  unexpected  settlement.  For 
he  is  not  only  able  to  turn  as  many  things  as  we  expect  and 
hope,  to  good,  but  many  more,  yea  infinitely  more.  Wherefore 
also  Paul  saith,  (( Now  to  Him  who  is  able  to  do  exceeding 
abundantly  above  all  that  we  ask  or  think. }>  Could  he  not,  for 
example,  have  prevented  the  Three  Children  at  the  outset  from 
falling  into  trial  ?  But  he  did  not  choose  to  do  this,  thereby 
conferring  great  pain  upon  them.  Therefore  he  suffered  them  to 
be  delivered  into  the  hands  of  barbarians,  and  the  furnace  to  be 
heated  to  an  immeasurable  height  and  the  wrath  of  the  king  to 
blaze  even  more  fiercely  than  the  furnace,  and  hands  and  feet  to 
be  bound  with  great  severity,  and  they  themselves  to  be  cast 
into  the  fire;  and  then,  when  all  they  who  beheld  despaired  of 
their  rescue,  suddenly  and  beyond  all  hope  the  wonder-working 
power  of  God,  the  supreme  artificer,  was  displayed,  and  shone 
forth  with  exceeding  splendor.  For  the  fire  was  bound  and  the 
bondmen  were  released;  and  the  furnace  became  a  temple  of 
prayer,  a  place  of  fountains  and  dew,  of  higher  dignity  than  a 
royal  court,  and  the  very  hairs  of  their  head  prevailed  over  that 
all-devouring  element  which  gets  the  better  even  of  iron  and 
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stone,  and  masters  every  kind  of  substance.  And  a  solemn  song 
of  universal  praise  was  instituted  there  by  these  holy  men, 
inviting  every  kind  of  created  thing  to  join  in '  the  wondrous 
melody:  and  they  uttered  hymns  of  thanksgiving  to  God  for  that 
they  had  been  bound,  and  also  burnt,  as  far  at  least  as  the 
malice  of  their  enemies  had  power;  that  they  had  been  exiles 
from  their  country,  captives  deprived  of  their  liberty,  wandering 
outcasts  from  city  and  home,  sojourners  in  a  strange  and  barba- 
rous land:  for  all  this  was  the  outpouring  of  a  grateful  heart. 
And  when  the  malicious  devices  of  their  enemies  were  perfected 
(for  what  further  could  they  attempt  after  their  death  ? )  and  the 
labors  of  the  heroes  were  completed,  and  the  garland  of  victory 
was  woven,  and  their  rewards  were  prepared,  and  nothing  more 
was  wanting  for  their  renown,  then  at  last  their  calamities  were 
brought  to  an  end,  and  he  who  caused  the  furnace  to  be  kindled, 
and  delivered  them  over  to  that  great  punishment,  became 
himself  the  panegyrist  of  those  holy  heroes  and  the  herald  of 
God's  marvelous  deed,  and  everywhere  throughout  the  world 
issued  letters  full  of  reverent  praise,  recording  what  had  taken 
place,  and  becoming  the  faithful  herald  of  the  miracles  wrought 
by  the  wonder-working  God.  For  inasmuch  as  he  had  been  an 
enemy  and  adversary,  what  he  wrote  was  above  suspicion  even 
in  the  opinion  of  enemies. 

Dost  thou  see  the  abundance  of  resource  belonging  to  God  ? 
his  extraordinary  power,  his  loving-kindness  and  care  ?  Be  not 
therefore  dismayed  or  troubled,  but  continue  to  give  thanks  to 
God  for  all  things,  praising  and  invoking  him;  beseeching  and 
supplicating;  even  if  countless  tumults  and  troubles  come  upon 
thee,  even  if  tempests  are  stirred  up  before  thine  eyes,  let  none 
of  these  things  disturb  thee.  For  our  Master  is  not  baffled  by 
the  difficulty,  even  if  all  things  are  reduced  to  the  extremity  of 
ruin.  For  it  is  possible  for  him  to  raise  those  who  have  fallen, 
to  convert  those  who  are  in  error,  to  set  straight  those  who  have 
been  ensnared,  to  release  those  who  have  been  laden  with  count- 
less sins,  and  make  them  righteous,  to  quicken  those  who  are 
dead,  to  restore  lustre  to  decayed  things,  and  freshness  to  those 
who  have  waxen  old.  For  if  he  makes  things  which  are  not  to 
come  into  being,  and  bestows  existence  on  things  which  are 
nowhere  by  any  means  manifest,  how  much  more  will  he  rectify 
things  which  already  exist! 
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CONCERNING  THE   STATUTES 
From  Homily  VIII. 

KNOWING  these  things,  let  us  take  heed  to  our  life:  and  let  us 
not  be  earnest  as  to  the  goods  that  perish;  neither  as  to 
the  glory  that  goeth  out;  nor  as  to  that  body  which 
groweth  old;  nor  as  to  that  beauty  which  is  fading;  nor  as  to 
that  pleasure  which  is  fleeting:  but  let  us  expend  all  our  care 
about  the  soul,  and  let  us  provide  for  the  welfare  of  this  in  every 
way.  For  to  cure  the  body  when  diseased  is  not  an  easy  matter 
to  every  one;  but  to  cure  a  sick  soul  is  easy  to  all:  and  the 
sickness  of  the  body  requires  medicines,  as  well  as  money,  for 
its  healing;  but  the  healing  of  the  soul  is  a  thing  easy  to  procure, 
and  devoid  of  expense.  And  the  nature  of  the  flesh  is  with 
much  labor  delivered  from  those  wounds  which  are  troublesome; 
for  very  often  the  knife  must  be  applied,  and  medicines  that  are 
bitter;  but  with  respect  to  the  soul  there  is  nothing  of  this  kind. 
It  suffices  only  to  exercise  the  will  and  the  desire,  and  all  things 
are  accomplished.  And  this  hath  been  the  work  of  God's  provi- 
dence. For  inasmuch  as  from  bodily  sickness  no  great  injury 
could  arise  (for  though  we  were  not  diseased,  yet  death  would  in 
any  case  come,  and  destroy  and  dissolve  the  body) ;  but  every- 
thing depends  upon  the  health  of  our  souls;  this  being  by  far 
the  more  precious  and  necessary,  he  hath  made  the  medicining 
of  it  easy,  and  void  of  expense  or  pain.  What  excuse  therefore 
or  what  pardon  shall  we  obtain,  if  when  the  body  is  sick,  and 
money  must  be  expended  on  its  behalf,  and  physicians  called  in, 
and  much  anguish  endured,  we  make  this  so  much  a  matter  of 
our  care  (though  what  might  result  from  that  sickness  could  be 
no  great  injury  to  us) ,  and  yet  treat  the  soul  with  neglect  ? 
And  this,  when  we  are  neither  called  upon  to  pay  down  money, 
nor  to  give  others  any  trouble,  nor  to  sustain  any  sufferings;  but 
without  any  of  all  these  things,  by  only  choosing  and  willing, 
have  it  in  our  power  to  accomplish  the  entire  amendment  of  it: 
and  knowing  assuredly  that  if  we  fail  to  do  this,  we  shall  sus- 
tain the  extreme  sentence,  and  punishments,  and  penalties,  which 
are  inexorable!  For  tell  me,  if  any  one  promised  to  teach  thee 
the  healing  art  in  a  short  space  of  time,  without  money  or  labor, 
wouldst  thou  not  think  him  a  benefactor  ?  Wouldst  thou  not  sub- 
mit both  to  do  and  to  suffer  all  things,  whatsoever  he  who  prom- 
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ised  these  things  commanded  ?  Behold  now,  it  is  permitted  thee 
without  labor  to  find  a  medicine  for  wounds,  not  of  the  body, 
but  of  the  soul,  and  to  restore  it  to  a  state  of  health  without 
any  suffering!  Let  us  not  be  indifferent  to  the  matter!  For 
pray  what  is  the  pain  of  laying  aside  anger  against  one  who 
hath  aggrieved  thee  ?  It  is  a  pain  indeed  to  remember  inju- 
ries, and  not  to  be  reconciled!  What  labor  is  it  to  pray,  and  to 
ask  for  a  thousand  good  things  from  God,  who  is  ready  to  give  ? 
What  labor  is  it,  not  to  speak  evil  of  any  one  ?  What  difficulty 
is  there  in  being  delivered  from  envy  and  ill-will  ?  What  trouble 
is  it  to  love  one's  neighbor  ?  What  suffering  is  it  not  to  utter 
shameful  words,  nor  to  revile,  nor  to  insult  another  ?  What 
fatigue  is  it  not  to  swear  ?  for  again  I  return  to  this  same  admo- 
nition. The  labor  of  swearing  is  indeed  exceedingly  great. 
Oftentimes,  whilst  under  the  influence  of  anger  or  wrath,  we 
have  sworn,  perhaps,  that  we  would  never  be  reconciled  to  those 
who  have  injured  us. 

I  am  now  for  the  sixth  day  admonishing  you  in  respect  of 
this  precept.  Henceforth  I  am  desirous  to  take  leave  of  you, 
meaning  to  abstain  from  the  subject,  that  ye  may  be  on  your 
guard.  There  will  no  longer  be  any  excuse  or  allowance  for 
you;  for  of  right,  indeed,  if  nothing  had  been  said  on  this 
matter,  it  ought  to  have  been  amended  of  yourselves,  for  it  is 
not  a  thing  of  an  intricate  nature,  or  that  requires  great  prepa- 
ration. But  since  ye  have  enjoyed  the  advantage  of  so  much 
admonition  and  counsel,  what  excuse  will  ye  have  to  offer,  when 
ye  stand  accused  before  that  dread  tribunal  and  are  required  to 
give  account  of  this  transgression  ?  It  is  impossible  to  invent 
any  excuse;  but  of  necessity  you  must  either  go  hence  amended, 
or  if  you  have  not  amended,  be  punished,  and  abide  the 
extremest  penalty!  Thinking  therefore  upon  all  these  things, 
and  departing  hence  with  much  anxiety  about  them,  exhort  ye 
one  another,  that  the  things  spoken  of  during  so  many  days 
may  be  kept  with  all  watchfulness  in  your  minds;  so  that 
whilst  we  are  silent,  ye  instructing,  edifying,  exhorting  one 
another,  may  exhibit  great  improvement:  and  having  fulfilled 
all  the  other  precepts  may  enjoy  eternal  crowns;  which  God 
grant  we  may  all  obtain  through  the  grace  and  loving-kindness 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

Copyrighted  by  the  Christian  Literature  Company,  New  York. 
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MARCUS    TULLIUS    CICERO 

(106-43    B.   C.) 
BY  WILLIAM  CRANSTON  LAWTON 

IHE  outward  life,  the  political  career,  of  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero, 
is  to  nearly  all  students  of  history  a  tragic  and  pathetic 
story.  He  seems  peculiarly  unfitted  to  the  people  and  the 
time  in  which  his  lot  was  cast.  His  enlightened  love  for  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  past,  his  passionate  sentiment  of  patriotism,  his  forceful 
eloquence  as  a  debater  in  the  Senate  or  as  an  orator  in  the  Forum, — 
these  qualities  of  a  Burke  or  a  Webster  stand  out  violently  dissevered 
from  the  lurid  history  of  his  time.  This  humane  scholarly  life  was 
flung  into  the  midst  of  the  wildest  century  in  all  Rome's  grim  annals ; 
the  hundred  years  of  civic  turmoil  and  bloodshed,  from  the  elder 
Gracchus's  murder  to  the  death  of  Cleopatra. 

And  yet  such  was  the  marvelous  activity,  the  all-sided  product- 
iveness, of  the  Ciceronian  intellect,  that  perhaps  no  human  mind  has 
ever  so  fully  exploited  all  its  powers.  Moreover,  in  each  intellectual 
field  which  he  entered,  the  chances  of  time  have  removed  nearly 
every  Roman  rival,  leaving  us  no  choice  save  to  accept  Cicero's 
guidance.  There  was  many  another  orator,  and  history  of  eloquence. 
There  were  other  practical  treatises  on  rhetoric.  Many  a  notable 
correspondence  was  actually  preserved  and  published,  though  now 
lost.  Even  his  free  transcriptions  from  Greek  philosophical  treatises  — 
hastily  conned  and  perhaps  imperfectly  understood — have  acquired, 
through  the  disappearance  of  the  Greek  scrolls  themselves,  an  ill- 
deserved  authority  as  to  the  tenets  of  the  Epicurean  and  other 
schools. 

Before  and  above  all  else,  Cicero  was  a  pleader.  Out  of  that 
activity  grew  his  ill-starred  political  activity,  while  his  other  literary 
tastes  were  essentially  but  a  solace  in  times  of  enforced  retirement. 
With  the  discussion  of  his  oratory,  therefore,  we  may  best  combine 
a  rapid  outline  of  his  life. 

By  their  common  birthplace,  Arpinum,  and  by  a  slight  tie  of 
kinship,  Cicero  was  associated  with  Marius;  and  he  began  life,  like 
Disraeli,  with  radical  sympathies.  He  was  the  elder  son  of  a 
wealthy  Roman  citizen,  but  no  ancestor  had  ennobled  the  family  by 
attaining  curule  office.  After  a  most  thorough  course  of  training  in 
Latin  and  Greek,  Cicero  began  to  (<  practice  law."  The  pleader  in 
ancient  Rome  was  supposed  to  receive  no  fee,  and  even  more  than 
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with  us,  found  his  profession  the  natural  stepping-stone  to  political 
honors. 

At  the  age  of  twenty-six,  Cicero  (in  80  B.  C.)  defended  his  first 
important  client  in  a  criminal  case.  In  the  closing  days  of  the  Sul- 
lan  proscriptions,  young  Roscius,  of  Ameria  in  Umbria,  was  charged 
with  murdering  his  own  father  in  Rome.  A  pair  of  Roscius's  kins- 
men were  probably  the  real  culprits,  and  had  arranged  with  Chryso- 
gonus,  a  wealthy  freedman  and  favorite  of  the  Dictator,  to  insert  the 
dead  man's  name  among  the  outlawed  victims  and  to  divide  the 
confiscated  estate.  The  son  was  persecuted  because  he  resisted  this 
second  outrage.  Cicero  says  he  is  himself  protected  by  his  obscurity, 
though  no  other  advocate  has  dared  to  plead  for  the  unlucky  youth. 
In  our  present  text  there  are  some  audacious  words  aimed  at  Sulla's 
own  measures:  they  were  probably  sharpened  in  a  later  revision. 
The  case  was  won,  against  general  expectation.  Cicero  may  have 
played  the  hero  that  day:  certainly  the  brief  remainder  of  Sulla's 
life  was  spent  by  the  young  democratic  pleader  traveling  in  the 
East,  —  «for  his  health,"  as  Plutarch  adds,  truly  enough.  At  this  time 
his  style  was  chastened  and  his  manner  moderated  by  the  teachers 
of  Athens,  and  especially  by  Molo  in  Rhodes. 

Cicero's  quaestorship  was  passed  in  Sicily,  75-4  B.  C.  Here  he 
knit  close  friendships  with  many  Greek  provincials,  and  did  a  credit- 
able piece  of  archaeological  work  by  rediscovering  Archjtnedes's  tomb. 
His  impeachment  of  Verres  for  misgovernment  in  Sicily  was  in  70 
B.  C.  This  time  the  orator  runs  a  less  desperate  risk.  Since  Sulla's 
death  the  old  constitution  has  languidly  revived.  Speech  was  com- 
paratively free  and  safe.  The  (<  knights"  or  wealthy  middle  class, — 
Cicero's  own, — deprived  by  Sulla  of  the  right  to  sit  as  the  jurors  in 
impeachment  trials  like  Verres's,  partially  regain  the  privilege  in  this 
very  year.  The  overwhelming  mass  of  evidence  made  Verres  flee 
into  exile,  and  Hortensius,  till  then  leader  of  the  Roman  bar,  threw 
up  the  case  in  despair.  Nevertheless  Cicero  published  the  stately 
series  of  orations  he  had  prepared.  They  form  the  most  vivid  pic- 
ture, and  the  deadliest  indictments  ever  drawn,  of  Roman  provincial 
government, — and  of  a  ruthless  art-collector.  Cicero  instantly  became 
the  foremost  among  lawyers.  Moreover,  this  success  made  Cicero  a 
leader  in  the  time  of  reaction  after  Sulla,  and  hastened  his  elevation 
to  posts  where  only  men  of  sterner  nature  could  be  fully  and  per- 
manently successful. 

Pompey,  born  in  the  same  year,  was  at  this  time  leading  the 
revolt  against  Sulla's  measures.  The  attachment  now  formed,  the 
warmer  hearted  Cicero  never  wholly  threw  off.  The  young  general's 
later  foreign  victories  are  nowhere  so  generously  set  forth  as  in 
Cicero's  too-rhetorical  plea  (<for  the  Manilian  Law,"  in  66  B.C. 
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Pompey  was  then  wintering  in  the  East,  after  sweeping  piracy  in  a 
single  summer  from  the  Mediterranean.  This  plea  gave  him  the 
larger  command  against  Mithridates.  Despite  the  most  extravagant 
laudation,  however,  Pompey  remains,  here  as  elsewhere,  one  of  those 
large  but  vague  and  misty  figures  that  stalk  across  the  stage  of 
history  without  ever  once  turning  upon  us  a  fully  human  face.  Far 
more  distinct  than  he,  there  looms  above  him  the  splendid  triumphal 
pageant  of  Roman  imperialism  itself. 

Cicero's  unrivaled  eloquence  won  him  not  only  a  golden  shower  of 
gifts  and  legacies,  but  also  the  praetorship  and  consulship  at  the 
earliest  legal  age.  Perhaps  some  of  the  old  nobles  foresaw  and 
prudently  avoided  the  Catilinarian  storm  of  63  B.  C.  The  common 
dangers  of  that  year,  and  the  pride  of  assured  position,  may  have 
hastened  the  full  transfer  of  Cicero's  allegiance  to  the  old  senatorial 
faction.  Tiberius  Gracchus,  boldly  praised  in  January,  has  become 
for  Cicero  a  notorious  demagogue;  his  slayers  instead  are  the  un- 
doubted patriots,  in  the  famous  harangues  of  November.  These  lat- 
ter, by  the  way,  were  certainly  under  the  file  three  years  afterward, 
—  and  it  is  not  likely  that  we  read  any  Ciceronian  speech  just  as  it 
was  delivered.  If  there  be  any  thread  of  consistency  in  Cicero's  pub- 
lic career,  it  must  be  sought  in  his  long  but  vain  hope  to  unite  the 
nobility  and  the  equites,  in  order  to  resist  the  growing  proletariat. 

The  eager  vanity  with  which  Cicero  seized  the  proud  title  (<  Father 
of  the  fatherland  ®  is  truly  pathetic.  The  summary  execution  of  the 
traitors  may  have  been  prompted  by  that  physical  timidity  so  often 
associated  with  the  scholarly  temperament.  Whether  needless  or 
not,  the  act  returned  to  plague  him. 

The  happiest  effort  of  the  orator  in  his  consular  year  was  the 
famous  plea  for  Murena.  This  consul-elect  for  62  was  a  successful 
soldier.  Catiline  must  be  met  in  the  spring  <(in  the  jaws  of  Etruria." 
Cicero's  dearest  friend,  Servius  Sulpicius  Rufus,  a  defeated  candidate, 
accused  Murena  of  bribery.  The  conditions  of  Roman  politics,  the 
character  of  Sulpicius,  the  tone  of  Cicero  himself,  bid  us  adjudge 
Murena  probably  guilty.  Cicero  had  supported  Sulpicius,  but  now 
feels  it  is  no  time  to  (<go  behind  the  returns, })  or  to  replace  a  bold 
soldier  by  a  scholarly  lawyer. 

To  win  his  case  Cicero  must  heap  ridicule  upon  his  own  profes- 
sion in  his  friend's  person,  and  upon  Stoic  philosophy,  represented 
by  Cato,  Sulpicius's  chief  advocate.  This  he  did  so  successfully  that 
Cato  himself  exclaimed  with  a  grim  smile,  (<What  a  jester  our  consul 
is!"  Cicero  won  his  case  —  and  kept  his  friends.  This  speech  is 
cited  sixteen  times  by  Quintilian,  and  is  a  model  of  forensic  ingenu- 
ity, wit,  and  grace.  Its  patriotism  may  be  plausibly  defended,  but 
hardly  its  moral  standards. 
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The  next  year  produced  the  famous  and  successful  defense  of 
Cluentius, — probably  guilty  of  poisoning, — and  also  the  most  de- 
lightful of  all  Cicero's  speeches,  the  oration  for  the  poet  Archias. 
Whether  the  old  Greek's  claim  to  Roman  citizenship  was  beyond 
cavil  we  neither  know  nor  greatly  care.  The  legal  argument  is  sus- 
piciously brief.  The  praise  of  literature  and  the  scholarly  life,  how- 
ever, has  re-echoed  ever  since,  and  still  reaches  all  hearts.  Brother 
Quintus,  sitting  in  judgment  as  praetor,  is  pleasantly  greeted. 

This  is  the  culmination  in  Cicero's  career  of  success.  Some  boast- 
ful words  uttered  in  these  days  make  us  doubt  if  he  remembered 
Solon's  and  Sophocles's  maxim,  <(  Count  no  life  happy  before  its 
close. w  The  fast-growing  power  of  Caesar  presently  made  the  two 
successful  generals  Pompey  and  Crassus  his  political  tools.  Cicero 
refused  to  enter,  on  similar  conditions,  the  cabal  later  known  as  the 
«  First  Triumvirate. »  Caesar,  about  to  depart  for  his  long  absence  in 
Gaul,  might  well  regard  the  patriotic  and  impulsive  orator  as  the 
most  serious  source  of  possible  opposition  in  his  absence.  Marcus 
refused,  himself,  to  go  along  to  Gaul  a-soldiering,  though  Brother 
Quintus  accepted  a  commission  and  served  creditably.  At  last, 
reluctantly,  Caesar  suffered  Cicero's  personal  enemy  Clodius  to  bring 
forward  a  decree  outlawing  (<  those  who  had  put  Roman  citizens  to 
death  without  trial »  (March,  58  B.C.).  Cicero  meekly  withdrew 
from  Rome,  was  condemned  by  name  in  absence,  and  his  town 
house  and  villas  pillaged. 

As  to  the  cowardice  of  this  hasty  retreat,  none  need  use  severer 
words  than  did  the  exile  himself.  It  is  the  decisive  event  in  his 
career.  His  uninterrupted  success  was  ended.  His  pride  could 
never  recover  fully  from  the  hurt.  Worst  of  all,  he  could  never 
again  pose,  even  before  his  own  eyes,  as  the  fearless  hero-patriot. 
In  short,  Caesar,  the  consummate  master  of  action  and  of  men,  had 
humanely  but  decisively  crippled  the  erratic  yet  patriotic  rheto- 
rician. 

In  little  more  than  a  year  the  bad  conduct  of  Clodius,  the  per- 
sonal good- will  of  the  (<  triumvirs,  ft  and  the  whirligig  of  politics, 
brought  round  Cicero's  return  from  Greece.  His  wings  were  how- 
ever effectively  clipped.  After  a  brief  and  slight  flutter  of  inde- 
pendence, he  made  full,  even  abject,  submission  to  the  dominant 
Caesarian  faction.  This  was  in  56  B.  C.  The  next  five  years,  inglo- 
rious politically,  were  however  full  of  activity  in  legal  oratory  and 
other  literary  work.  In  his  eloquent  defense  of  Caelius  Rufus, 
charged  with  an  attempt  to  poison  Clodia,  Cicero  perforce  white- 
washes; or  at  least  paints  in  far  milder  colors  than  of  old,  Catiline, 
Caelius's  lifelong  friend!  A  still  less  pleasing  feature  is  the  abusive 
attack  on  the  famous  and  beautiful  Clodia,  /robably  the  "Lesbia^  of 
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Catullus.  (The  unhappy  young  poet  seems  to  have  preceded  Caelius 
in  the  fickle  matron's  favor.) 

The  events  of  the  year  52  well  illustrate  the  unfitness  of  Cicero 
for  politics  in  such  an  age.  Rome  was  full  of  street  brawls,  which 
Pompey  could  not  check.  The  orator's  old  enemy  Clodius,  at  the 
head  of  his  bravos,  was  slain  by  a  fellow  ruffian  Milo  in  January. 
At  Milo's  trial  in  April  Cicero  defended  him,  or  attempted  to  do  so. 
A  court-room  encircled  by  a  yelling  mob  and  guarded  by  Pompey's 
legions  caused  him  to  break  down  altogether.  As  afterward  written 
out  at  leisure,  the  speech  is  a  masterpiece  of  special  pleading.  The 
exiled  Milo's  criticism  on  it  is  well  known :  <(  I'm  glad  you  never 
delivered  it:  I  should  not  now  be  enjoying  the  mullets  of  Marseilles. }) 

The  year  51-50  Cicero  spent,  most  unwillingly,  as  proconsular 
governor  in  far-off  Cilicia.  Though  really  humane  and  relatively 
honest,  he  accumulated  in  these  few  months  a  handsome  sum  in 
"gifts"  from  provincials  and  other  perquisites.  '  Even  Cicero  was  a 
Roman. 

Meantime  the  civil  war  had  all  but  broken  out  at  home.  Cicero 
hesitated  long,  and  the  correspondence  with  Atticus  contains  exhaust- 
ive analyses  of  his  motives  and  temptations.  His  naive  selfishness 
and  vanity  at  times  in  these  letters  seem  even  like  self-caricature. 
Yet  through  it  all  glimmers  a  vein  of  real  though  bewildered  patri- 
otism. Still  the  craving  for  a  triumph  —  he  had  fought  some  savage 
mountain  clans  in  Asia  Minor!  —  was  hardly  less  dominant. 

Repairing  late  and  with  many  misgivings  to  Pompey's  camp  in 
Epirus,  Cicero  seems  to  have  been  there  a  (<not  unf eared,  half-wel- 
come »  and  critical  guest.  Illness  is  his  excuse  for  absence  from  the 
decisive  battle.  He  himself  tells  us  little  of  these  days.  As  Plutarch 
relates  the  tale,  after  Pompey's  flight  to  Egypt  Cicero  refused  the 
supreme  command,  and  was  thereupon  threatened  with  death  by 
young  Gneius  Pompey;  but  his  life  was  saved  by  Cato. 

One  thing  at  least  is  undisputed.  The  last  man  to  decide  for 
Pompey's  cause,  he  was  the  first  to  hurry  back  to  Italy  and  crave 
Caesar's  grace !  For  many  m.onths  he  waited  in  ignoble  retirement, 
fearing  the  success  of  his  deserted  comrades  even  more  than  Caesar's 
victory.  It  is  this  action  that  gives  the  coup  de  grace  to  Cicero's 
character  as  a  hero.  With  whatever  misgivings,  he  had  chosen  his 
side.  Whatever  disturbing  threats  of  violent  revenge  after  victory  he 
heard  in  Pompey's  camp,  he  awaited  the  decisive  battle.  Then  there 
remained,  for  any  brave  man,  only  constancy  in  defeat  —  or  a  fall 
upon  his  sword. 

Throughout  Caesar's  brief  reign, —  or  long  dictatorship, —  from  48 
to  44,  Cicero  is  the  most  stately  and  the  most  obsequious  of  court- 
iers. For  him  who  would  plead  for  clemency,  or  return  thanks  for 
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mercy  accorded,  at  a  despot's  footstool,  there  are  no  more  graceful 
models  than  the  (  Pro  Ligario*  and  the  <  Pro  Marcello.*  Caesar  him- 
self realized,  and  wittily  remarked,  how  irksome  and  hateful  such  a 
part  must  be  to  the  older,  vainer,  more  self-conscious  man  of  the 
twain. 

Midway  in  this  period  Cicero  divorced  his  wife  after  thirty  years 
of  wedlock,  seemingly  from  some  dissatisfaction  over  her  financial 
management,  and  soon  after  married  a  wealthy  young  ward.  This  is 
the  least  pleasing  chapter  of  his  private  life,  but  perhaps  the  morti- 
fication and  suffering  it  entailed  were  a  sufficient  penalty.  His  only 
daughter  Tullia's  death  in  45  B.  C.  nearly  broke  the  father's  heart. 

Whatever  the  reason,  Cicero  was  certainly  not  in  the  secret  of 
Caesar's  assassination.  Twice  in  letters  to  members  of  the  conspiracy 
in  later  months  he  begins :  <(  How  I  wish  you  had  invited  me  to  your 
glorious  banquet  on  the  Ides  of  March. })  <(  There  would  have  been 
no  remnants, w  he  once  adds.  That  is,  Antony  would  not  have  been 
left  alive. 

We  have  now  reached  the  last  two  years  —  perhaps  the  most 
creditable  time  —  in  Cicero's  eventful  life.  This  period  runs  from 
March  i5th,  44  B.  C.,  to  December  7th,  43  B.  C.  It  was  one  long 
struggle,  first  covert,  then  open,  between  Antony  and  the  slayers  of 
Caesar.  Cicero's  energy  and  eloquence  soon  made  him  the  foremost 
voice  in  the  Senate  once  more.  For  the  first  time  since  his  exile,  he 
is  now  speaking  out  courageously  his  own  real  sentiments.  His  pub- 
lic action  is  in  harmony  with  his  own  convictions.  The  cause  was 
not  hopeless  by  any  means,  so  far  as  the  destruction  of  Antony  would 
have  been  a  final  triumph.  Indeed,  that  wild  career  seemed  near  its 
end,  when  Octavian's  duplicity  again  threw  the  game  into  his  rival's 
reckless  hands.  However,  few  students  of  history  imagine  that  any 
effective  restoration  of  senatorial  government  was  possible.  The  pe- 
culiar pathos  of  Cicero's  end,  patriot  as  he  was,  is  this:  it  removeo 
one  of  the  last  great  obstacles  to  the  only  stable  and  peaceful  rule 
Rome  could  receive  —  the  imperial  throne  of  Augustus. 

This  last  period  is  however  among  .the  most  creditable,  perhaps 
the  most  heroic,  in  Cicero's  career.  Its  chief  memorials  are  the 
fourteen  extant  orations  against  Antony.  The  comparative  sincerity 
of  these  ( Philippics, }  and  the  lack  of  private  letters  for  much  of  this 
time,  make  them  important  historical  documents.  The  only  one 
which  ranks  among  his  greatest  productions  —  perhaps  the  classic 
masterpiece  of  invective  —  is  the  ( Second  Philippic.*  This  was  never 
delivered  at  all,  but  published  as  a  pamphlet.  This  unquestioned 
fact  throws  a  curious  light  on  passages  like  — (( He  is  agitated,  he 
perspires,  he  turns  pale!"  describing  Antony  at  the  (imaginary) 
delivery  of  the  oration.  The  details  of  the  behavior  of  Catiline  and 
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others  may  be  hardly  more  authentic.  The  ( Ninth  Philippic  >  is  a 
heartfelt  funeral  eulogy  on  that  same  Sulpicius  whom  he  had  ridi- 
culed in  the  <  Pro  Murena.* 

(<The  milestones  into  headstones  turn, 
And  under  each  a  friend. }> 

A  fragment  from  one  of  Livy's  lost  books  says,  (<  Cicero  bore  with 
becoming  spirit  none  of  the  ills  of  life  save  death  itself. »  He  indeed 
perished  not  only  bravely  but  generously,  dissuading  his  devoted 
slaves  from  useless  resistance,  and  extending  his  neck  to  Antony's 
assassins.  Verres  lived  to  exult  at  the  news,  and  then  sliared  his 
enemy's  fate,  rather  than  give  up  his  Greek  vases  to  Antony!  Nearly 
every  Roman,  save  Nero,  dies  well. 

Upon  Cicero's  political  career  our  judgment  is  already  indicated. 
He  was  always  a  patriot  at  heart,  though  often  a  bewildered  one. 
His  vanity,  and  yet  more  his  physical  cowardice,  caused  some  griev- 
ous blots  upon  the  record.  His  last  days,  and  death,  may  atone  for 
all  —  save  one.  The  precipitate  desertion  of  the  Pompeians  is  not  to 
be  condoned. 

The  best  English  life  of  Cicero  is  by  Forsyth;  but  quaint,  dogged, 
prejudiced  old  Middleton  should  not  be  forgotten.  Plutarch's  Cicero 
<(  needs  no  bush.^ 

Cicero's  oratory  was  splendidly  effective  upon  his  emotional  Ital- 
ian hearers.  It  would  not  be  so  patiently  accepted  by  any  Teutonic 
folk.  His  very  copiousness,  however,  makes  him  as  a  rule  wonder- 
fully clear  and  easy  reading.  Quintilian  well  says:  "From  Demos- 
thenes's  periods  not  a  word  can  be  spared,  to  Cicero's  not  one  could 
be  added. » 

Despite  the  rout  of  Verres  and  of  Catiline,  the  merciless  dissec- 
tion of  Clodia,  and  the  statelier  thunders  of  the  <  Philippics,  >  Cicero 
was  most  successful  and  happiest  when  (<  defending  the  interests  of 
his  friends. )J  Perhaps  the  greatest  success  against  justice  was  the 
<Pro  Cluentio,*  which  throws  so  lurid  a  light  on  ante-Borgian  Italian 
criminology.  This  speech  is  especially  recommended  by  Niebuhr  to 
young  philologues  as  a  nut  worthy  of  the  strongest  teeth.  There  is 
a  helpful  edition  by  Ramsay,  but  Hertland's  ( Murena )  will  be  a 
pleasanter  variation  for  students  wearying  of  the  beaten  track  fol- 
lowed by  the  school  editions.  Both  the  failure  of  the  ( Pro  Milone  > 
and  the  world-wide  success  of  the  ( Pro  Archia J  bid  us  repeat  the 
vain  wish,  that  this  humane  and  essentially  modern  nature  might 
have  fallen  on  a  gentler  age.  Regarding  his  whole  political  life  as 
an  uncongenial  role  forced  on  him  by  fate,  we  return  devout  thanks 
for  fifty-eight  orations,  nearly  all  in  revised  and  finished  literary  form ! 
Fragments  of  seventeen,  and  titles  of  still  thirty  more,  yet  remain. 
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From  all  his  rivals,  predecessors,  pupils,  not  one  authentic  speech 
survives. 

The  best  complete  edition  of  the  orations  with  English  notes  is  by 
George  Long,  in  the  Bibliotheca  Classica.  The  <  Philippics  >  alone  are 
better  edited  by  J.  R.  King  in  the  Clarendon  Press  series.  School 
editions  of  select  speeches  are  superabundant.  They  regularly  include 
the  four  Catilinarians,  the  Manilian,  and  the  pleas  before  the  dic- 
tator, sometimes  a  selection  from  the  < Philippics  >  or  Verrine  ora- 
tions. 

There  is  no  masterly  translation  comparable  with  the  fine  work 
done  by  Kennedy  for  Demosthenes.  The  Bohn  version  is  respectable 
in  quality. 

Among  Cicero's  numerous  works  on  rhetoric  the  chief  is  the  ( De 
Oratore.'  Actually  composed  in  55  B.  C.,  it  is  a  dialogue,  the  scene 
set  in  91  B.  C.,  the  characters  being  the  chief  Roman  orators  of  that 
day.  L.  Crassus,  who  plays  the  host  gracefully  at  his  Tusculan 
country-seat,  is  also  the  chief  speaker.  These  men  were  all  known 
to  Cicero  in  his  boyhood,  but  most  of  them  perished  soon  after  in 
the  Marian  proscriptions.  Of  real  character-drawing  there  is  little, 
and  all  alike  speak  in  graceful  Ciceronian  periods.  The  exposition 
of  the  technical  parts  of  rhetoric  goes  on  in  leisurely  wise,  with 
copious  illustrations  and  digressions.  There  is  much  pleasant  repeti- 
tion of  commonplaces.  Wilkins's  edition  of  the  < De  Oratore  >  is  a 
good  but  not  an  ideal  one.  The  introductions  are  most  helpful. 
Countless  discussions  on  etymology,  etc.,  in  the  notes,  should  be  rele- 
gated to  the  dictionaries.  Instead,  we  crave  adequate  cross-refer- 
ences to  passages  in  this  and  other  works.  The  notes  seem  to  be 
written  too  largely  piecemeal,  each  with  the  single  passage  in  mind. 

In  Cicero's  ( Brutus,  >  written  in  46  B.C.,  Cicero,  Brutus,  and  Atti- 
cus  carry  on  the  conversation,  but  it  is  mostly  a  monologue  of  Cicero 
and  a  historical  sketch  of  Roman  oratory.  The  affected  modesty  of 
the  autobiographic  parts  is  diverting.  Brutus  was  the  chief  exponent 
of  a  terse,  simple,  direct  oratory, —  far  nearer,  we  judge,  to  English 
taste  than  the  Ciceronian;  and  the  opposition  between  them  already 
appears.  A  convenient  American  edition  is  that  by  Kellogg  (Ginn). 

The  opposition  just  mentioned  comes  out  more  clearly  in  the 
'Orator.'  This  portrays  the  ideal  public  speaker.  His  chief  accom- 
plishments are  summed  up  in  versatility, —  the  power  to  adapt  him- 
self to  any  case  and  audience.  An  interesting  passage  discusses  the 
rhythms  of  prose.  This  book  has  been  elaborately  edited  by  J.  E. 
Sandys.  In  these  three  dialogues  Cicero  says  everything  of  impor- 
tance, at  least  once;  and  the  other  rhetorical  works  in  the  Corpus 
may  be  neglected  here,  the  more  as  the  most  practical  working  rheto- 
ric among  them  all,  the  (Auctor  ad  Herennium,'  is.  certainly  not 
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Cicero's.  It  is  probably  by  Cornificius,  and  is  especially  important 
as  the  first  complete  prose  work  transmitted  to  us  in  authentic  Latin 
form.  (Cato's  (De  Re  Rustica*  has  been  <(  modernized. ») 

The  later  history  of  the  Ciceronian  correspondence  is  a  dark  and 
much  contested  field.  (The  most  recent  discussion,  with  bibliography, 
is  by  Schanz,  in  Iwan  Miiller's  Handbuch,  Vol.  viii.,  pp.  238-243.) 
Probably  Cicero's  devoted  freedman  Tiro  laid  the  foundations  of  our 
collections.  The  part  of  Petrarch  in  recovering  the  letters  during  the 
(<  Revival  of  Learning )}  was  much  less  than  has  been  supposed. 

The  letters  themselves  are  in  wild  confusion.  There  are  four  col- 
lections, entitled  <  To  Atticus,*  ( To  Friends,*  <  To  Brother  Marcus, J 
(  To  Brutus } :  altogether  over  eight  hundred  epistles,  of  which  a  rela- 
tively small  number  are  written  to  Cicero  by  his  correspondents. 
The  order  is  not  chronological,  and  the  dates  can  in  many  cases 
only  be  conjectured.  Yet  these  letters  afford  us  our  chief  sources 
for  the  history  of  this  great  epoch, —  and  the  best  insight  we  can 
dver  hope  to  have  into  the  private  life  of  Roman  gentlemen. 

The  style  of  the  cynical,  witty  Caelius,  or  of  the  learned  lawyer 
Sulpicius,  differs  perceptibly  in  detail  from  Cicero's  own;  yet  it  is 
remarkable  that  all  seem  able  to  write  clearly  if  not  gracefully. 
Cicero's  own  style  varies  very  widely.  The  letters  to  Atticus  are 
usually  colloquial,  full  of  unexplained  allusions,  sometimes  made  in- 
tentionally obscure  and  pieced  out  with  a  Greek  phrase,  for  fear 
of  the  carrier's  treachery!  Other  letters  again,  notably  a  long 
'Apologia*  addressed  to  Lentulus  after  Cicero's  return  from  exile, 
are  as  plainly  addressed  in  reality  to  the  public  or  to  posterity  as 
are  any  of  the  orations. 

Prof.  R.  Y.  Tyrrell  has  supplied  a  scholarly  edition  of  all  of  the 
letters  with  introductory  essays  and  exhaustive  notes  of  great  value. 
An  excellent  selection,  illustrating  the  orator's  public  life  chiefly, 
has  been  published  by  Professor  Albert  Watson.  This  volume  con- 
tains also  very  full  tables  of  dates,  bibliography  of  all  Cicero's  works, 
and  in  general  is  indispensable  for  the  advanced  Latin  student.  The 
same  letters  annotated  by  Professor  Watson  have  been  delightfully 
translated  by  G.  E.  Jeans.  To  this  volume,  rather  than  to  Forsyth's 
biography,  the  English  reader  should  turn  to  form  his  impressions  of 
Cicero  at  first  hand.  It  is  a  model  of  scholarly  —  and  also  literary 
—  translation. 

The  «New  Academy, »  to  which  Cicero  inclined  in  philosophy, 
was  skeptical  in  its  tendencies,  and  regarded  absolute  truth  as  unat- 
tainable. This  made  it  easier  for  Cicero  to  cast  his  transcriptions  in 
the  form  of  dialogues,  revealing  the  beliefs  of  the  various  schools 
through  the  lips  of  the  several  interlocutors.  Thus  the  (De  Finibus 
Bonorum  et  Malorum*  sets  forth  in  three  successive  conversations 
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the  ideas  of  Epicureans,  of  Stoics,  and  of  the  Academy,  on  the 
Highest  Good.  It  is  perhaps  the  chief  of  these  treatises, — though 
we  would  still  prefer  to  have  even  those  later  compendiums  of  the 
Greek  schools  through  which  Cicero  probably  cited  the  chief  philoso- 
phers at  second  hand!  J.  S.  Reid,  an  eminent  English  scholar,  has 
spent  many  years  upon  this  dialogue,  and  his  work  includes  a 
masterly  translation. 

With  a  somewhat  similar  plan,  the  three  books  of  the  (De  Natura 
Deorum*  contain  the  views  of  the  three  schools  on  the  Divine 
Beings.  The  speakers  are  Cicero's  Roman  contemporaries.  This 
rather  sketchy  work  has  been  annotated  by  J.  B.  Mayor  in  his  usual 
exhaustive  manner.  The  now  fragmentary  dialogue  entitled  (The 
Republic,*  and  its  unfinished  supplement  <The  Laws,*  were  com- 
posed and  named  in  avowed  rivalry  with  Plato's  two  largest  works, 
but  fail  to  approach  the  master.  The  Roman  Constitution  is 
defended  as  the  ideal  mingling  of  monarchy,  aristocracy,  and 
democracy.  The  student  of  pure  literature  can  for  the  most  part 
neglect  these,  and  others  among  the  hastily  written  philosophic 
works,  with  the  explicit  approval  of  so  indefatigable  a  student  as 
Professor  B.  L.  Gildersleeve. 

The  chief  fragment  preserved  of  the  <  Republic  >  is  the  'Dream  of 
Scipio.*  Its  dependence  on  the  vision  at  the  close  of  Plato's  Repub- 
lic }  should  be  carefully  observed.  It  may  be  fairly  described  as  a 
free  translation  and  enlargement  from  Greek  originals,  of  which 
Plato's  passage  is  the  chief.  Plagiarism  was  surely  viewed  quite 
otherwise  then  than  now.  Still,  the  Roman  additions  and  modifica- 
tions are  interesting  also, —  and  even  as  a  translator  Cicero  is  no 
ordinary  cicerone!  Moreover,  in  this  as  in  so  many  other  examples, 
the  Latin  paraphrase  had  a  wider  and  more  direct  influence  than 
the  original.  It  has  been  accepted  with  justice  ever  since,  as  the 
final  and  most  hopeful  pagan  word  in  favor  of  the  soul's  immortality. 
The  lover  of  Chaucer  will  recall  the  genial  paraphrase  of  ( Scipio's 
Dream*  in  the  'Parlament  of  Foules*  (stanzas  5-12).  We  give  below, 
entire,  in  our  quotations  from  Cicero,  the  masterly  version  of  the 
( Dream,  *  prepared  by  Prof.  T.  R.  Lounsbury  for  his  edition  of  Chau^ 
cer's  poems.  The  speaker  is  the  -younger  Scipio  Africanus,  and  his 
visit  to  Africa  as  a  subaltern  here  described  was  in  149  B.  C.,  three 
years  previous  to  his  own  decisive  campaign  against  Carthage  which 
ended  in  the  destruction  of  the  city. 

Cicero  shared  in  full  the  Roman  tendency  to  give  a  practical,  an 
ethical  turn  to  all  metaphysical  discussion.  This  is  prominent  in  the 
popular  favorite  among  his  larger  volumes,  the  ( Tusculan  Disputa- 
tions. >  In  each  of  the  five  related  books  a '  thesis  is  stated  nega- 
tively, to  be  triumphantly  reversed  later  on:  — 
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(i)  «  Death  seems  to  me  an  evil.® 

**)  (<I  think  pain  the  greatest  of  all  evils." 

(3)  «  Misery  seems  to  me  to  befall  the  wise  man." 

(4)  <(  It  does  not  appear  to  me  that  the  wise  man  can  be  secure 
from  distress  of  mind." 

(5)  « Character   does  not   seem   to  me   sufficient  for  happiness  in 
life." 

The  original  portion  of  this  work  is  relatively  large,  and  many 
Roman  illustrations  occur.  Dr.  Peabody  has  included  the  Tusculans, 
the  two  brief  essays  next  .mentioned,  and  the  (De  Omciis,*  in  his 
excellent  series  of  versions  (Little,  Brown  and  Company). 

The  little  dialogue  on  <Old  Age*  is  perhaps  most  read  of  all 
Cicero's  works.  Its  best  thoughts,  it  must  be  confessed,  are  freely 
borrowed  from  the  opening  pages  of  Plato's  ( Republic. }  Still,  on 
this  theme  of  universal  human  interest,  the  Roman  also  offers  much 
pleasant  food  for  thought.  The  moderation  of  the  Greek  is  forgotten 
by  Cicero,  the  professional  advocate  and  special  pleader,  who  almost 
cries  out  to  us  at  last:  — 

«Grow  old  along  with  me: 

The  best  is  yet  to  be, 
The  last  of  life,  for  which  the  first  was  made!" 

It  was  written  in  45-4  B.  C.  The  other  little  essay  ( On  Friendship  > 
does  not  deserve  to  be  bound  up  in  such  good  company,  though  it 
usually  is  so  edited.  Bacon's  very  brief  essay  has  more  meat  in  it. 
Cicero  had  many  good  friends,  but  fully  trusted  hardly  any  one  of 
them  —  not  even  Atticus.  It  was  an  age  which  put  friendship  to 
fearful  trial,  and  the  typical  Roman  seems  to  us  rather  selfish  and 
cold.  Certainly  this  essay  is  in  a  frigid  tone.  Professor  Gildersleeve, 
I  believe,  has  likened  it  to  a  treatise  of  Xenophon  on  hunting,  so  sys- 
tematically is  the  pursuit  of  friends  discussed. 

Perhaps  the  most  practical  among  Roman  Manuals  of  Morals  is 
the  treatise  on  Duties  (<De  Omciis*),  in  three  books.  Here  the  per- 
sonal experience  of  sixty  years  is  drawn  upon,  avowedly  for  the 
edification  of  young  Marcus,  the  author's  unworthy  son.  This  sole 
Ciceronian  survivor  of  Antony's  massacres  lived  to  be  famous  for  his 
capacity  in  wine-drinking,  and  to  receive  officially,  as  consul  under 
Augustus,  the  news  of  Antony's  final  defeat  and  death  —  a  dramatic 
revenge. 

Most  of  these  philosophic  treatises  were  composed  near  the  end 
of  Cicero's  life,  largely  in  one  marvelously  productive  year,  45-4  B.  C., 
just  previous  to  the  slaying  of  Cassar.  Not  all  even  of  the  extant 
works  have  been  catalogued  here.  'The  <Academica)  and  <  De 
Divinatione'  should  at  least  be  mentioned. 
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Such  were  Cicero's  distractions,  when  cut  off  from  political  life 
and  oratory,  and  above  all  when  bereft  by  Tullia's  death.  The  espe- 
cial ^onsolatio^  composed  to  regain  his  courage  after  this  blow, 
must  head  the  list  of  lost  works.  It  took  a  most  pessimistic  view  of 
human  life,  for  which  it  was  reproved  by  Lactantius.  Another  per- 
ished essay,  the  ( Hortensius, >  introducing  the  whole  philosophic 
series,  upheld  Milton's  thesis,  <(How  charming  is  divine  philosophy, » 
and  first  turned  the  thoughts  of  Augustine  to  serious  study. 

Cicero's  poems,  chiefly  translations,  are  extant  in  copious  frag- 
ments. They  show  metrical  facility,  a  little  taste,  no  creative  imagi- 
nation at  all.  A  final  proof  of  his  unresting  activity  is  his  attempt 
to  write  history.  Few  even  among  professional  advocates  could  have 
less  of  the  temper  for  mere  narration  and  truth.  Indeed,  reasonable 
disregard  for  the  latter  trammel  is  frankly  urged  upon  a  friend  who 
was  to  write  upon  the  illustrious  moments  of  Cicero's  own  career! 

We  said  at  first  that  the  caprice  of  fate  had  exaggerated  some 
sides  of  Cicero's  activity,  by  removing  all  competitors.  In  any  case, 
however,  his  supremacy  among  Italian  orators,  and  in  the  ornate  dis- 
cursive school  of  eloquence  generally,  could  not  have  been  questioned. 

Yet  more:  as  a  stylist  he  lifted  a  language  hitherto  poor  in 
vocabulary,  and  stiff  in  phrase,  to  a  level  it  never  afterward  sur- 
passed. Many  words  he  successfully  coined,  chiefly  either  by  trans- 
lation or  free  imitation  of  Greek  originals.  His  clear,  copious, 
rhythmical  phrase  was  even  more  fully  his  own  creation.  Indeed,  at 
the  present  moment,  four  or  five  great  forms  of  living  speech  testify 
to  Cicero's  amazing  mastery  over  both  word  and  phrase.  The  elo- 
quence of  Castelar,  Crispi,  and  Gambetta,  of  Gladstone  and  of  Everett, 
is  shot  through  and  through,  in  all  its  warp  and  woof,  with  golden 
Ciceronian  threads.  The  <Archias)  speaks  to  any  appreciative  stu- 
dent of  Western  Europe,  as  it  were,  in  a  mother  tongue  which  dom- 
inates his  vernacular  speech.  Human  language,  then,  has  become  a 
statelier  memorial  of  Cicero  than  even  his  vanity  can  ever  have 
imagined. 

RESUM£  OF  GENERAL  BIBLIOGRAPHY 

The  chief  encyclopaedia  of  facts  and  citations  for  this  period  is 
the  cumbrous  old  (Geschichte  Roms,  oder  Pompeius  Caesar  Cicero 
und  ihre  Zeitgenossen)  of  W.  Drumann  (Konigsberg:  1834-44.)  The 
plan  is  ideally  bad,  being  a  series  of  family  chronicles,  while  these 
three  men  are  more  completely  isolated  from  their  families  and  kin 
than  any  other  great  trio  in  all  Roman  history!  The  book  is  how- 
ever an  exhaustive,  inexhaustible,  little  acknowledged,  but  still 
worked  quarry  of  erudition.  The  Baiter  and  Kayser  text  and  Wat- 
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son's  Select  Letters  also  have  copious  chronological  tables  for  Cicero's 
entire  life.  To  the  modern  biographies  mentioned  above  should  be 
added  one  by  G.  L.  Strachan-Davidson,  in  the  (Heroes  of  Antiquity 
Series.)  Boissier's  delightful  (Ciceron  et  ses  Amis)  is  accessible  also 
in  an  English  translation  by  A.  D.  Jones. 

The  very  legible  Oxford  text  edition  appears  to  be  complete  for 
the  orations  and  letters,  but  not  for  the  rhetorical  and  philosophical 
works,  for  which  the  Tauchnitz  or  Teubner  text  is  still  necessary. 

The  Loeb  series,  Latin  and  English  on  opposite  pages,  includes 
the  (Letters  to  Atticus,)  ( De  Officiis,)  and  ( De  Finibus.)  A  (Gold- 
en Treasury)  volume  contains  the  versions  of  ( De  Senectute)  and 
(De  Amicitia)  by  Shuckburgh.  There  is  also  a  competent  transla- 
tion by  Shuckburgh  of  all  the  letters. 


OF   THE   OFFICES   OF   LITERATURE  AND   POETRY 
From  the  < Oration  for  the  Poet  Archias  > 

You  ask  us,  O  Gratius,  why  we  are  so  exceedingly  attached  to 
this  man.  Because  he  supplies  us  with  food  whereby  our 
mind  is  refreshed  after  this  noise  in  the  Forum,  and  with 
rest  for  our  ears  after  they  have  been  wearied  with  bad  lan- 
guage. Do  you  think  it  possible  that  we  could  find  a  supply  for 
our  daily  speeches,  when  discussing  such  a  variety  of  matters, 
unless  we  were  to  cultivate  our  minds  by  the  study  of  literature  ? 
or  that  our  minds  could  bear  being  kept  so  constantly  on  the 
stretch  if  we  did  not  relax  them  by  that  same  study  ?  But  I 
confess  that  I  am  devoted  to  those  studies;  let  others  be 
ashamed  of  them  if  they  have  buried  themselves  in  books  with- 
out being  able  to  produce  anything  out  of  them  for  the  common 
advantage,  or  anything  which  may  bear  the  eyes  of  men  and 
the  light.  But  why  need  I  be  ashamed,  who  for  many  years 
have  lived  in  such  a  manner  as  never  to  allow  my  own  love  of 
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tranquillity  to  deny  me  to  the  necessity  or  advantage  of  another, 
or  my  fondness  for  pleasure  to  distract,  or  even  sleep  to  delay, 
my  attention  to  such  claims  ?  Who  then  can  reproach  me,  or 
who  has  any  right  to  be  angry  with  me,  if  I  allow  myself  as 
much  time  for  the  cultivation  of  these  studies  as  some  take  for 
the  performance  of  their  own  business;  or  for  celebrating  days 
of  festival  and  games;  or  for  other  pleasures;  or  even  for  the 
rest  and  refreshment  of  mind  and  body;  or  as  others  devote  to 
early  banquets,  to  playing  at  dice,  or  at  ball  ?  And  this  ought 
to  be  permitted  to  me,  because  by  these  studies  my  power  of 
speaking  and  those  faculties  are  improved,  which  as  far  as  they 
do  exist  in  me  have  never  been  denied  to  my  friends  when 
they  have  been  in  peril.  And  if  that  ability  appears  to  any  one 
to  be  but  moderate,  at  all  events  I  know  whence  I  derive  those 
principles  which  are  of  the  greatest  value.  For  if  I  had  not 
persuaded  myself  from  my  youth  upwards,  both  by  the  precepts 
of  many  masters  and  by  much  reading,  that  there  is  nothing  in 
life  greatly  to  be  desired  except  praise  and  honor,  and  that 
while  pursuing  those  things  all  tortures  of  the  body,  all  dangers 
of  death  and  banishment  are  to  be  considered  but  of  small 
importance,  I  should  never  have  exposed  myself  in  defense  of 
your  safety  to  such  numerous  and  arduous  contests,  and  to 
these  daily  attacks  of  profligate  men.  But  all  books  are  full  of 
such  precepts,  and  all  the  sayings  of  philosophers,  and  all  an- 
tiquity, are  full  of  precedents  teaching  the  same  lesson;  but  all 
these  things  would  lie  buried  in  darkness  if  the  light  of  litera- 
ture and  learning  were  not  applied  to  them.  How  many  images 
of  the  bravest  men,  carefully  elaborated,  have  both  the  Greek 
and  Latin  writers  bequeathed  to  us,  not  merely  for  us  to  look 
at  and  gaze  upon,  but  also  for  our  imitation!  And  I,  always 
keeping  them  before  my  eyes  as  examples  for  my  own  public 
conduct,  have  endeavored  to  model  my  mind  and  views  by  con- 
tinually thinking  of  those  excellent  men. 

Some  one  will  ask  "What!  were  those  identical  great  men, 
whose  virtues  have  been  recorded  in  books,  accomplished  in  all 
that  learning  which  you  are  extolling  so  highly  ? >}  It  is  difficult 
to  assert  this  of  all  of  them;  but  still  I  know  what  answer  I  can 
make  to  that  question:  I  admit  that  many  men  have  existed  of 
admirable  disposition  and  virtue,  who  without  learning,  by  the 
almost  divine  instinct  of  their  own  mere  nature,  have  been,  of 
their  own  accord  as  it  were,  moderate  and  wise  men.  I  eveo 
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add  this,  that  very  often  nature  without  learning  has  had  more 
to  do  with  leading-  men  to  credit  and  to  virtue,  than  learning 
when  not  assisted  by  a  good  natural  disposition.  And  I  also 
contend  that  when  to  an  excellent  and  admirable  natural  dispo- 
sition there  is  added  a  certain  system  and  training  of  education, 
then  from  that  combination  arises  an  extraordinary  perfection  of 
character:  such  as  is  seen  in  that  godlike  man  whom  our 
fathers  saw  in  their  time  —  Africanus;  and  in  Caius  Laelius  and 
Lucius  Furius,  most  virtuous  and  moderate  men;  and  in  that 
most  excellent  man,  the  most  learned  man  of  his  time,  Marcus 
Cato  the  elder:  and  all  these  men,  if  they  had  been  to  derive  no 
assistance  from  literature  in  the  cultivation  and  practice  of  vir- 
tue, would  never  have  applied  themselves  to  the  study  of  it. 
Though  even  if  there  were  no  such  great  advantage  to  be 
reaped  from  it,  and  if  it  were  only  pleasure  that  is  sought  from 
these  studies,  still  I  imagine  you  would  consider  it  a  most 
reasonable  and  liberal  employment  of  the  mind:  for  other  occu- 
pations are  not  suited  to  every  time,  nor  to  every  age  or  place; 
but  these  studies  are  the  food  of  youth,  the  delight  of  old  age; 
the  ornament  of  prosperity,  the  refuge  and  comfort  of  adversity; 
a  delight  at  home,  and  no  hindrance  abroad;  they  are  com- 
panions by  night,  and  in  travel,  and  in  the  country. 

And  if  we  ourselves  were  not  able  to  arrive  at  these  advan- 
tages, nor  even  taste  them  with  our  senses,  still  we  ought  to 
admire  them  even  when  we  saw  them  in  others.  .  .  .  And 
indeed,  we  have  constantly  heard  from  men  of  the  greatest 
eminence  and  learning  that  the  study  of  other  sciences  was 
made  up  of  learning,  and  rules,  and  regular  method;  but  that  a 
poet  was  such  by  the  unassisted  work  of  nature,  and  was  moved 
by  the  vigor  of  his  own  mind,  and  was  inspired  as  it  were  by 
some  divine  wrath.  Wherefore  rightly  does  our  own  great  En- 
nius  call  poets  holy;  because  they  seem  to  be  recommended  to 
us  by  some  especial  gift,  as  it  were,  and  liberality  of  the  gods. 
Let  then,  judges,  this  name  of  poet,  this  name  which  no  bar- 
barians even  have  ever  disregarded,  be  holy  in  your  eyes,  men 
of  cultivated  minds  as  you  all  are.  Rocks  and  deserts  reply  to 
the  poet's  voice;  savage  beasts  are  often  moved  and  arrested  by 
song;  and  shall  we  who  have  been  trained  in  the  pursuit  of  the 
most  virtuous  acts  refuse  to  be  swayed  by  the  voice  of  poets  ? 
The  Colophonians  say  that  Homer  was  their  citizen;  the  Chians 
claim  him  as  theirs;  the  Salaminians  assert  their  right  to  him; 
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but  the  men  of  Smyrna  loudly  assert  him  to  be  a  citizen  of 
Smyrna,  and  they  have  even  raised  a  temple  to  him  in  their 
city.  Many  other  places  also  fight  with  one  another  for  the 
honor  of  being  his  birthplace. 

They  then  claim  a  stranger,  even  after  his  death,  because  he 
was  a  poet:  shall  we  reject  this  man  while  he  is  alive,  a  man 
who  by  his  own  inclination  and  by  our  laws  does  actually  belong 
to  us?  especially  when  Archias  has  employed  all  his  genius  with 
the  utmost  zeal  in  celebrating  the  glory  and  renown  of  the 
Roman  people  ?  For  when  a  young  man,  he  touched  on  our 
wars  against  the  Cimbri  and  gained  the  favor  even  of  Caius 
Marius  himself,  a  man  who  was  tolerably  proof  against  this  sort 
of  study.  For  there  was  no  one  so  disinclined  to  the  Muses  as 
not  willingly  to  endure  that  the  praise  of  his  labors  should  be 
made  immortal  by  means  of  verse.  They  say  that  the  great 
Themistocles,  the  greatest  man  that  Athens  produced,  said  when 
some  one  asked  him  what  sound  or  whose  voice  he  took  the 
greatest  delight  in  hearing,  (<  The  voice  of  that  by  whom  his  own 
exploits  were  best  celebrated. J)  Therefore,  the  great  Marius  was 
also  exceedingly  attached  to  Lucius  Plotius,  because  he  thought 
that  the  achievement  which  he  had  performed  could  be  celebrated 
by  his  genius.  And  the  whole  Mithridatic  war,  great  and  diffi- 
cult as  it  was,  and  carried  on  with  so  much  diversity  of  fortune 
by  land  and  sea,  has  been  related  at  length  by  him;  and  the 
books  in  which  that  is  sung  of,  not  only  make  illustrious  Lucius 
Lucullus,  that  most  gallant  and  celebrated  man,  but  they  do 
honor  also  to  the  Roman  people.  For  while  Lucullus  was  gen- 
eral, the  Roman  people  opened  Pontus,  though  it  was  defended 
both  by  the  resources  of  the  king  and  by  the  character  of  the 
country  itself.  Under  the  same  general  the  army  of  the  Roman 
people,  with  no  very  great  numbers,  routed  the  countless  hosts 
of  the  Armenians.  It  is  the  glory  of  the  Roman  people  that  by 
the  wisdom  of  that  same  general,  the  city  of  the  Cyzicenes,  most 
friendly  to  us,  was  delivered  and  preserved  from  all  the  attacks 
of  the  kind,  and  from  the  very  jaws  as  it  were  of  the  whole  war. 
Ours  is  the  glory  which  will  be  for  ever  celebrated,  which  is 
derived  from  the  fleet  of  the  enemy  which  was  sunk  after  its 
admirals  had  been  slain,  and  from  the  marvelous  naval  battle  off 
Tenedos:  those  trophies  belong  to  us,  those  monuments  are  ours, 
those  triumphs  are  ours.  Therefore  I  say  that  the  men  by 
whose  genius  these  exploits  are  celebrated  make  illustrious  at 


MARCUS  TULLIUS  CICERO  3691 

the  same  time  the  glory  of  the  Roman  people.  Our  countryman 
Ennius  was  dear  to  the  elder  Africanus;  and  even  on  the  tomb 
of  the  Scipios  his  effigy  is  believed  to  be  visible,  carved  in  the 
marble.  But  undoubtedly  it  is  not  only  the  men  who  are  them- 
selves praised  who  are  done  honor  to  by  those  praises,  but  the 
name  of  the  Roman  people  also  is  adorned  by  them.  Cato,  the 
ancestor  of  this  Cato,  is  extolled  to  the  skies.  Great  honor  is 
paid  to  the  exploits  of  the  Roman  people.  Lastly,  all  those 
great  men,  the  Maximi,  the  Marcelli,  and  the  Fulvii,  are  done 
honor  to,  not  without  all  of  us  having  also  a  share  in  the  pan- 
egyric. .  .  . 

Certainly,  if  the  mind  had  no  anticipations  of  posterity,  and 
if  it  were  to  confine  all  its  thoughts  within  the  same  limits  as 
those  by  which  the  space  of  our  lives  is  bounded,  it  would  neither 
break  itself  with  such  severe  labors,  nor  would  it  be  tormented 
with  such  cares  and  sleepless  anxiety,  nor  would  it  so  often  have 
to  fight  for  its  very  life.  At  present  there  is  a  certain  virtue  in 
every  good  man,  which  night  and  day  stirs  up  the  mind  with  the 
stimulus  of  glory,  and  reminds  it  that  all  mention  of  our  name 
will  not  cease  at  the  same  time  with  our  lives,  but  that  our  fame 
will  endure  to  all  posterity. 

Do  we  all  who  are  occupied  in  the  affairs  of  the  State,  and 
who  are  surrounded  by  such  perils  and  dangers  in  life,  appear  to 
be  so  narrow-minded  as,  though  to  the  last  moment  of  our  lives 
we  have  never  passed  one  tranquil  or  easy  moment,  to  think  that 
everything  will  perish  at  the  same  time  as  ourselves?  Ought  we 
not,  when  many  most  illustrious  men  have  with  great  care  col- 
lected and  left  behind  them  statues  and  images,  representations 
not  of  their  minds  but  of  their  bodies,  much  more  to  desire  to 
leave  behind  us  a  copy  of  our  counsels  and  of  our  virtues, 
wrought  and  elaborated  by  the  greatest  genius  ?  I  thought,  at 
the  very  moment  of  performing  them,  that  I  was  scattering  and 
disseminating  all  the  deeds  which  I  was  performing,  all  over  the 
world  for  the  eternal  recollection  of  nations.  And  whether  that 
delight  is  to  be  denied  to  my  soul  after  death,  or  whether,  as 
the  wisest  men  have  thought,  it  will  affect  some  portion  of  my 
spirit,  at  all  events  I  am  at  present  delighted  with  some  such 
Idea  and  hope. 
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HONORS  PROPOSED  FOR  THE  DEAD  STATESMAN  SULPICIUS 
From  the  <  Ninth  Philippic  > 

OUR  ancestors  indeed  decreed  statues  to  many  men;  public 
sepulchres  to  few.  But  statues  perish  by  weather,  by  vio- 
lence, by  lapse  of  time;  the  sanctity  of  the  sepulchres  is 
in  the  soil  itself,  which  can  neither  be  moved  nor  destroyed  by 
any  violence;  and  while  other  things  are  extinguished,  so  sepul- 
chres become  holier  by  age. 

Let  then  this  man  be  distinguished  by  that  honor  also,  a 
man  to  whom  no  honor  can  be  given  which  is  not  deserved. 
Let  us  be  grateful  in  paying  respect  in  death  to  him  to  whom 
we  can  now  show  no  other  gratitude.  And  by  that  same  step 
let  the  audacity  of  Marcus  Antonius,  waging  a  nefarious  war, 
be  branded  with  infamy.  For  when  these  honors  have  been 
paid  to  Servius  Sulpicius,  the  evidence  of  his  embassy  having 
been  insulted  and  rejected  by  Antonius  will  remain  for  ever- 
lasting. 

On  which  account  I  give  my  vote  for  a  decree  in  this  form: 
<(As  Servius  Sulpicius  Rufus,  the  son  of  Quintus,  of  the  Lemo- 
nian  tribe,  at  a  most  critical  period  of  the  republic,  and  being 
ill  with  a  very  serious  and  dangerous  disease,  preferred  the 
authority  of  the  Senate  and  the  safety  of  the  republic  to  his 
own  life;  and  struggled  against  the  violence  and  severity  of  his 
illness,  in  order  to  arrive  at  the  camp  of  Antonius,  to  which  the 
Senate  had  sent  him;  and  as  he,  when  he  had  almost  arrived  at 
the  camp,  being  overwhelmed  by  the  violence  of  the  disease, 
has  lost  his  life  in  discharging  a  most  important  office  of  the 
republic;  and  as  his  death  has  been  in  strict  correspondence  to 
a  life  passed  with  the  greatest  integrity  and  honor,  during  which 
he,  Servius  Sulpicius,  has  often  been  of  great  service  to  the  re- 
public, both  as  a  private  individual  and  in  the  discharge  of  vari- 
ous magistracies:  and  as  he,  being  such  a  man,  has  encountered 
death  on  behalf  of  the  republic  while  employed  on  an  embassy; 
the  Senate  decrees  that  a  brazen  pedestrian  statue  of  Servius 
Sulpicius  be  erected  in  the  rostra  in  compliance  with  the  resolu- 
tion of  this  order,  and  that  liis  children  and  posterity  shall  have 
a  place  round  this  statue  of  five  feet  in  every  direction,  from 
which  to  behold  the  games,  and  gladiatorial  combats,  because  he 
died  in  the  cause  of  the  republic;  and  that  this  reason  be  in- 
scribed Q&  tfie  pedestal  of  the  statue;  and  that  Caius  Pansa  and 
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Aulus  Hirtius  the  consuls,  one  or  both  of  them,  if  it  seem  good 
to  them,  shall  command  the  quaestors  of  the  city  to  let  out  a 
contract  for  making  that  pedestal  and  that  statue,  and  erecting 
them  in  the  rostra;  and  that  whatever  price  they  contract 
for,  they  shall  take  care  the  amount  is  given  and  paid  to  the 
contractor;  and  as  in  old  times  the  Senate  has  exerted  its 
authority  with  respect  to  the  obsequies  of,  and  honors  paid  to, 
brave  men,  it  now  decrees  that  he  shall  be  carried  to  the  tomb 
on  the  day  of  his  funeral  with  the  greatest  possible  solemnity. 
And  as  Servius  Sulpicius  Rufus,  the  son  of  Quintus  of  the 
Lemonian  tribe,  has  deserved  so  well  of  the  republic  as  to  be 
entitled  to  be  complimented  with  all  those  distinctions;  the  Sen- 
ate is  of  opinion,  and  thinks  it  for  the  advantage  of  the  repub- 
lic, that  the  curule  sedile  should  suspend  the  edict  which  usually 
prevails  with  respect  to  funerals,  in  the  case  of  the  funeral  of 
Servius  Sulpicius  Rufus,  the  son  of  Quintus  of  the  Lemonian 
tribe;  and  that  Caius  Pansa  the  consul  shall  assign  him  a  place 
for  a  tomb  in  the  Esquiline  plain,  or  in  whatever  place  shall 
seem  good  to  him,  extending  thirty  feet  in  every  direction, 
where  Servius  Sulpicius  may  be  buried;  and  that  that  shall  be 
his  tomb,  and  that  of  his  children  and  posterity,  as  having  been 
a  tomb  most  deservedly  given  to  them  by  the  public  authority. ® 


OLD   FRIENDS   BETTER  THAN   NEW 
From  the  <  Dialogue  on  Friendship  > 

BUT  there  arises  on  this  subject  a  somewhat  difficult  question: 
Whether  ever  new  friends,  if  deserving  friendship,  are  to  be 
preferred  to  old  ones,  just  as  we  are  wont  to  prefer  young 
colts  to  old  horses  ?  —  a  perplexity  unworthy  of  a  man ;  for  there 
ought  to  be  no  satiety  of  friendship  as  of  other  things:  every- 
thing which  is  oldest  (as  those  wines  which  bear  age  well)  ought 
to  be  sweetest ;  and  that  is  true  which  is  sometimes  said,  «  Many 
bushels  of  salt  must  be  eaten  together, }>  before  the  duty  of 
friendship  can  be  fulfilled.  But  new  friendships,  if  they  afford  a 
hope  that,  as  in  the  case  of  plants  which  never  disappoint,  fruits 
shall  appear,  such  are  not  to  be  rejected;  yet  the  old  one  must 
be  preserved  in  its  proper  place,  for  the  power  of  age  and  custom 
is  exceedingly  great;  besides,  in  the  very  case  of  the  horse,  which 
I  just  mentioned,  if  there  is  no  impediment,  there  is  no  one  who 
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does  not  more  pleasurably  use  that  to  which  he  is  accustomed 
than  one  unbroken  and  strange  to  him;  and  habit  asserts  its 
power,  and  habit  prevails,  not  only  in  the  case  of  this,  which  is 
animate,  but  also  in  the  cases  of  those  things  which  are  inani- 
mate; since  we  take  delight  in  the  very  mountainous  or  woody 
scenery  among  which  we  have  long  dwelt. 


HONORED   OLD  AGE 
From  the  ( Dialogue  on  Old  Age* 

BUT  in  my  whole  discourse  remember  that  I  am  praising  that 
old  age  which  is  established  on  the  foundations  of  youth: 
from  which  this  is  effected  which  I  once  asserted  with  the 
great  approbation  of  all  present, — that  wretched  was  the  old  age 
which  had  to  defend  itself  by  speaking.  Neither  gray  hairs  nor 
wrinkles  can  suddenly  catch  respect;  but  the  former  part  of  life 
honorably  spent,  reaps  the  fruits  of  authority  at  the  close.  For 
these  very  observances  which  seem  light  and  common  are  marks 
of  honor  —  to  be  saluted,  to  be  sought  after,  to  receive  prece- 
dence, to  have  persons  rising  up  to  you,  to  be  attended  on  the 
way,  to  be  escorted  home,  to  be  consulted;  points  which,  both 
among  us  and  in  other  States,  in  proportion  as  they  are  the  most 
excellent  in  their  morals,  are  the  most  scrupulously  observed. 
They  say  that  Lysander  the  Lacedaemonian,  whom  I  mentioned 
a  little  above,  was  accustomed  to  remark  that  Lacedaemon  was 
the  most  honorable  abode  for  old  age;  for  nowhere  is  so  much 
conceded  to  that  time  of  life,  nowhere  is  old  age  more  respected. 
Nay,  further:  it  is  recorded  that  when  at  Athens  during  the 
games  a  certain  elderly  person  had  entered  the  theatre,  a  place 
was  nowhere  offered  him  in  that  large  assembly  by  his  own 
townsmen;  but  when  he  had  approached  the  Lacedaemonians, 
who,  as  they  were  ambassadors,  had  taken  their  seats  together 
in  a  particular  place,  they  all  rose  up  and  invited  the  old  man  to 
a  seat;  and  when  reiterated  applause  had  been  bestowed  upon 
them  by  the  whole  assembly,  one  of  them  remarked  that  the 
Athenians  knew  what  was  right,  but  were  unwilling  to  do  it. 
There  are  many  excellent  rules  in  our  college,  but  this  of  which 
I  am  treating  especially,  that  in  proportion  as  each  man  has  the 
advantage  in  age,  so  he  takes  precedence  in  giving  his  opinion; 
and  older  augurs  are  preferred  not  only  to  those  who  are  higher 
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in  office,  but  even  to  such  as  are  in  actual  command.  What 
pleasures,  then,  of  the  body  can  be  compared  with  the  privileges 
of  authority  ?  which  they  who  have  nobly  employed  seem  to  me 
to  have  consummated  the  drama  of  life,  and  not  like  inexpert 
performers  to  have  broken  down  in  the  last  act.  Still,  old  men 
are  peevish,  and  fretful,  and  passionate,  and  unmanageable, — 
nay,  if  we  seek  for  such,  also  covetous:  but  these  are  the  faults 
of  their  characters,  not  of  their  old  age.  And  yet  that  peevish- 
ness and  those  faults  which  I  have  mentioned  have  some  excuse, 
not  quite  satisfactory  indeed,  but  such  as  may  be  admitted. 
They  fancy  that  they  are  neglected,  despised,  made  a  jest  of; 
besides,  in  a  weak  state  of  body  every  offense  is  irritating.  All 
which  defects  however  are  extenuated  by  good  dispositions  and 
qualities;  and  this  may  be  discovered  not  only  in  real  life,  but 
on  the  stage,  from  the  two  brothers  that  are  represented  in 
( The  Brothers  > ;  how  rrmch  austerity  in  the  one,  and  how  much 
gentleness  in  the  other!  Such  is  the  fact:  for  as  it  is  not  every 
wine,  so  it  is  not  every  man's  life,  that  grows  sour  from  old 
age.  I  approve  of  gravity  in  old  age,  but  this  in  a  moderate 
degree,  like  everything  else;  harshness  by  no  means.  What 
avarice  in  an  old  man  can  propose  to  itself  I  cannot  conceive: 
for  can  anything  be  more  absurd  than,  in  proportion  as  less  of 
our  journey  remains,  to  seek  a  greater  supply  of  provisions  ? 


DEATH  IS  WELCOME  TO  THE  OLD 
From  the  <  Dialogue  on  Old  Age> 

AN  OLD  man  indeed  has  nothing  to  hope  for;  yet  he  is  in  so 
much  the  happier  state  than  a  young  one,  since  he  has 
already  attained  what  the  other  is  only  hoping  for.  The 
one  is  wishing  to  live  long,  the  other  has  lived  long.  And  yet, 
good  gods!  what  is  there  in  man's  life  that  can  be  called  long? 
For  allow  the  latest  period:  let  us  anticipate  the  age  of  the 
kings  of  the  Tartessii.  For  there  dwelt,  as  I  find  it  recorded,  a 
man  named  Arganthonius  at  Gades,  who  reigned  for  eighty 
years,  and  lived  one  hundred  and  twenty.  But  to  my  mind 
nothing  whatever  seems  of  long  duration,  in  which  there  is  any 
end.  For  when  that  arrives,  then  the  time  which  has  passed  has 
flowed  away;  that  only  remains  which  you  have  secured  by  virtue 
and  right  conduct.  Hours  indeed  depart  from  us,  and  days  and 
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months  and  years;  nor  does  past  time  ever  return,  nor  can  it  be 
discovered  what  is  to  follow.  Whatever  time  is  assigned  to  each 
to  live,  with  that  he  ought  to  be  content:  for  neither  need  the 
drama  be  performed  entire  by  the  actor,  in  order  to  give  satisfac- 
tion, provided  he  be  approved  in  whatever  act  he  may  be;  nor 
need  the  wise  man  live  till  the  plaudit e.  For  the  short  period  of 
life  is  long  enough  for  living  well  and  honorably;  and  if  you 
should  advance  further,  you  need  no  more  grieve  than  farmers  do 
when  the  loveliness  of  springtime  hath  passed,  that  summer  and 
autumn  have  come.  For  spring  represents  the  time  of  youth 
and  gives  promise  of  the  future  fruits;  the  remaining  seasons  are 
intended  for  plucking  and  gathering  in  those  fruits.  Now  the 
harvest  of  old  age,  as  I  have  often  said,  is  the  recollection  and 
abundance  of  blessings  previously  secured.  In  truth,  everything 
that  happens  agreeably  to  nature  is  to  be  reckoned  among  bless- 
ings. What,  however,  is  so  agreeable  to  nature  as  for  an  old 
man  to  die  ?  which  even  is  the  lot  of  the  young,  though  nature 
opposes  and  resists.  And  thus  it  is  that  young  men  seem  to 
me  to  die  just  as  when  the  violence  of  flame  is  extinguished  by 
a  flood  of  water;  whereas  old  men  die  as  the  exhausted  fire 
goes  out,  spontaneously,  without  the  exertion  of  any  force:  and 
as  fruits  when  they  are  green  are  plucked  by  force  from  the 
trees,  but  when  ripe  and  mellow  drop  off,  so  violence  takes  away 
their  lives  from  youths,  maturity  from  old  men;  a  state  which 
to  me  indeed  is  so  delightful,  that  the  nearer  I  approach  to 
death,  I  seem  as  it  were  to  be  getting  sight  of  land,  and  at 
length  after  a  long  voyage  to  be  just  coming  into  harbor. 


GREAT  ORATORS  AND  THEIR  TRAINING 

From  the  ( Dialogue  on  Oratory  > 

FOR   who   can   suppose   that  amid  the   great   multitude   of   stu- 
dents, the  utmost  abundance  of  masters,  the  most  eminent 
geniuses    among    men,    the   infinite   variety   of   causes,    the 
most    ample    rewards    offered    to    eloquence,    there   is   any   other 
reason   to   be   found   for   the    small   number  of  orators   than   the 
incredible   magnitude    and   difficulty   of   the   art  ?      A   knowledge 
of  a  vast  number  of  things  is  necessary,  without  which  volubility 
of  words  is  empty  and  ridiculous;   speech  itself  is  to  be  formed, 
not  merely  by  choice,  but  by  careful  construction  of  words;  and 
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all  the  emotions  of  the  mind  which  nature  has  given  to  man, 
must  be  intimately  known;  for  all  the  force  and  art  of  speaking 
must  be  employed  in  allaying  or  exciting  the  feelings  of  those 
who  listen.  To  this  must  be  added  a  certain  portion  of  grace 
and  wit,  learning  worthy  of  a  well-bred  man,  and  quickness  and 
brevity  in  replying  as  well  as  attacking,  accompanied  with  a 
refined  decorum  and  urbanity.  Besides,  the  whole  of  antiquity 
and  a  multitude  of  examples  is  to  be  kept  in  the  memory; 
nor  is  the  knowledge  of  laws  in  general,  or  of  the  civil  law  in 
particular,  to  be  neglected.  And  why  need  I  add  any  remarks 
on  delivery  itself,  which  is  to  be  ordered  by  action  of  body,  by 
gesture,  by  look,  and  by  modulation  and  variation  of  the  voice, 
the  great  power  of  which,  alone  and  in  itself,  the  comparatively 
trivial  art  of  actors  and  the  stage  proves;  on  which  though  all 
bestow  their  utmost  labor  to  form  their  look,  voice,  and  gesture, 
who  knows  not  how  few  there  are,  and  have  ever  been,  to  whom 
we  can  attend  with  patience  ?  What  can  I  say  of  that  repository 
for  all  things,  the  memory;  which,  unless  it  be  made  the  keeper 
of  the  matter  and  words  that  are  the  fruits  of  thought  and 
invention,  all  the  talents  of  the  orator,  we  see,  though  they  be 
of  the  highest  degree  of  excellence,  will  be  of  no  avail  ?  Let 
us  then  cease  to  wonder  what  is  the  cause  of  the  scarcity  of 
good  speakers,  since  eloquence  results  from  all  those  qualifica- 
tions, in  each  of  which  singly  it  is  a  great  merit  to  labor  suc- 
cessfully; and  let  us  rather  exhort  our  children,  and  others 
whose  glory  and  honor  is  dear  to  us,  to  contemplate  in  their 
minds  the  full  magnitude  of  the  object,  and  not  to  trust  that 
they  can  reach  the  height  at  which  they  aim  by  the  aid  of  the 
precepts,  masters,  and  exercises  that  they  are  all  now  follow- 
ing, but  to  understand  that  they  must  adopt  others  of  a  different 
character. 

In  my  opinion,  indeed,  no  man  can  be  an  orator  possessed 
of  every  praiseworthy  accomplishment  unless  he  has  attained 
the  knowledge  of  everything  important,  and  of  all  liberal  arts; 
for  his  language  must  be  ornate  and  copious  from  knowledge, 
since  unless  there  be  beneath  the  surface  matter  understood 
and  felt  by  the  speaker,  oratory  becomes  an  empty  and  almost 
puerile  flow  of  words.  .  .  . 

(( I  am  then  of  opinion, }>  said  Crassus,  ""that  nature  and 
genius  in  the  first  place  contribute  most  aid  to  speaking;  and 
that  to  those  writers  on  the  art  to  whom  Antonius  just  now 
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alluded,  it  was  not  skill  and  method  in  speaking,  but  natural 
talent  that  was  wanting;  for  there  ought  to  be  certain  lively 
powers  in  the  mind  and  understanding,  which  may  be  acute  to 
r'nvent,  fertile  to  explain  and  adorn,  and  strong  and  retentive  to 
remember;  and  if  any  one  imagines  that  these  powers  may  be 
acquired  by  art  (which  is  false,  for  it  is  very  well  if  they  can 
be  animated  and  excited  by  art;  but  they  certainly  cannot  by  art 
be  ingrafted  or  instilled,  since  they  are  all  the  gifts  of  nature), 
what  will  he  say  of  those  qualities  which  are  certainly  born  with 
the  man  himself — volubility  of  tongue,  tone  of  voice,  strength  of 
lungs,  and  a  peculiar  conformation  and  aspect  of  the  whole 
countenance  and  body  ?  I  do  not  say  that  art  cannot  improve 
in  these  particulars  (for  I  am  not  ignorant  that  what  is  good 
may  be  made  better  by  education,  and  what  is  not  very  good 
may  be  in  some  degree  polished  and  amended) ;  but  there  are 
some  persons  so  hesitating  in  their  speech,  so  inharmonious  in 
their  tone  of  voice,  or  so  unwieldy  and  rude  in  the  air  and 
movements  of  their  bodies,  that  whatever  power  they  possess 
either  from  genius  or  art,  they  can  never  be  reckoned  in  the 
number  of  accomplished  speakers;  while  there  are  others  so  hap- 
pily qualified  in  these  respects,  so  eminently  adorned  with  the 
gifts  of  nature,  that  they  seem  not  to  have  been  born  like  other 
men,  but  molded  by  some  divinity.  It  is  indeed  a  great  task 
and  enterprise  for  a  person  to  undertake  and  profess  that  while 
every  one  else  is  silent,  he  alone  must  be  heard  on  the  most 
important  subjects,  and  in  a  large  assembly  of  men;  for  there  is 
scarcely  any  one  present  who  is  not  sharper  and  quicker  to  dis- 
cover defects  in  the  speaker  than  merits;  and  thus  whatever 
offends  the  hearer  effaces  the  recollection  of  what  is  worthy  of 
praise.  I  do  not  make  these  observations  for  the  purpose  of 
altogether  deterring  young  men  from  the  study  of  oratory,  even 
if  they  be  deficient  in  some  natural  endowments.  For  who  does 
not  perceive  that  to  C.  Caelius,  my  contemporary,  a  new  man, 
the  mere  mediocrity  in  speaking  which  he  was  enabled  to  attain 
was  a  great  honor?  Who  does  not  know  that  Q.  Varius,  your 
equal  in  age,  a  clumsy  uncouth  man,  has  obtained  his  great  popu- 
larity by  the  cultivation  of  such  faculties  as  he  has  ? 

(<  But  as  our  inquiry  regards  the  complete  orator,  we  must 
imagine  in  our  discussion  an  orator  from  whom  every  kind  of 
fault  is  abstracted,  and  who  is  adorned  with  every  kind  of 
merit.  For  if  the  multitude  of  suits,  if  the  variety  of  causes,  if 
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the  rabble  and  barbarism  of  the  forum,  afford  room  for  even 
the  most  wretched  speakers,  we  must  not  for  that  reason  take 
our  eyes  from  the  object  of  our  inquiry.  In  those  arts  in 
which  it  is  not  indispensable  usefulness  that  is  sought,  but  lib- 
eral amusement  for  the  mind,  how  nicely,  how  almost  fastid- 
iously, do  we  judge!  For  there  are  no  suits  or  controversies 
which  can  force  men,  though  they  may  tolerate  indifferent  ora- 
tors in  the  forum,  to  endure  also  bad  actors  upon  the  stage. 
The  orator  therefore  must  take  the  most  studious  precaution  not 
merely  to  satisfy  those  whom  he  necessarily  must  satisfy,  but  to 
seem  worthy  of  admiration  to  those  who  are  at  liberty  to  judge 
disinterestedly.  If  you  would  know  what  I  myself  think,  I  will 
express  to  you,  my  intimate  friends,  what  I  have  hitherto  never 
mentioned,  and  thought  that  I  never  should  mention.  To  me, 
those  who  speak  best  and  speak  with  the  utmost  ease  and 
grace,  appear,  if  they  do  not  commence  their  speeches  with 
some  timidity,  and  show  some  confusion  in  the  exordium,  to 
have  almost  lost  the  sense  of  shame;  though  it  is  impossible  that 
such  should  not  be  the  case :  for  the  better  qualified  a  man  is  to 
speak,  the  more  he  fears  the  difficulties  of  speaking,  the  uncer- 
tain success  of  a  speech,  and  the  expectation  of  the  audience. 
But  he  who  can  produce  and  deliver  nothing  worthy  of  his  sub- 
ject, nothing  worthy  of  the  name  of  an  orator,  nothing  worthy 
the  attention  of  his  audience,  seems  to  me,  though  he  be  ever 
so  confused  while  he  is  speaking,  to  be  downright  shameless;  for 
we  ought  to  avoid  a  character  for  shamelessness,  not  by  testify- 
ing shame,  but  by  not  doing  that  which  does  not  become  us. 
But  the  speaker  who  has  no  shame  (as  I  see  to  be  the  case  with 
many)  I  regard  as  deserving  not  only  of  rebuke  but  of  personal 
castigation.  Indeed,  what  I  often  observe  in  you  I  very  fre- 
quently experience  in  myself;  that  I  turn  pale  in  the  outset  of 
my  speech,  and  feel  a  tremor  through  my  whole  thoughts,  as  it 
were,  and  limbs.  When  I  was  a  young  man,  I  was  on  one  occa- 
sion so  timid  in  commencing  an  accusation,  that  I  owed  to  Q. 
Maximus  the  greatest  of  obligations  for  immediately  dismissing 
the  assembly  as  soon  as  he  saw  me  absolutely  disheartened  and 
incapacitated  through  fear."  Here  they  all  signified  assent, 
looked  significantly  at  one  another,  and  began  to  talk  together; 
for  there  was  a  wonderful  modesty  in  Crassus,  which  however 
was  not  only  no  disadvantage  to  his  oratory,  but  even  an  assist- 
ance to  it,  by  giving  it  the  recommendation  of  probity. 


37°°  MARCUS    TULLIUS    CICERO 


CICERO  TO  TIRO 

[The  following  epistles  are  taken  by  permission  from  Jeans's  <  Letters  of 
Cicero.  >  This  letter  gives  a  vivid  glimpse  of  Cicero's  tenderness  to  his  slaves 
and  freedmen.  Tiro  was  probably  the  first  editor  of  his  former  master's 
letters.] 


yr^GYPTA  arrived  here  on  the  i2th  of  April.  Although  he 
/j_-/  reported  that  you  were  now  quite  rid  of  your  fever  and 
going  on  very  well,  he  nevertheless  caused  me  some 
anxiety  by  his  report  that  you  were  not  able  to  write  to  me,  the 
more  so  because  Hermia,  who  ought  to  have  been  here  on  the 
same  day,  has  not  yet  come.  I  am  more  anxious  than  you  can 
believe  about  your  health.  Only  free  me  from  this  anxiety  and 
I  will  free  you  from  all  duties.  I  would  write  you  more  if  I 
thought  you  could  now  read  more  with  pleasure.  Use  all  the  tal- 
ents you  possess,  of  which  I  have  no  small  opinion,  to  keep  your- 
self safe  for  my  sake  as  well  as  your  own.  Again  and  again  I 
repeat,  take  every  precaution  about  your  health.  Good-by.  , 

P.  S.  —  -Hermia  is  just  come.  I  have  your  note  with  its  poor 
weak  handwriting  —  no  wonder,  too,  after  so  severe  an  illness.  I 
send  out  ^gypta  to  stay  with  you  because  he  is  not  a  bad  com- 
panion, and  appeared  to  me  to  be  fond  of  you;  and  with  him  a 
cook,  for  you  to  make  use  of  his  services.  Good-by. 


CICERO   TO  ATTICUS 

[The  family  affection  of  Cicero  might  be  illustrated  by  many  such  letters 
as  the  following:] 

IT  BEING  now  eleven  days  since  I  left  you,  I  am  scrawling  this 
little  bit  of  a  note  just  as  I  am  leaving  my  country-house 
before  it  is  light.  I  think  of  being  at  my  place  at  Anagnia 
to-day,  and  Tusculum  to-morrow;  only  one  day  there,  so  that  I 
shall  come  up  all  right  to  time  on  the  28th;  and  oh,  if  I  could 
but  run  on  at  once  to  embrace  my  Tullia  and  give  Attica  a  kiss! 
Talking  of  this,  by-the-by,  do  please  write  and  let  me  know 
while  I  am  stopping  at  Tusculum  what  her  prattle  is  like,  or  if 
she  is  away  in  the  country,  what  her  letters  to  you  are  about. 
Meanwhile  either  send  or  give  her  my  love,  and  Pilia  too.  And 
even  though  we  shall  meet  immediately,  yet  will  you  write  to 
me  anything  you  can  find  to  say  ? 
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p  s. —  I  Was  just  fastening  up  this  letter,  but  your  courier 
has  arrived  here  after  a  long  night  journey  with  your  letter.  I 
was  very  sorry,  you  may  be  sure,  to  find  on  reading  it  that 
Attica  is  feverish.  Everything  else  that  I  was  waiting  for  I 
now  know  from  your  note;  but  when  you  tell  me  that  to  have  a 
little  fire  in  the  morning  *  sent  le  vieillard^  I  retort  il  le  sent 
plus  for  one's  poor  old  memory  to  begin  to  totter:  because  it 
was  the  2Qth  I  had  promised  to  Axius;  the  3oth  to  you;  and  the 
day  of  my  arrival,  the  sist,  to  Quintus.  So  take  that  for  your- 
self—  you  shall  have  no  news.  Then  what  on  earth  is  the  good 
of  writing  ?  And  what  good  is  it  when  we  are  together  and 
chatter  whatever  comes  to  our  tongues  ?  Surely  there  is  some- 
thing in  causer ie  after  all;  even  if  there  is  nothing  under  it,  there 
is  always  at  least  the  delicious  feeling  that  we  are  talking  with 
one  another. 


SULPICIUS    CONSOLES    CICERO    AFTER    HIS    DAUGHTER 
TULLIA'S    DEATH 

FOR  some  time  after  I  had  received  the  information  of  the 
death  of  your  daughter  Tullia,  you  may  be  sure  that  I 
bore  it  sadly  and  heavily,  as  much  indeed  as  was  right  for 
me.  I  felt  that  I  shared  that  terrible  loss  with  you;  and  that 
had  I  but  been  where  you  are,  you  on  your  part  would  not  have 
found  me  neglectful,  and  I  on  mine  should  not  have  failed  to 
come  to  you  and  tell  you  myself  how  deeply  grieved  I  am.  And 
though  it  is  true  that  consolations  of  this  nature  are  painful 
and  distressing,  because  those  [dear  friends  and  relations]  upon 
whom  the  task  naturally  devolves  are  themselves  afflicted  with  a 
similar  burden,  and  incapable  even  of  attempting  it  without 
many  tears,  so  that  one  would  rather  suppose  them  in  need  of 
the  consolations  of  others  for  themselves  than  capable  of  doing 
this  kind  office  to  others,  yet  nevertheless  I  have  decided  to 
write  to  you  briefly  such  reflections  as  have  occurred  to  me  on 
the  present  occasion;  not  that  I  imagine  them  to  be  ignored  by 
you,  but  because  it  is  possible  that  you  may  be  hindered  by 
your  sorrow  from  seeing  them  as  clearly  as  usual. 

What  reason  is  there  why  you  should  allow  the  private  grief 
which  has  befallen  you  to  distress  you  so  terribly?  Recollect 
how  fortune  has  hitherto  dealt  with  us:  how  we  have  been 
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bereft  of  all  that  ought  to  be  no  less  dear  to  men  than  their 
own  children  —  of  country,  position,  rank,  and  every  honorable 
office.  If  one  more  burden  has  now  been  laid  upon  you,  could 
any  addition  be  made  to  your  pain  ?  Or  is  there  any  heart  that 
having  been  trained  in  the  school  of  such  events,  ought  not  now 
to  be  steeled  by  use  against  emotion,  and  think  everything  after 
them  to  be  comparatively  light  ? 

Or  it  is  for  her  sake,  I  suppose,  that  you  are  grieving?  How 
many  times  must  you  have  arrived  at  the  same  conclusion  as 
that  into  which  I  too  have  frequently  fallen,  that  in  these  days 
theirs  is  not  the  hardest  lot  who  are  permitted  painlessly  to 
exchange  their  life  for  the  grave!  Now  what  was  there  at  the 
present  time  that  could  attach  her  very  strongly  to  life  ?  what 
hope  ?  what  fruition  ?  what  consolation  for  the  soul  ?  The  pros- 
pect of  a  wedded  life  with  a  husband  chosen  from  our  young 
men  of  rank  ?  Truly,  one  would  think  it  was  always  in  your 
power  to  choose  a  son-in-law  of  a  position  suitable  to  your  rank 
out  of  our  young  men,  one  to  whose  keeping  you  would  feel  you 
could  safely  intrust  the  happiness  of  a  child.  Or  that  of  being 
a  joyful  mother  of  children,  who  would  be  happy  in  seeing 
them  succeeding  in  life;  able  by  their  own  exertions  to  maintain 
in  its  integrity  all  that  was  bequeathed  them  by  their  father; 
intending  gradually  to  rise  to  all  the  highest  offices  of  the  State; 
and  to  use  that  liberty  to  which  they  were  born  for  the  good  of 
their  country  and  the  service  of  their  friends.  Is  there  any  one 
of  these  things  that  has  not  been  taken  away  before  it  was 
given  ?  But  surely  it  is  hard  to  give  up  one's  children  ?  It  is 
hard;  but  this  is  harder  still  —  that  they  should  bear  and  suffer 
what  we  are.  doing. 

A  circumstance  which  was  such  as  to  afford  me  no  light  con- 
solation I  cannot  but  mention  to  you,  in  the  hope  that  it  may- 
be allowed  to  contribute  equally  towards  mitigating  your  grief. 
As  I  was  returning  from  Asia,  when  sailing  from  JEgina  in  the 
direction  of  Megara,  I  began  to  look  around  me  at  the  various 
places  by  which  I  was  surrounded.  Behind  me  was  ^Egina,  in 
front  Megara;  on  the  right  the  Piraeus,  on  the  left  Corinth; 
all  of  them  towns  that  in  former  days  were  most  magnificent, 
but  are  now  lying  prostrate  and  in  ruins  before  one's  eyes.  <(Ah 
me,"  I  began  to  reflect  to  myself,  <(we  poor  feeble  mortals,  who 
can  claim  but  a  short  life  in  comparison,  complain  as  though  a 
wrong  was  done  us  if  one  of  our  number  dies  in  the  course  of 
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nature,  or  has  met  his  death  by  violence  and  here  m  one  spot 
are  lying-  stretched  out  before  me  the  corpses  of  so  many  cities! 
Servius,  be  master  of  yourself,  and  remember  that  it  is  the  lot  of 
man  to  which  you  have  been  born.*  Believe  me,  I  found 
myseli  in  no  small  degree  strengthened  by  these  reflections. 
Let  me  advise  you  too,  if  you  think  good,  to  keep  this  reflection 
before  your  eyes.  How  lately  at  one  and  the  same  time  have 
many  of  our  most  illustrious  men  fallen!  how  grave  an  encroach- 
ment has  been  made  on  the  rights  of  the  sovereign  people  of 
Rome!  every  province  in  the  world  has  been  convulsed  with  the 
shock:  if  the  frail  life  of  a  tender  woman  has  gone  too,  who 
being  born  to  the  common  lot  of  man  must  needs  have  died  in 
a  few  short  years,  even  if  the  time  had  not  come  for  her  now, 
are  you  thus  utterly  stricken  down  ? 

Do  you  then  also  recall  your  feelings  and  your  thoughts  from 
dwelling  on  this  subject,  and  as  beseems  your  character  bethink 
yourself  rather  of  this:  that  she  has  lived  as  long  as  life  was  of 
value  to  her;  that  she  has  passed  away  only  together  with  her 
country's  freedom;  that  she  lived  to  see  her  father  elected  Prae- 
tor, Consul,  Augur;  that  she  had  been  the  wife  of  young  men 
of  the  first  rank;  that  after  enjoying  well-nigh  every  blessing 
that  life  can  offer,  she  left  it  only  when  the  Republic  itself  was 
falling.  The  account  is  closed,  and  what  have  you,  what  has 
she,  to  charge  of  injustice  against  Fate  ?  In  a  word,  forget  not 
f^'at  you  are  Cicero  —  that  you  are  he  who  was  always  wont  to 
guide  others  and  give  them  good  advice;  and  be  not  like  those 
quack  physicians  who  when  others  are  sick  boast  that  they  hold 
the  key  of  the  knowledge  of  medicine,  to  heal  themselves  are 
never  able;  but  rather  minister  to  yourself  with  your  own  hand 
the  remedies  which  you  are  in  the  habit  of  prescribing  for 
others,  and  put  them  plainly  before  your  own  soul.  There  is 
no  pain  so  great  but  the  lapse  of  time  will  lessen  and  assuage 
it:  it  is  not  like  yourself  to  wait  until  this  time  comes,  instead 
of  stepping  forward  by  your  philosophy  to  anticipate  that  result. 
And  if  even  those  who  are  low  in  the  grave  have  any  conscious- 
ness at  all,  such  was  her  love  for  you  and  her  tenderness  for  all 
around  her  that  surely  she  does  not  wish  to  see  this  in  you. 
Make  this  a  tribute  then  to  her  who  is  dead;  to  all  your  friends 
and  relations  who  are  mourning  in  your  grief;  and  make  it  to 
your  country  also,  that  if  in  anything  the  need  should  arise  she 
may  be  able  to  trust  to  your  energy  and  guidance.  Finally, 
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since  such  is  the  condition  we  have  come  to,  that  even  this  con- 
sideration must  perforce  be  obeyed,  do  not  let  your  conduct 
induce  any  one  to  believe  that  it  is  not  so  much  your  daughter 
as  the  circumstances  of  the  Republic  and  the  victory  of  others 
which  you  are  deploring. 

I  shrink  from  writing  to  you  at  greater  length  upon  this 
subject,  lest  I  should  seem  to  be  doubtful  of  your  own  good 
sense;  allow  me  therefore  to  put  before  you  one  more  con- 
sideration, and  then  I  will  bring  my  letter  to  a  close.  We  have 
seen  you  not  once  but  many  times  bearing  prosperity  most 
gracefully,  and  gaining  yourself  great  reputation  thereby:  let  us 
see  at  last  that  you  are  capable  also  of  bearing  adversity  equally 
well,  and  that  it  is  not  in  your  eyes  a  heavier  burden  than  it 
ought  to  seem;  lest  we  should  think  that  of  all  the  virtues  this 
is  the  only  one  in  which  you  are  wanting. 

As  for  myself,  when  I  find  you  are  more  composed  in  mind 
I  will  send  you  information  about  all  that  is  being  done  in  these 
parts,  and  the  state  in  which  the  province  finds  itself  at  present. 
Farewell. 


CICERO'S   REPLY  TO  SULPICIUS 

YES,  my  dear  Servius,  I  could  indeed  wish  you  had  been  with 
me,  as  you  say,  at  the  time  of  my  terrible  trial.  How 
much  it  was  in  your  power  to  help  me  if  you  had  been  here, 
by  sympathizing  with,  and  I  may  almost  say,  sharing  equally  in 
my  grief,  I  readily  perceive  from  the  fact  that  after  reading  your 
letter  I  now  feel  myself  considerably  more  composed;  for  not 
only  was  all  that  you  wrote  just  what  is  best  calculated  to  soothe 
affliction,  but  you  yourself  in  comforting  me  showed  that  you  too 
had  no  little  pain  at  heart.  Your  son  Servius  however  has  made 
it  clear,  by  every  kindly  attention  which  such  an  occasion  would 
permit  of,  both  how  great  his  respect  was  for  myself  and  also 
how  much  pleasure  his  kind  feeling  for  me  was  likely  to  give 
you;  and  you  may  be  sure  that,  while  such  attentions  from  him 
have  often  been  more  pleasant  to  me,  they  have  never  made 
me  more  grateful. 

It  is  not  however  only  your  arguments  and  your  equal  share, 
—  I  may  almost  call  it,  —  in  this  affliction  which  comforts  me, 
but  also  your  authority;  because  I  hold  it  shame  in  me  not  to 
be  bearing  my  trouble  in  a  way  that  you,  a  man  endowed  with 
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such  wisdom,  think  it  ought  to  be  borne.  But  at  times  I  do 
feel  broken  down,  and  I  scarcely  make  any  struggle  against 
my  grief,  because  those  consolations  fail  me  which  under  simi- 
lar calamities  were  never  wanting  to  any  of  those  other  people 
whom  I  put  before  myself  as  models  for  imitation.  Both  Fab- 
ius  Maximus,  for  example,  when  he  lost  a  son  who  had  held 
the  consulship,  the  hero  of  many  a  famous  exploit;  and  Lucius 
Paulus,  from  whom  two  were  taken  in  one  week;  and  your  own 
kinsman  Gallus;  and  Marcus  Cato,  who  was  deprived  of  a  son 
of  the  rarest  talents  and  the  rarest  virtue, —  all  these  lived  in 
times  when  their  individual  affliction  was  capable  of  finding  a 
solace  in  the  distinctions  they  used  to  earn  from  their  country. 
For  me,  however,  after  being  stripped  of  all  those  distinctions 
which  you  yourself  recall  to  me,  and  which  I  had  won  for  myself 
by  unparalleled  exertions,  only  that  one  solace  remained  which 
has  been  torn  away.  My  thoughts  were  not  diverted  by  work 
for  my  friends,  or  by  the  administration  of  affairs  of  state; 
there  was  no  pleasure  in  pleading  in  the  courts;  I  could  not 
bear  the  very  sight  of  the  Senate  House;  I  felt,  as  was  indeed 
too  true,  that  I  had  lost  all  the  harvest  of  both  my  industry  and 
my  success.  But  whenever  I  wanted  to  recollect  that  all  this 
was  shared  with  you  and  other  friends  I  could  name,  and  when- 
ever I  was  breaking  myself  in  and  forcing  my  spirit  to  bear 
these  things  with  patience,  I  always  had  a  refuge  to  go  to  where 
I  might  find  peace,  and  in  whose  words  of  comfort  and  sweet 
society  I  could  rid  me  of  all  my  pains  and  griefs.  Whereas  now, 
under  this  terrible  blow,  even  those  old  wounds  which  seemed 
to  have  healed  up  are  bleeding  afresh;  for  it  is  impossible  for 
me  now  to  find  such  a  refuge  from  my  sorrows  at  home  in  the 
business  of  the  State,  as  in  those  days  I  did  in  that  consolation 
of  home,  which  was  always  in  store  whenever  I  came  away  sad 
from  thoughts  of  State  to  seek  for  peace  in  her  happiness.  And 
so  I  stay  away  both  from  home  and  from  public  life;  because 
home  now  is  no  more  able  to  make  up  for  the  sorrow  I  feel 
when  I  think  of  our  country,  than  our  country  is  for  my  sorrow 
at  home.  I  am  therefore  looking  forward  all  the  more  eagerly 
to  your  coming,  and  long  to  see  you  as  early  as  that  may  pos- 
sibly be;  no  greater  alleviation  can  be  offered  me  than  a  meet- 
ing between  us  for  friendly  intercourse  and  conversation.  I  hope 
however  that  your  return  is  to  take  place,  as  I  hear  it  is,  very 
shortly.  As  for  myself,  while  there  are  abundant  reasons  for 
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wanting  to  see  you  as  soon  as  possible,  my  principal  one  is  in 
order  that  we  may  discuss  together  beforehand  the  best  method 
of  conduct  for  present  circumstances,  which  must  entirely  be 
adapted  to  the  wishes  of  one  man  only,  a  man  nevertheless  who 
"s  far-seeing  and  generous,  and  also,  as  I  think  I  have  thoroughly 
ascertained,  to  me  not  at  all  ill-disposed  and  to  you  extremely 
friendly.  But  admitting  this,  it  is  still  a  matter  for  much  delib- 
eration what  is  the  line, —  I  do  not  say  of  action,  but  of  keeping 
quiet, —  that  we  ought  by  his  good  leave  and  favor  to  adopt. 
Farewell. 


A  HOMESICK  EXILE 

I    SEND   this  with   love,    my   dearest   Terentia,    hoping   that  you 
and  my  little  Tullia  and  my  Marcus  are  all  well. 

From  the  letters  of  several  people  and  the  talk  of  every- 
body I  hear  that  your  courage  and  endurance  are  simply 
wonderful,  and  that  no  troubles  of  body  or  mind  can  exhaust 
your  energy.  How  unhappy  I  am  to  think  that  with  all  your 
courage  and  devotion,  your  virtues  and  gentleness,  you  should 
have  fallen  into  such  misfortunes  for  me!  And  my  sweet  Tullia 
too, —  that  she  who  was  once  so  proud  of  her  father  should  have 
to  undergo  such  troubles  owing  to  him!  And  what  shall  I  say 
about  my  boy  Marcus,  who  ever  since  his  faculties  of  perception 
awoke  has  felt  the  sharpest  pangs  of  sorrow  and  misery  ?  Now 
could  I  but  think,  as  you  tell  me,  that  all  this  comes  in  the 
natural  course  of  things,  I  could  bear  it  a  little  easier.  But  it 
has  been  brought  about  entirely  by  my  own  fault,  for  thinking 
myself  loved  by  those  who  were  jealous  of  me,  and  turning  from 
those  who  wanted  to  win  me.  ...  I  have  thanked  the 
people  you  wanted  me  to,  and  mentioned  that  my  information 
came  from  you.  As  to  the  block  of  houses  which  you  tell  me 
you  mean  to  sell  —  why,  good  heaven's!"  my  dear  Terentia,  what 
is  to  be  done!  Oh,  what  troubles  I  have  to  bear!  And  if 
misfortune  continues  to  persecute  us,  what  will  become  of  our 
poor  boy  ?  I  cannot  continue  to  write  —  my  tears  are  too  much 
for  me;  nor  would  I  wish  to  betray  you  into  the  same  emotion. 
All  I  can  say  is  that  if  our  friends  act  up  to  their  bounden 
duty  we  shall  not  want  for  money;  if  they  do  not,  you  will  not 
be  able  to  succeed  only  with  your  own.  Let  our  unhappy  for- 
tunes, I  entreat  you,  be  a  warning  to  us  not  to  ruin  our  boy, 
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who  is  ruined  enough  already.  If  he  only  has  something  to  save 
him  from  absolute  want,  a  fair  share  of  talent  and  a  fair  share 
of  luck  will  be  all  that  is  necessary  to  win  anything  else.  Do 
not  neglect  your  health ;  and  send  me  messengers  with  letters  to 
let  me  know  what  goes  on,  and  how  you  yourselves  are  faring. 
My  suspense  in  any  case  cannot  now  be  long.  Give  my  love  to 
Tiy  little  Tullia  and  my  Marcus. 

DYRRACHIUM,  Nov.   26. 

P.  S.  —  I  have  moved  to  Dyrrachium  because  it  is  not  only  a 
free  city,  but  very  much  in  my  interest,  and  quite  near  to  Italy; 
but  if  the  bustle  of  the  place  proves  an  annoyance  I  shall  betake 
myself  elsewhere  and  give  you  notice. 


CICERO'S   VACILLATION   IN   THE  CIVIL  WAR 

BEING    in    extreme    agitation    about    these    great    and    terrible 
events,  and  having  no  means  of  discussing  matters  with  you 
in  person,  I  want  at  any  rate  to  avail  myself  of  your  judg- 
ment.    Now  the    question    about   which  I   am   in  doubt,  is   simply 
this:     If  Pompeius  should  fly  from  Italy  (which  I  suspect  he  will 
do),   how  do  you  think   I  ought  to  act  ?     To   make  it  easier   for 
you  to  advise    me,   I    will   briefly    set    forth    the    arguments    that 
occur  to  me  on  both  sides  of  the  question. 

The  obligations  that  Pompeius  laid  me  under  in  the  matter  of 
my  restoration,  my  own  intimacy  with  him,  and  also  my  patriot- 
ism, incline  me  to  think  that  I  ought  to  make  my  decision  as 
his  decision,  or  in  other  words,  my  fortunes  as  his  fortunes. 
There  is  this  reason  also:  If  I  stay  behind  and  desert  my  post 
among  that  band  of  true  and  illustrious  patriots,  I  must  perforce 
fall  completely  under  the  yoke  of  one  man.  Now  although  he 
frequently  takes  occasion  to  -show  himself  friendly  to  me  — 
indeed,  as  you  well  know,  anticipating  this  storm  that  is  now 
hanging  over  our  heads,  I  took  good  care  that  he  should  be  so 
long  ago  —  still  I  have  to  consider  two  different  questions:  first, 
how  far  can  I  trust  him;  and  secondly,— assuming  it  to  be  abso- 
lutely certain  that  he  is  friendly  disposed  to  me, —  would  it  show 
the  brave  man  or  the  honest  citizen  to  remain  in  a  city  where 
one  has  filled  the  highest  offices  of  peace  and  war,  achieved 
immortal  deeds,  and  been  crowned  with  the  honors  of  her  most 
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dignified  priesthood,  only  to  become  an  empty  name  and  undergo 
some  risk,  attended  also  very  likely  with  considerable  disgrace, 
should  Pompeius  ever  again  grasp  the  helm  ?  So  much  for  this 
side ;  see  now  what  may  be  said  on  the  other. 

Pompeius  has  in  our  cause  done  nothing  wisely,  nothing 
strongly ;  nothing,  I  may  add,  that  has  not'  been  contrary  to  my 
opinion  and  advice.  I  pass  over  those  old  complaints,  that  it 
was  he  who  himself  nourished  this  enemy  of  the  republic,  gave 
him  his  honors,  put  the  sword  into  his  hand  —  that  it  was  he 
who  advised  him  to  force  laws  through  by  violence,  trampling  on 
the  warnings  of  religion  —  that  it  was  he  who  made  the  addi- 
tion of  Transalpine  Gaul,  he  who  is  his  son-in-law,  he  who  as 
Augur  allowed  the  adoption  of  Clodius;  who  showed  more  activity 
in  recalling  me  than  in  preventing  my  exile;  who  took  it  on  him 
to  extend  Caesar's  term  of  government;  who  supported  all  his 
proceedings  while  he  was  away;  that  he  too  even  in  his  third 
consulship,  after  he  had  begun  to  pose  as  a  defender  of  the  con- 
stitution, actually  exerted  himself  to  get  the  ten  tribunes  to  pro- 
pose that  absence  should  not  invalidate  the  election;  nay  more, 
he  expressly  sanctioned  this  by  one  of  his  own  acts,  and  opposed 
the  consul  Marcus  Marcellus,  who  proposed  that  the  tenure  of 
the  Gallic  provinces  should  come  to  an  end  on  the  ist  of  March 
—  but  anyhow,  to  pass  over  all  this,  what  could  be  more  dis- 
creditable, what  more  blundering,  than  this  evacuation  of  the 
city,  or  I  had  better  say,  this  ignominious  flight  ?  What  terms 
ought  not  to  have  been  accepted  sooner  than  abandon  our  coun- 
try ?  The  terms  were  bad  ?  That  I  allow ;  but  is  anything  worse 
than  this  ?  But  he  will  win  back  the  constitution  ?  When  ? 
What  preparations  have  been  made  to  warrant  such  a  hope  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  all  Picenum  ?  have  we  not  left  open  the  road 
to  the  capital  ?  have  we  not  abandoned  the  whole  of  our  treasure, 
public  and  private,  to  the  foe  ?  In  a  word,  there  is  no  common 
cause,  no  strength,  no  centre,  to.  draw  such  people  together  as 
might  yet  care  to  show  fight  for  the  Republic.  Apulia  has  been 
chosen  —  the  most  thinly  populated  part  of  Italy,  and  the  most 
remote  from  the  line  of  movement  of  this  war:  it  would  seem 
that  in  despair  they  were  looking  for  flight,  with  some  easy 
access  to  the  coast.  I  took  the  charge  of  Capua  much  against 
my  will  —  not  that  I  would  evade  that  duty,  but  in  a  cause  which 
evoked  no  sympathy  from  any  class  as  a  whole,  nor  any  openly 
even  from  individuals  (there  was  some  of  course  among  the  good 
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citizens,  but  as  languid  as  usual),  and  where  I  saw  for  myself 
that  the  mass  of  the  people,  and  all  the  lowest  stratum,  were 
more  and  more  inclined  to  the  other  side,  many  even  longing  for 
a  revolution,  I  told  him  to  his  face  I  would  undertake  to  do 
nothing  without  forces  and  without  money.  Consequently  I  have 
had  no  responsibility  at  all,  because  I  saw  from  the  very  first 
that  nothing  was  really  intended  but  flight.  Say  that  I  now 
follow  this ;  then  whither  ?  Not  with  him ;  I  had  already  set  out 
to  join  him  when  I  found  that  Caesar  was  in  those  parts,  so  that 
I  could  not  safely  reach  Luceria.  I  must  sail  by  the  western 
sea,  in  the  depth  of  winter,  not  knowing  where  to  steer  for. 
And  again,  what  about  being  with  my  brother,  or  leaving  him 
and  taking  my  son  ?  How  then  must  I  act,  since  either  alterna- 
tive will  involve  the  greatest  difficulty,  the  greatest  mental 
anxiety?  And  then,  too,  what  a  raid  he  will  make  on  me  and 
my  fortunes  when  I  am  out  of  the  way  —  fiercer  than  on  other 
people,  because  he  will  think  perhaps  that  in  outrages  on  me  he 
holds  a  means  of  popularity.  Again,  these  fetters,  remember, — 
I  mean  these  laurels  on  my  attendants'  staves, — how  inconvenient 
it  is  to  take  them  out  of  Italy!  What  place  indeed  will  be  safe 
for  me,  supposing  I  now  find  the  sea  calm  enough,  before  I 
have  actually  joined  him  ?  though  where  that  will  be  and  how 
to  get  there,  I  have  no  notion. 

On  the  other  hand,  say  that  I  stop  where  I  am  and  find 
some  place  on  this  side  of  the  water,  then  my  conduct  will  pre- 
cisely resemble  that  of  Philippus,  or  Lucius  Flaccus,  or  Quintus 
Mucius  under  Cinna's  reign  of  terror.  And  however  this  decision 
ended  for  the  last-named,  yet  still  he  at  any  rate  used  to  say 
that  he  saw  what  really  did  happen  would  occur,  but  that  it  was 
his  deliberate  choice  in  preference  to  marching  sword  in  hand 
against  the  homes  of  the  very  city  that  gave  him  birth.  With 
Thrasybulus  it  was  otherwise,  and  perhaps  better;  but  still  there 
is  a  sound  basis  for  the  policy  and  sentiments  of  Mucius;  as 
there  is  also  for  this  [which  Philippus  did]:  to  wait  for  your 
opportunity  when  you  must,  just  as  much  as  not  to  lose  your 
opportunity  when  it  is  given.  But  even  in  this  case,  those  staves 
again  of  my  attendants  still  involve  some  awkwardness;  for  say 
that  his  feelings  are  friendly  to  me  (I  am  not  sure  that  this  is 
so,  but  let  us  assume  it),  then  he  will  offer  me  a  triumph.  I 
fear  that  to  decline  may  be  perilous — [to  accept]  an  offense  with 
all  good  citizens.  Ah,  you  exclaim,  what  a  difficult,  what  an 
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insoluble  problem !  Yet  the  solution  must  be  found ;  for  what 
can  one  do  ?  And  lest  you  should  have  formed  the  idea  that  I 
am  rather  inclined  towards  staying  because  I  have  argued  more 
on  that  side  of  the  question,  it  is  quite  possible,  as  is  so  fre- 
quently the  case  in  debates,  that  one  side  has  more  words,  the 
other  more  worth.  Therefore  I  should  be  glad  if  when  you  give 
me  your  opinion  you  would  look  upon  me  as  making  up  my 
mind  quite  dispassionately  on  a  most  important  question.  I  have 
a  ship  both  at  Caieta  and  at  Brundisium. 

But  lo  and  behold,  while  I  am  writing  you  these  very  lines 
by  night  in  my  house  at  Cales,  in  come  the  couriers,  and  here  is 
a  letter  to  say  that  Caesar  is  before  Corfinium,  and  that  in  Cor- 
finium  is  Domitius,  with  an  army  resolute  and  even  eager  for 
battle.  I  do  not  think  our  chief  will  go  so  far  as  to  be  guilty 
of  abandoning  Domitius,  though  it  is  true  he  had  already  sent 
Scipio  on  before  with  two  cohorts  to  Brundisium,  and  written  a 
dispatch  to  the  consuls  ordering  that  the  legion  enrolled  by 
Faustus  should  go  under  the  command  of  one  consul  to  Sicily: 
but  it  is  a  scandal  that  Domitius  should  be  left  to  his  fate  when 
he  is  imploring  him  for  help.  There  is  some  hope,  not  in  my 
opinion  a  very  good  one,  but  strong  in  these  parts,  that  there 
has  been  a  battle  in  the  Pyrenees  between  Afranius  and  Tre- 
bonius;  that  Trebonius  has  been  beaten  off;  that  your  friend 
Fabius  also  has  come  over  to  us  with  all  his  troops;  and  to 
crown  it  all,  that  Afranius  is  advancing  with  a  strong  force.  If 
this  be  so,  we  shall  perhaps  make  a  stand  in  Italy.  As  for  me, 
since  Caesar's  route  is  uncertain  —  he  is  expected  about  equally  by 
way  of  Capua  and  of  Luceria  —  I  have  sent  Lepta  to  Pompeius 
with  a  letter,  while  I  myself,  for  fear  of  falling  in  with  him  any- 
where, have  started  again  for  Formiae.  I  thought  it  best  to  let 
you  know  this,  and  am  writing  with  more  composure  than  I  have 
written  of  late ;  not  inserting  any  opinion  of  my  own,  but  trying 
to  elicit  yours. 
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CICERO'S   CORRESPONDENTS 

IT  SEEMS  desirable  to  add  a  few  letters  by  other  hands  than 
Cicero's,  to  indicate  the  manifold  side-lights  thrown  on  the  inner  his- 
tory of  this  intensely  interesting  period.  Sulpicius's  famous  attempt 
at  consolation  has  already  been  given  above.  Two  brief  letters  by 
Caesar  will  illustrate  the  dictator's  marvelous  ability  to  comprehend 
and  control  other  men.  Pompey's  gruff  rudeness  forms  a  contrast 
which  is  hardly  accidental  on  the  editor's  part.  Caelius's  wit  is  bit- 
ing as  ever;  and  lastly,  Matius's  protest  against  being  persecuted 
merely  because  he,  who  loved  Caesar,  openly  mourned  for  his  dead 
friend,  has  an  unconscious  tone  of  simple  heroism  unequaled  in  the 
entire  correspondence.  w.  c.  L. 


OESAR  TO   CICERO 

You   know  me   too  well   not   to  keep  up  your  character  as  an 
Augur  by  divining  that  nothing  is  more  entirely  alien  from 
my  nature  than  cruelty:   I  will  add  that  while  my  decision 
is  in  itself  a  great  source  of  pleasure  to  me,  to  find  my  conduct 
approved  by  you  is  a  triumph  of  gratification.     Nor  does  the  fact 
at  all  disturb  me  that  those  people  whom   I  have  set  at  liberty 
are  reported  to  have   gone  their  ways  only  to  renew  the  attack 
upon  me;  because  there  is  nothing  I  wish  more  than  that  I  may 
ever  be  as  true  to  my  own  character  as  they  to  theirs. 

May  I  hope  that  you  will  be  near  town  when  I  am  there,  so 
that  I  may  as  usual  avail  myself  in  everything  of  your  advice 
and  means  of  assistance  ?  Let  me  assure  you  that  I  am  charmed 
beyond  everything  with  your  relation  Dolabella,  to  whom  I  shall 
acknowledge  myself  indeed  indebted  for  this  obligation;  for  his 
kindliness  is  so  great,  and  his  feeling  and  affection  for  me  are 
such,  that  he  cannot  possibly  do  otherwise. 

CAESAR  TO    CICERO 

THOUGH    I    had    fully   made   up   my  mind    that    you   would   do 
nothing  rashly,  nothing  imprudently,  still  I  was  so  far  im- 
pressed by  the  rumors  in  some  quarters  as  to  think  it  my 
duty  to  write   to  you,  and  ask  it   as  a  favor  due  to  our  mutual 
regard  that   you  will  not   take  any  step,  now  that  the  scale  is  so 
decisively  turned,  which  you  would  not  have  thought  it  necessary 
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to  take  even  though  the  balance  still  stood  firm.  For  it  will 
really  be  both  a  heavier  blow  to  our  friendship,  and  a  step  on 
your  part  still  less  judicious  for  yourself,  if  you  are  to  be  thought 
not  even  to  have  bowed  the  knee  to  success  —  for  things  seem  to 
have  fallen  out  as  entirely  favorably  for  us  as  disastrously  for 
them;  nor  yet  to  have  been  drawn  by  attachment  to  a  particu- 
lar cause  —  for  thaf  has  undergone  no  change  since  you  decided 
to  remain  aloof  from  their  counsels;  —  but  to  have  passed  a  stern 
judgment  on  some  act  of  mine,  than  which,  from  you,  no  more 
painful  thing  could  befall  me;  and  I  claim  the  right  of  our 
friendship  to  entreat  that  you  will  not  take  this  course. 

Finally,  what  more  suitable  part  is  there  for  a  good  peace- 
loving  man,  and  a  good  citizen,  than  to  keep  aloof  from  civil 
dissensions  ?  There  were  not  a  few  who  admired  this  course,  but 
could  not  adopt  it  by  reason  of  its  danger:  you,  after  having 
duly  weighed  both  the  conclusions  of  friendship  and  the  unmis- 
takable evidence  of  my  whole  life,  will  find  that  there  is  no 
safer  nor  more  honorable  course  than  to  ^eep  entirely  aloof 
from  the  struggle. 

POMPEY  TO  CICERO 

TO-DAY,  the    roth   of   February,  Fabius  Vergilianus   has   joined 
me.     From    him    I    learn    that    Domitius    with    his    eleven 
cohorts,   and   fourteen    cohorts    that    Vibullius   has   brought 
up,  is  on   his  way  to  me.     His   intention  was  to  start  from  Cor- 
finium  on  the  isth,   Hirrus  to  follow  soon  after  with   five   of  the 
cohorts.     I  decide  that  you  are  to   come  to  us  at  Luceria;  here, 
I  think,  you  will  be  most  in  safety. 


C^ELIUS   IN   ROME  TO   CICERO   IN   CILICIA 

THE  capture  of  his  Parthian  Majesty  and  the  storming  of   Se< 
leuceia  itself  had  not  been  enough  to  compensate  for  missing 
the  sight  of  our  doings  here.     Your  eyes  would  never  have 
ached  again  if  you  had  only  seen  the  face  of  Domitius  when  he 
was  not   elected !     The   election  was   important,  and   it  was  quite 
clear  that  party  feeling  determined  the    side  which   people   took: 
only  a  few  could  be  brought  to  acknowledge  the  claims  of  friend- 
ship.    Consequently    Domitius    is    so    furious    with    me    that    he 
scarcely  hates   any  of   his   most   intimate   friends   as  much  as  he 
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does  me;  and  all  the  more  because  he  thinks  that  it  was  to  do 
him  wrong  that  his  hopes  of  being  in  the  College  of  Augurs  are 
snatched  away,  and  that  I  am  responsible  for  it.  He  is  savage 
now  to  see  everybody  so  delighted  at  his  mortification,  and 
myself  more  active  than  anybody,  with  one  exception,  on  behalf 
of  Antonius. 

As  to  political  prospects,  I  have  often  mentioned  to  you  that 
I  do  not  see  any  chance  of  peace  lasting  a  year;  and  the  nearer 
that  struggle  which  must  infallibly  take  place,  is  drawing  to  us, 
the  more  manifest  does  its  danger  become.  The  point  at  issue 
about  which  our  lords  and  masters  are  going  to  fight  is  this: 
Pompeius  has  absolutely  determined  not  to  allow  Caesar  to  be 
elected  consul  on  any  terms  except  a  previous  resignation  of  his 
army  and  his  government,  while  Caesar  is  convinced  that  he 
must  inevitably  fall  if  he  separates  himself  from  his  army.  He 
offers  however  this  compromise,  that  they  should  both  of  them 
resign  their  armies.  So  you  see  their  great  affection  for  one 
another  and  their  much-abused  alliance  has  not  even  dwindled 
down  into  suppressed  jealousy,  but  has  broken  out  into  open 
war.  Nor  can  I  discover  what  is  the  wisest  course  to  take  in 
my  own  interests :  a  question  which  I  make  no  doubt  will  give 
much  trouble  to  you  also.  For  while  I  have  both  interest  and 
connections  among  those  who  are  on  one  side,  on  the  other  too  it 
is  the  cause  and  not  the  men  themselves  I  dislike.  You  are  not,  I 
feel  sure,  blind  to  the  fact  that  where  parties  are  divided  within 
a  country,  we  are  bound,  so  long  as  the  struggle  is  carried  on 
with  none  but  constitutional  weapons,  to  support  the  more  honor- 
able cause,  but  when  we  come  to  blows  and  to  open  war,  then 
the  safer  one;  and  to  count  that  cause  the  better  which  is  the 
less  likely  to  be  dangerous.  In  the  present  division  of  feeling  I 
see  that  Pompeius  will  have  the  Senate  and  all  judicially  minded 
people  on  his  side;  those  who  have  everything  tc  dread  and  little 
to  hope  for  will  flock  to  Caesar:  the  army  is  not  to  be  compared. 
On  the  whole,  we  have  plenty  of  time  for  balancing  the  strength 
of  parties  and  making  our  decision. 

1  had  all  but  forgotten  my  principal  reason  for  writing.  Have 
you  heard  of  the  wonderful  doings  of  our  censor  Appius — how 
he  is  rigorously  inquiring  into  our  statues  and  pictures,  our 
amount  of  land,  and  our  debts  ?  He  has  persuaded  himself  that 
Ms  censorship  is  a  moral  soap  or  toilet  powder.  He  is  wrong,  I 
take  it ;  for  while  he  only  wants  :o  wash  off  the  dirt,  he  is  really 
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laying  bare  his  veins  and  his  flesh.  Heaven  and  earth !  you 
must  run,  and  come  to  laugh  at  the  things  here  —  Appius  ques- 
tioning about  pictures  and  statues.  You  must  make  haste,  I 
assure  you. 

Our  friend  Curio  is  thought  to  have  acted  wisely  in  giving 
way  about  the  pay  of  Pompeius's  troops.  If  I  must  sum  up  my 
opinion,  as  you  ask,  about  what  will  happen  —  unless  one  or 
other  of  them  consents  to  go  and  fight  the  Parthians,  I  see  a 
great  split  impending,  which  will  be  settled  by  the  sword  and 
by  force;  each  is  well  inclined  for  this  and  well  equipped.  If  it 
could  only  be  without  danger  to  yourself,  you  would  find  this  a 
great  and  most  attractive  drama  which  Fortune  is  rehearsing. 


MATIUS   TO   CICERO 

I  RECEIVED  great  pleasure  from  your  letter,  because  I  found  that 
your  opinion  of  me  was  what  I  had  hoped  and  wished  it  to 

be;  not  that  I  was  in  any  doubt  about  it,  but  for  the  very 
reason  that  I  valued  it  so  .highly,  I  was  most  anxious  that  it 
should  remain  unimpaired.  Conscious  however  that  I  had  done 
nothing  which  could  give  offense  to  the  feelings  of  any  good 
citizen,  I  was  naturally  the  less  inclined  to  believe  that  you, 
adorned  as  you  are  with  so  many  excellences  of  the  most  admi- 
rable kind,  could  have  allowed  yourself  to  be  convinced  of  any- 
thing on  mere  idle  report;  particularly  seeing  that  you  were  a 
friend  for  whom  my  spontaneous  attachment  had  been  and  still 
was  unbroken.  And  knowing  now  that  it  has  been  as  I  hoped, 
I  will  answer  those  attacks  which  you  have  often  opposed  on  my 
behalf,  as  was  fairly  to  be  expected  from  your  well-known  gen- 
erosity and  the  friendship  existing  between  us. 

For  I  am  well  aware  of  all  they  have  been  heaping  on  me 
since  Caesar's  death.  They  make  it  a  reproach  against  me  that  I 
go  heavily  for  the  loss  of  a  friend,  and  think  it  cruel  that  one 
whom  I  loved  should  have  fallen,  because,  say  they,  country 
must  be  put  before  friends  —  as  though  they  have  hitherto  been 
successful  in  proving  that  his  death  really  was  the  gain  of  the 
commonwealth.  But  I  will  not  enter  any  subtle  plea;  I  admit 
that  I  have  not  attained  to  your  higher  grades  of  philosophy:  for 
I  have  neither  been  a  partisan  of  Caesar  in  our  civil  dissensions, 
1 — though  I  did  not  abandon  my  friend  .even  when  his  action 


MARCUS  TULLIUS  CICERO 

was  a  stumbling-block  to  me, —  nor  did  I  ever  give  my  approval 
to  the  civil  war,  or  even  to  the  actual  ground  of  quarrel,  of 
which  indeed  I  earnestly  desired  that  the  first  sparks  should  be 
trampled  out.  And  so  in  the  triumph  of  a  personal  friend  I 
was  never  ensnared  by  the  charms  either  of  place  or  of  money; 
prizes  which  have  been  recklessly  abused  by  the  rest,  though  they 
had  less  influence  with  him  than  I  had.  I  may  even  say  that 
my  own  private  property  was  impaired  by  that  act  of  Caesar, 
thanks  to  which  many  of  those  who  are  rejoicing  at  Caesar's 
death  continued  to  live  in  their  own  country.  That  our  defeated 
fellow  countrymen  should  be  spared  was  as  much  an  object  to 
me  as  my  own  safety.  Is  it  possible  then  for  me,  who  wanted 
all  to  be  left  uninjured,  not  to  feel  indignation  that  he  by  whom 
this  was  secured  is  dead  ?  above  all  when  the  very  same  men 
were  the  cause  at  once  of  his  unpopularity  and"  his  untimely  end. 
You  shall  smart  then,  say  they,  since  you  dare  to  disapprove  of 
our  deed.  What  unheard-of  insolence!  One  man  then  may 
boast  of  a  deed,  which  another  is  not  even  allowed  to  lament 
without  punishment.  Why,  even  slaves  have  always  been  free 
of  this  —  to  feel  their  fears,  their  joys,  their  sorrows  as  their 
own,  and  not  at  anybody  else's  dictation;  and  these  are  the  very 
things  which  now,  at  least  according  to  what  your  <(  liberators w 
have  always  in  their  mouths,  they  are  trying  to  wrest  from  us 
by  terrorism.  But  they  try  in  vain.  There  is  no  danger  which 
has  terrors  enough  ever  to  make  me  desert  the  side  of  gratitude 
or  humanity;  for  never  have  I  thought  that  death  in  a  good 
cause  is  to  be  shunned,  often  indeed  that  it  deserves  to  be 
courted.  But  why  are  they  inclined  to  be  enraged  with  me,  if 
my  wishes  are  simply  that  they  may  come  to  regret  their  deed, 
desiring  as  I  do  that  Caesar's  death  may  be  felt  to  be  untimely 
by  us  all  ?  It  is  my  duty  as  a  citizen  to  desire  the  preservation 
of  the  constitution  ?  Well,  unless  both  my  life  in  the  past  and 
all  my  hopes  for  the  future  prove  without  any  words  of  min 
that  I  do  earnestly  desire  this,  I  make  no  demand  to  prove  it 
by  my  professions. 

To  you  therefore  I  make  a  specially  §  earnest  appeal  to  let 
facts  come  before  assertions,  and  to  take  my  word  for  it  that,  if 
you  feel  that  honesty  is  the  best  policy,  it  is  impossible  I  should 
have  any  association  with  lawless  villains.  Or  can  you  believe 
that  the  principles  I  pursued  in  the  days  of  my  youth,  when 
even  error  could  pass  with  some  excuse,  I  shall  renounce  now 
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that  I  am  going  down  the  hill,  and  with  my  own  hands  unravel 
all  the  web  of  my  life  ?  That  I  will  not  do ;  nor  yet  will  I  com- 
mit any  act  that  could  give  offense,  beyond  the  fact  that  I  do 
lament  the  sad  fall  of  one  who  was  to  me  the  dearest  friend 
and  the  most  illustrious  of  men.  But  were  I  otherwise  disposed, 
I  would  never  den)  what  I  was  doing,  lest  it  should  be  thought 
I  was  at  once  shameless  in  doing  wrong  and  false  and  cowardly 
in  dissembling  it. 

But  then  I  undertook  the  management  of  those  games  which 
Caesar's  heir  celebrated  for  Caesar's  victory  ?  Well,  this  is  a  mat- 
ter which  belongs  to  one's  private  obligations,  not  to  any  politi- 
cal arrangement;  it  was  however  in  the  first  place  a  tribute  of 
respect  which  I  was  called  upon  to  pay  to  the  memory  and  the 
eminent  position  of  a  man  whom  I  dearly  loved,  even  though  he 
was  dead,  and  also  one  that  I  could  not  refuse  at  the  request  of 
a  young  man  so  thoroughly  promising,  and  so  worthy  in  every 
rvay  of  Caesar  as  he  is. 

Again,  I  have  frequently  paid  visits  of  compliment  to  the  con- 
sul Antonius.  And  you  will  find  that  the  very  men  who  think 
me  but  a  lukewarm  patriot  are  constantly  going  to  his  house 
in  crowds,  actually  for  the  purpose  of  soliciting  or  carrying  away 
some  favor.  But  what  a  monstrous  claim  it  is,  that  while  Caesar 
never  laid  any  such  embargo  as  this  to  prevent  me  from  associ- 
ating freely  with  anybody  I  pleased, —  even  if  they  were  people 
whom  he  personally  did  not  like, —  these  men  who  have  robbed 
me  of  my  friend  should  attempt  by  malicious  insinuations  to 
prevent  my  showing  a  kindness  to  whomsoever  I  will! 

I  have  however  no  fear  that  the  moderation  of  my  life  will 
hereafter  prove  an  insufficient  defense  against  false  insinuations, 
and  that  even  those  who  do  not  love  me,  because  of  my  loyalty 
to  Caesar,  would  not  rather  have  their  own  friend  imitate  me 
than  themselves.  Such  of  life  as  remains  to  me,  at  least  if  I 
succeed  in  what  I  desire,  I  shall  spend  in  quiet  at  Rhodes;  but 
if  I  find  that  some  chance  has  put  a  stop  to  this,  I  shall  simply 
live  at  Rome  as  one  who  is  always  desirous  that  right  should  be 
done. 

I  am  deeply  grateful  to  our  good  friend  Trebatius  for  having 
thus  disclosed  to  me  your  sincere  and  friendly  feeling,  and  given 
me  even  an  additional  reason  for  honoring  and  paying  respect 
to  one  whom  it  has  always  been  a  pleasure  to  me  to  regard  as 
a  friend.  Farewell  heartily,  and  let  me  have  your  esteem. 
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THE   DREAM   OF  SCIPIO 

From  the  Dialogue   <The   Republic  >:   Translation  of  Prof.  T.  R.  Lounsbury. 
Copyrighted  by  Ginn  &  Co. 

WHEN  I  went  into  Africa  with  the  consul  Manius  Manilius, 
holding  the  rank,  as  you  are  aware,  of  military  tribune 
of  the  fourth  legion,  nothing  lay  nearer  to  my  heart  than 
to  meet  Masinissa,  a  king  who,  for  good  reasons,  was  on  the 
most  friendly  terms  with  our  family.  When  I  had  come  to  him, 
the  old  man  embraced  me  with  tears,  and  then  looking  up  to 
heaven,  said :  — <(  I  give  thanks  to  thee,  O  supremest  Sol,  and  to 
you,  ye  inhabitants  of  heaven!  that  before  I  depart  this  life  I 
behold  in  my  dominions,  and  under  this  roof,  Publius  Cornelius 
Scipio,  by  whose  very  name  I  am  revived:  so  never  passes  away 
from  my  mind  the  memory  of  that  best  and  most  invincible  hero." 
Thereupon  I  made  inquiries  of  him  as  to  the  state  of  his  own 
kingdom,  and  he  of  me  as  to  our  republic;  and  with  many  words 
uttered  on  both  sides,  we  spent  the  whole  of  that  day. 

Moreover,  after  partaking  of  a  repast  prepared  with  royal 
magnificence,  we  prolonged  the  conversation  late  into  the  night. 
The  old  man  would  speak  of  nothing  but  Africanus,  and  remem> 
bered  not  only  all  his  deeds,  but  likewise  his  sayings.  .  After 
we  parted  to  go  to  bed,  a  sounder  sleep  than  usual  fell  upon 
me,  partly  on  account  of  weariness  occasioned  by  the  journey, 
and  partly  because  I  had  stayed  up  to  a  late  hour.  Then  Africa- 
nus appeared  to  me,  I  think  in  consequence  of  what  we  had 
been  talking  about;  for  it  often  happens  that  our  thoughts  and 
speeches  bring  about  in  ^leep  something  of  that  illusion  of  which 
Ennius  writes  in  regard  to  himself  and  Homer,  of  which  poet 
he  was  very  often  accustomed  to  think  and  speak  while  awake. 
Africanus  showed  himself  to  me  in  that  form  which  was  better 
known  to  me  from  his  ancestral  image  than  from  my  recollection 
of  his  person.  As  soon  as  I  recognized  him  I  was  seized  with 
a  fit  of  terror;  but  he  thereupon  said:  — 

«Be  of  good  courage,  O  Scipio!  Lay  aside  fear,  and  commit 
to  memory  these  things  which  I  am  about  to  say.  Do  you  see 
that  State  which,  compelled  by  me  to  submit  to  the  Roman 
people,  renews  its  former  wars,  and  cannot  endure  to  remain  at 
peace  ? })  At  these  words,  from  a  certain  lustrous  and  bright 
place,  very  high  and  full  of  stars,  he  pointed  out  to  me  Carthage. 
«  To  fight  against  that  city  thou  now  comest  in  a  rank  but  little 
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above  that  of  a  private  soldier;  but  in  two  years  from  this  time 
thou  shalt  as  consul  utterly  overthrow  it,  and  in  consequence 
shalt  gain  by  thy  own  exertions  that  very  surname  of  Africanus 
which  up  to  this  time  thou  hast  inherited  from  us.  But  when 
thou  shalt  have  destroyed  Carthage,  shalt  have  had  the  honor  of 
a  triumph,  and  shalt  have  been  censor,  thou  shalt  during  thy 
absence  be  chosen  consul  for  a  second  time,  shalt  put  an  end  to 
to  a  great  war,  and  lay  Numantia  in  ruins.  But  when  thou 
shalt  be  carried  in  thy  triumphal  chariot  to  the  capitol,  thou 
wilt  find  the  republic  disturbed  by  the  designs  of  my  grandson. 
Then,  O  Scipio!  it  will  be  necessary  that  thou  exhibit  the  purity 
and  greatness  of  thy  heart,  thy  soul,  and  thy  judgment.  But 
I  see  at  that  time  a  double  way  disclose  itself,  as  if  the  Fates 
were  undecided;  for  when  thy  life  shall  have  completed  eight 
times  seven  revolutions  of  the  sun,  and  these  two  numbers  (each 
one  of  which  is  looked  upon  as  perfect;  the  one  for  one  reason, 
the  other  for  another)  shall  have  accomplished  for  thee  by 
their  natural  revolution  the  fatal  product,  to  thee  alone  and 
to  thy  name  the  whole  State  shall  turn;  upon  thee  the  Senate, 
upon  thee  all  good  men,  upon  thee  the  allies,  upon  thee  the 
Latins,  will  fasten  their  eyes;  thou  wilt  be  the  one  upon  whom 
the  safety  of  the  State  shall  rest;  and  in  short,  as  dictator,  it 
will  be.  incumbent  on  thee  to  establish  and  regulate  the  republic, 
if  thou  art  successful  in  escaping  the  impious  hands  of  kinsmen. }) 

At  this  point,  Laelius  uttered  an  exclamation  of  sorrow,  and 
the  rest  groaned  more  deeply;  but  Scipio,  slightly  smiling,  said, 
Keep  silence,  I  beg  of  you.  Do  not  awake  me  from  my  dream, 
and  hear  the  rest  of  his  words:  — 

(<  But,  O  Africanus !  that  thou  mayest  be  the  more  zealous  in 
the  defense  of  the  republic,  know  this:  For  all  who  have  pre- 
served, who  have  succored,  who  have  aggrandized  their  country, 
there  is  in  heaven  a  certain  fixed  place,  where  they  enjoy  an 
eternal  life  of  blessedness.  For  to  that  highest  God  who  gov- 
erns the  whole  world  there  is  nothing  which  can  be  done  on 
earth  more  dear  than  those  combinations  of  men  and  unions, 
made  under  the  sanction  of  law,  which  are  called  States.  The 
rulers  and  preservers  of  them  depart  from  this  place,  and  to  it 
they  re  turn.  ^ 

I  had  been  filled  with  terror,  not  so  much  at  the  fear  of 
death  as  at  the  prospect  of  treachery  on  the  part  of  those  akin 
to  me;  nevertheless  at  this  point  I  had  the  courage  to  ask 
whether  my  father  Paulus  was  living,  and  others  whom  we 
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thought  to  be  annihilated.  c< Certainly , »  said  he:  "they  alone 
live  who  have  been  set  free  from  the  fetters  of  the  body,  as  if 
from  prison;  for  that  which  you  call  your  life  is  nothing  but 
death.  Nay,  thou  mayest  even  behold  thy  father  Paulus  coming 
towards  thee.^ 

No  sooner  had  I  seen  him  than  I  burst  into  a  violent  fit  of 
tears;  but  he  thereupon,  embracing  and  kissing  me,  forbade  my 
weeping.  I,  as  soon  as  I  had  checked  my  tears  and  was  able 
again  to  speak,  said  to  him,  <(  Tell  me,  I  beseech  thee,  'O  best 
and  most  sacred  father!  since  this  is  life,  as  I  hear  Africanus 
say,  why  do  I  tarry  upon  earth  ?  Why  shall  I  not  hasten  to  go  to 
you  ? }>  — ((  Not  so, >J  said  he ;  <(  not  until  that  God,  whose  temple 
is  all  this  which  thou  seest,  shall  have  freed  thee  from  the 
bonds  of  the  body,  can  any  entrance  lie  open  to  thee  here. 
For  men  are  brought  into  the  world  with  this  design,  that  they 
may  protect  and  preserve  that  globe  which  thou  seest  in  the 
middle  of  this  temple,  and  which  is  called  ( Earth. >  To  them  a 
soul  is  given  from  these  everlasting  fires  which  you  name  con- 
stellations and  stars,  which,  in  the  form  of  globes  and  spheres, 
run  with  incredible  rapidity  the  rounds  of  their  orbits  under  the 
impulse  of  divine  intelligences.  Wherefore  by  thee,  O  Publius! 
and  by  all  pious  men,  the  soul  must  be  kept  in  the  guardianship 
of  the  body;  nor  without  the  command  of  Him  by  whom  it  is 
give*n  to  you  can  there  be  any  departure  from  this  mortal  life, 
lest  you  seem  to  have  shunned  the  discharge  of  that  duty  as 
men  which  has  been  assigned  to  you  by  God.  But,  O  Scipio! 
like  as  thy  grandfather  who  stands  here,  like  as  I  who  gave 
thee  life,  cherish  the  sense  of  justice  and  loyal  affection;  which 
latter,  in  however  great  measure  due  to  thy  parents  and  kins- 
men, is  most  of  all  due  to  thy  country.  Such  a  life  is  the  way 
to  heaven,  and  to  that  congregation  of  those  who  have  ended 
their  days  on  earth,  and  freed  from  the  body,  dwell  in  that 
place  which  you  see, —  that  place  which,  as  you  have  learned 
from  the  Greeks,  you  are  in  the  habit  of  calling  the  Milky  Way." 

This  was  a  circle,  shining  among  the  celestial  fires  with  a 
most  brilliant  whiteness.  As  I  looked  from  it,  all  other  things 
seemed  magnificent  and  wonderful.  Moreover,  they  were  such 
stars  as  we  have  never  seen  from  this  point  of  space,  and  all  of 
such  magnitude  as  we  have  never  even  suspected.  Among  them, 
that  was  the  least  which,  the  farthest  from  heaven,  and  the 
nearest  to  earth,  shone  with  a  borrowed  light.  But  the  starry 
globes  far  exceeded  the  size  of  the  earth:  indeed  the  earth 
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itself  appeared  to  me  so  small  that  I  had  a  feeling  of  mortifica- 
tion at  the  sight  of  our  empire,  which  took  up  what  seemed  to 
be  but  a  point  of  it. 

As  I  kept  my  eyes  more  intently  fixed  upon  this  spot,  Afri- 
canus  said  to  me :  — (<  How  long,  I  beg  of  thee,  will  thy  spirit  be 
chained  down  to  earth  ?  Seest  thou  not  into  what  a  holy  place 
thou  hast  come  ?  Everything  is  bound  together  in  nine  circles, 
or  rather  spheres,  of  which  the  farthest  is  the  firmament,  which 
embraces  the  rest,  is  indeed  the  supreme  God  himself,  confining 
and  containing  all  the  others.  To  that  highest  heaven  are  fixed 
those  orbits  of  the  stars  which  eternally  revolve.  Below  it  are 
seven  spheres,  which  move  backward  with  a  motion  contrary  to 
that  of  the  firmament.  One  of  these  belongs  to  that  star  which 
on  earth  they  call  Saturn;  then  follows  that  shining  orb,  the 
source  of  happiness  and  health  to  the  human  race,  which  is 
called  Jupiter;  then  the  red  planet,  bringing  terror  to  the  nations, 
to  which  you  give  the  name  of  Mars;  then,  almost  directly  un- 
der the  middle  region,  stands  the  sun, —  the  leader,  the  chief, 
the  governor  of  the  other  luminaries,  the  soul  of  the  universe, 
and  its  regulating  principle,  of  a  size  so  vast  that  it  penetrates 
and  fills  everything  with  its  own  light.  Upon  it,  as  if  they 
were  an  escort,  follow  two  spheres, —  the  one  of  Venus,  the  other 
of  Mercury;  and  in  the  lowest  circle  revolves  the  moon,  illumi- 
nated by  the  rays  of  the  sun.  Below  it  there  is  nothing  which  is 
not  mortal  and  transitory,  save  the  souls  which  are  given  to 
mankind  by  the  gift  of  the  gods;  above  the  moon,  all  things  are 
eternal.  For  that  ninth  sphere,  which  is  in  the  middle,  is  the 
earth:  it  has  no  motion;  it  is  the  lowest  in  space;  and  all  heavy 
bodies  are  borne  toward  it  by  their  natural  downward  tendency. >} 

I  looked  at  these,  lost  in  wonder.  As  soon  as  I  had  recovered 
myself  I  said,  (<What  is  this  sound,  so  great  and  so  sweet, 
which  fills  my  ears  ? w  — <(  This, }>  he  replied,  <(  is  that  music 
which,  composed  of  intervals  unequal,  but  divided  proportionately 
by  rule,  is  caused  by  the  swing  and  movement  of  the  spheres 
themselves,  and  by  the  proper  combination  of  acute  tones  with 
grave,  creates  with  uniformity  manifold  and  diverse  harmonies. 
For  movements  so  mighty  cannot  be  accomplished  in  silence; 
and  ic  is  a  law  of  nature  that  the  farthest  sphere  on  the  one 
side  gives  forth  a  base  tone,  the  farthest  on  the  other  a  treble; 
for  which  reason  the  revolution  of  that  uppermost  arch  of  the 
heaven,  the  starry  firmament,  whose  motion  is  more  rapid,  is 
attended  with  an  acute  and  high  sound;  while  that  of  the  lowes^ 
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or  lunar  arch,  is  attended  with  a  very  deep  and  grave  sound. 
For  the  ninth  sphere,  the  earth,  embracing  the  middle  region  of 
the  universe,  stays  immovably  in  one  fixed  place.  But  those 
eight  globes  between,  two*  of  which  have  the  same  essential 
action,  produce  tones,  distinguished  by  intervals,  to  the  number 
of  seven;  which  number  indeed  is  the  knot  of  almost  all  things. 
Men  of  skill,  by  imitating  the  result  on  the  strings  of  the  lyre, 
or  by  means  of  the  human  voice,  have  laid  open  for  themselves 
a  way  of  return  to  this  place,  just  as  other  men  of  lofty  souls 
have  done  the  same  by  devoting  themselves  during  their  earthly 
life  to  the  study  of  what  is  divine.  But  the  ears  of  men,  sur- 
feited by  this  harmony  have  become  deaf  to  it;  nor  is  there  in 
you  any  duller  sense:  just  as,  at  that  cataract  which  is  called 
Catadupa, —  where  the  Nile  rushes  down  headlong  from  the  lofty 
mountain-tops, —  the  people  who  dwell  in  that  neighborhood  have 
lost  the  sense  of  hearing  in  consequence  of  the  magnitude  of  the 
sound.  So  likewise  this  harmony,  produced  by  the  excessively 
rapid  revolution  of  the  whole  universe,  is  so  great  that  the  ears 
of  men  are  not  able  to  take  it  in,  in  the  same  manner  as  you  are 
not  able  to  look  the  sun  in  the  eye,  and  your  sight  is  overcome 
by  the  power  of  its  rays. })  Though  I  was  filled  with  wonder, 
nevertheless  I  kept  turning  my  eyes  from  time  to  time  to  the 
earth. 

<(  I  perceive, J>  then  said  Africanus,  (<  that  thou  still  continuest 
to  contemplate  the  habitation  of  the  home  of  man.  If  that  seems 
to  thee  as  small  as  it  really  is,  keep  then  thy  eyes  fixed  on 
these  heavenly  objects;  look  with  contempt  on  those  of  mortal 
life.  For  what  notoriety  that  lives  in  the  mouths  of  men,  or 
what  glory  that  is  worthy  of  being  sought  after,  art  thou  able 
to  secure  ?  Thou  seest  that  the  earth  is  inhabited  in  a  few  small 
localities,  and  that  between  those  inhabited  places  —  spots  as  it 
were  on  the  surface — vast  desert  regions  lie  spread  out;  and 
that  those  who  inhabit  the  earth  are  not  only  so  isolated  that  no 
communication  can  pass  among  them  from  one  to  another,  but 
that  some  dwell  in  an  oblique  direction  as  regards  you,  some  in 
a  diagonal,  and  some  stand  even  exactly  opposite  you.  From 
these  you  are  certainly  not  able  to  hope  for  any  glory. 

(<  Moreover,  thou  observest  that  this  same  earth  is  surrounded, 
and  as  it  were,  girdled,  by  certain  zones,  of  which  thou  seest 
that  two  —  the  farthest  apart,  and  resting  at  both  sides  on  the 
very  poles  of  the  sky  —  are  stiffened  with  frost;  and  that,  again, 

*  Mercury  and  Venus. 
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the  central  and  largest  one  is  burnt  up  with  the  heat  of  the  sun. 
Two  are  habitable:  of  these  the  southern  one,  in  which  dwell 
those  who  make  their  footprints  opposite  yours,  is  a  foreign 
world  to  your  race.  But  even  this  other  one,  which  lies  to  the 
north,  which  you  occupy,  —  see  with  how  small  a  part  of  it  you 
come  into  contact!  For  all  the  land  which  is  cultivated  by  you, 
very  narrow  at  the  extremities  but  wider  at  the  sides,  is  only  a 
small  island  surrounded  by  that  water  which  on  earth  you  call 
the  Atlantic,  or  the  great  sea,  or  the  ocean.  But  though  its 
name  is  so  high-sounding,  yet  thou  beholdest  how  small  it  is. 
From  these  cultivated  and  well-known  regions  can  either  thy 
name  or  the  name  of  any  of  us  surmount  and  pass  this  Cau- 
casus which  thou  seest,  or  cross  yonder  flood  of  the  Ganges? 
Who  in  the  farthest  remaining  regions  of  the  rising  and  the 
setting  sun,  or  on  the  confines  of  the  north  and  the  south,  will 
hear  thy  name  ?  When  these  are  taken  away,  thou  assuredly 
perceivest  how  immense  is  the  littleness  of  that  space  in  which 
your  reputation  seeks  to  spread  itself  abroad.  Moreover,  even 
those  who  speak  of  us,  for  how  long  a  time  will  they  speak  ? 

<(  Nay,  even  if  the  generations  of  men  were  desirous,  one 
after  the  other,  to  hand  down  to  posterity  the  praises  of  any  one 
of  us  heard  from  their  fathers,  nevertheless,  on  account  of  the 
changes  in  the  earth, —  wrought  by  inundations  and  conflagra- 
tion, which  are  sure  to  recur  at  certain  fixed  epochs, —  we  are 
not  simply  unable  to  secure  for  ourselves  a  glory  which  lasts 
forever,  but  are  even  unable  to  gain  a  glory  which  lasts  for  a 
long  time.  Moreover,  of  what  value  is  it  that  the  speech  of 
those  who  are  to  be  born  hereafter  shall  be  about  thee,  when 
nothing  has  been  said  of  thee  by  all  those  who  were  born  before, 
who  were  neither  fewer  in  number  and  were  unquestionably 
better  men ;  especially  when  no  one  is  able  to  live  in  the  memory 
of  those  very  persons  by  whom  one's  name  can  be  heard,  for 
the  space  of  one  year? 

(<For  men  commonly  measure  the  year  by  the  return  to  its 
place  of  the  sun  alone, —  that  is,  of  one  star;  but  when  all  the 
stars  shall  have  returned  to  that  same  point  from  which  they 
once  set  out,  and  after  a  long  period  of  time  have  brought  back 
the  same  relative  arrangement  of  the  whole  heaven,  that,  then, 
can  justly  be  called  the  complete  year.  In  it  I  hardly  dare  say 
how  many  ages  of  human  life  are  contained.  For  once  in  the 
past  the  sun  seemed  to  disappear  from  the  eyes  of  men  and  to 
be  annihilated,  at  the  time  when  the  soul  of  Romulus  made  its 
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way  into  this  very  temple.  When,  from  the  same  region  of  the 
sky  and  at  the  same  moment  of  time,  the  sun  shall  have  again 
vanished,  then  be  sure  that  all  constellations  and  stars  have 
come  back  to  the  position  they  had  in  the  beginning,  and  that 
the  perfect  year  is  completed.  Of  that  year  know  that  now  not 
even  the  twentieth  part  has  passed. 

<(  Wherefore,  if  thou  givest  up  the  hope  of  a  return  to  this 
place,  in  which  all  things  exist  for  lofty  and  pre-eminent  souls, 
yet  of  how  much  value  is  that  human  glory  which  can  hardly 
endure  for  even  the  small  part  of  a  single  year?  But  if,  as  I 
was  saying,  thou  wishest  to  look  on  high,  and  to  fix  thy  gaze 
upon  this  abode  of  the  blest  and  this  eternal  home,  never  give 
thyself  up  to  the  applause  of  the  vulgar,  nor  rest  the  recom- 
pense of  thy  achievements  in  the  rewards  which  can  be  bestowed 
upon  thee  by  men.  It  is  incumbent  on  thee  that  Virtue  herself 
shall  draw  thee  by  her  own  charm  to  true  glory.  As  for  the 
way  in  which  others  talk  about  thee,  let  them  take  care  of 
that  themselves;  yet  without  doubt  they  will  talk.  But  all  such 
renown  is  limited  to  the  petty  provinces  of  the  regions  which 
thou  seest:  nor  in  the  case  of  any  one  is  it  everlasting;  for  it 
both  dies  with  the  death  of  men  and  is  buried  in  oblivion  by 
the  forgetfulness  of  posterity. w 

When  he  had  said  these  things,  (<  O  Africanus !  w  I  replied,  <(  if 
the  path  that  leads  to  the  entrance  of  heaven  lies  open  to  those 
who  have  rendered  great  service  to  their  country,  although,  in 
following  from  my  boyhood  in  thy  footsteps  and  in  those  of  my 
father,  I  have  not  failed  in  sustaining  the  honof  derived  from 
you,  yet  henceforth  I  shall  toil  with  far  more  zeal,  now  that  so 
great  a  reward  has  been  held  out  before  me."  — <(  Do  thou 
indeed, ft  said  he,  <(  continue  to  strive;  and  bear  this  in  mind, 
that  thou  thyself  art  not  mortal,  but  this  body  of  thine.  For 
thou  art  not  the  one  which  that  form  of  thine  proclaims  thee  to 
be:  but  the  soul  of  any  one,  that  alone  is  he;  not  that  external 
shape  which  can  be  pointed  out  with  the  finger.  Therefore 
know  thyself  to  be  a  god,  if  that  is  essentially  god  which  lives, 
which  feels,  which  remembers,  which  foresees,  which  rules  and 
regulates  and  moves  that  body  over  which  it  is  put  in  authority, 
as  the  Supreme  Being  governs  this  universe.  And  as  the  eter- 
nal God  moves  the  world,  which  in  a  certain  point  of  view  is 
perishable,  so  the  incorruptible  soul  moves  the  corruptible 
body.  For  what  always  moves  itself  is  eternal;  but  that  which 
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communicates  to  anything  a  motion  which  it  has  itself  received 
from  another  source,  must  necessarily  have  an  end  of  life  when 
it  has  an  end  of  motion:  therefore  that  alone  never  ceases  to 
move  which  moves  itself,  for  the  reason  that  it  is  never  deserted 
by  itself.  This  indeed  is  the  well-head;  this  the  beginning  of 
motion  to  all  other  things  that  are  moved.  But  to  a  beginning 
there  is  no  birth;  for  all  things  are  born  from  the  beginning. 
But  it  itself  cannot  be  born  of  anything;  for  that  would  not  be 
a  beginning  which  sprang  from  some  other  source.  And  just 
as  it  is  never  begotten,  so  it  never  dies;  for  a  beginning  anni- 
hilated could  neither  itself  be  brought  back  to  life  by  anything 
else,  nor  could  it  create  anything  else  out  of  itself,  since  it  is 
necessary  that  all  things  should  come  from  a  beginning.  So  it 
results  that  the  beginning  of  motion  is  in  itself,  because  it  is 
self -moved.  And  this  can  neither  be  born  nor  die,  for  if  it  did, 
the  heavens  would  fall  to  ruin,  and  all  nature  would  stand  still; 
nor  could  it  come  into  the  possession  of  any  power  by  the 
original  impulse  of  which  it  might  be  put  into  motion. 

<(  Since  therefore  it  is  clear  that  what  is  self-moved  is  eter- 
rial,  who  can  deny  that  this  essential  characteristic  has  been 
imparted  to  the  soul  ?  For  everything  which  is  moved  by  a 
foreign  impulse  is  without  a  soul;  but  that  which  lives  is  made 
to  go  by  an  inward  motion  of  its  own,  for  this  is  the  special 
nature  and  power  of  the  soul.  But  if  it  is  the  one  thing  among 
all  which  is  self -moved,  then  certainly  it  has  had  no  beginning, 
and  is  eternal.  Do  thou,  then,  employ  it  in  the  noblest  duties. 
But  those  are '  the  loftiest  cares  which  are  concerned  with  the 
well-being  of  our  native  land.  The  soul  that  is  inspired  by 
these,  and  occupied  with  them,  will  hasten  the  quicker  into  this 
its  real  home  and  habitation.  So  much  the  more  speedily  indeed 
will  it  do  this,  if  while  it  is  shut  up  in  the  body  it  shall  pass 
beyond  its  limits,  and  by  the  contemplation  of  those  things 
which  are  outside  of  it  shall  withdraw  itself  as  far  as  possible 
from  the  body.  For  the  souls  of  those  who  have  given  them- 
selves up  to  sensual  pleasures,  and  have  made  themselves  as  it 
were  ministers  to  these,  and  who  under  the  pressure  of  desires 
which  are  subservient  to  these  pleasures  have  violated  the  laws 
of  God  and  man,  when  they  shall  have  parted  from  the  body, 
will  fly  about  the  earth  itself,  nor  will  return  to  this  place  until 
they  shall  have  suffered  torments  for  many  ages."  He  departed^ 
I  awoke  from  my 
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THE  CID 

(1045? -1099) 

BY  CHARLES  SPRAGUE  SMITH 

|N  THE  Cid  we  have  two  distinct  personages,  Rodrigo  or  Ruy 
Diaz  (Dia  son  of  Diego)  who  flourished  during  the  last  half 
of  the  eleventh  century;  and  that  legendary  hero  of  Spanish 
epic  poems,  ballads,  and  dramas,  whom  Philip  II.  tried  to  have  can- 
onized. We  are  not  left  to  our  own  conjectures  as  to  the  character 
and  life  of  the  historical  Cid.  Both  Spanish  and  Arabic  records 
place  the  main  facts  beyond  all  controversy. 

He  was  born  at  Bivar,  a  hamlet  three  miles  north  of  Burgos 
(circa  1040-1050),  of  an  ancient  Castilian  family  claiming  descent  from 
Lain  Calvo, — one  of  the  two  judges  who,  tradition  declares,  was 
named  by  the  Castilian  people  as  their  governor  after  the  Leonese 
king  had  treacherously  put  their  counts  to  death  (circa  923). 

The  period  .of  the  Cid  coincides  with  the  political  disruption  of 
Arabic  Spain.  The  Caliphate  of  Cordova,  which  in  the  preceding 
century  had  attained  its  high  point  in  power  and  in  all  the  arts  of 
civilization,  had  fallen.  A  multitude  of  petty  Moorish  States  disputed 
with  each  other  the  heritage  of  the  Ommiad  caliphs.  The  Christian 
States  were  not  slow  to  profit  by  their  opportunity.  Ferdinand  I.  of 
Leon-Castile  (surnamed  the  Great,  1037-65)  not  only  extended  his 
territory  at  the  expense  of  the  Moors,  but  also  imposed  tribute  upon 
four  of  their  more  important  States  —  Saragossa,  Toledo,  Badajoz,  and 
Seville.  Valencia  only  escaped  a  similar  fate  through  his  death. 

The  Peninsula  was  at  this  time  divided  among  a  large  number  of 
mutually  independent  and  warring  States,  Christian  and  Moslem. 
The  sentiments  of  loyalty  to  religion  and  to  country  were  univer- 
sally subordinated  to  those  of  personal  interest;  Christians  fought 
under  Moorish  banners,  Moors  under  Christian.  ^Humanity  toward 
the  enemy,  loyalty  to  oaths,  were  not  virtues  in  the  common  estima- 
tion. Between  the  Christian  States  of  Leon  and  Castile  great 
jealousy  ruled.  Castile  had  come  into  being  as  a  border  province  of 
the  Asturian  kingdom,  governed  by  military  counts.  From  the  first 
there  seems  to  have  been  a  spirit  of  resistance  to  the  overrule  of  the 
Asturian  kings  (later  known  as  kings  of  Leon).  Finally,  under  its 
Count  Fernan  Gonzalez  (who  died  970),  Castile  secured  its  independ- 
ence. But  whether  leading  a  separate  political  existence,  or  united 
with  Leon,  Castile  was  ever  jealously  sensitive  of  any  precedence 
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claimed  or  exercised  by  its  sister  kingdom.  Ferdinand  I.  of  Leon- 
Castile,  treating  his  territorial  possessions  as  personal  property, — a 
policy  repeatedly  fatal  to  all  advance  in  Spanish  history, — divided 
them  at  his  death  (1005),  among  his  five  children.  Sancho,  the 
eldest,  received  Castile,  Nahera,  and  Pampeluna;  Alfonso,  Leon,  and 
the  Asturias;  Garcia,  Galicia,  and  that  portion  of  Portugal  which 
had  been  wrested  from  the  Moors;  Urraca  received  the  city  of 
Zamora;  and  Elvira,  Toro. 

The  expected  occurred.  Sancho  made  war  on  his  brothers,  com- 
pelling both  to  flee  to  Moorish  territories,  and  wrested  Toro  from 
Elvira.  Rodrigo  Diaz,  the  Cid,  appears  first  at  this  period.  He  is 
the  alferez,  i,  e.,  the  standard-bearer,  or  commander-in-chief  under  the 
King,  in  Sancho's  army.  The  brother  Kings,  Sancho  and  Alfonso, 
had  agreed  to  submit  their  dispute  to  a  single  combat,  the  victor  to 
receive  the  territories  of  both.  Alfonso's  Leonese  army  conquered 
the  Castilian,  and  relying  upon  the  agreement  withdrew  to  its  tents. 
Rodrigo  Diaz  was  already  known  as  the  Campeador, — a  title  won 
through  his  having  vanquished  in  single  combat  the  champion  of 
Sancho  of  Navarre,  and  signifying  probably  one  skilled  in  battle,  or 
champion. 

Rodrigo  gave  a  wily  counsel  to  the  routed  Castilians.  c<  The 
Leonese  are  not  expecting  an  attack, w  he  said;  (<let  us  return  and 
fall  upon  them  at  unawares. >J  The  counsel  was  followed;  the  victors, 
resting  in  their  tents,  were  surprised  at  daybreak,  and  only  a  few, 
Alfonso  among  the  number,  escaped  with  their  lives.  Alfonso  was 
imprisoned  at  Burgos,  but  soon  released  at  the  entreaty  of  the  Prin- 
cess Urraca,  on  condition  of  his  becoming  a  monk.  Availing  himself 
of  such  liberty,  he  escaped  from  the  monastery  to  the  Moorish  court 
of  Mamoun,}  King  of  Toledo.  Sancho  ruled  thus  over  the  entire 
heritage  of  his  father, — Zamora  excepted,  the  portion  of  Urraca. 
While  laying  siege  to  that  city,  he  was  slain  by  a  cavalier  in 
Urraca's  service,  Bellido  Dolfos,  who,  sallying  from  the  city,  made 
good  his  escape,  though  almost  overtaken  by  the  avenging  Campea- 
dor, 1072. 

Alfonso,  the  fugitive  at  Toledo,  was  now  rightful  heir  to  the 
throne;  and  however  reluctant  the  Castilian  nobles  were  to  recog- 
nize the  authority  of  a  Leonese  king,  they  yielded  to  necessity.  It 
is  asserted  —  but  the  historical  evidence  here  is  not  complete  —  that 
before  recognizing  Alfonso's  authority  the  Castilian  nobles  required 
of  him  an  oath  that  he  had  no  part  in  his  brother's  murder,  and  that 
it  was  the  Campeador  who  administered  this  oath,  1073.  Whatever 
the  facts,  Alfonso  will  have  thought  it  wise  to  conciliate  the  good- 
will of  the  Castilian  grandees,  and  especially  that  of  their  leader 
Rodrigo,  until  at  least  his  own  -position  became  secure.  To  this  we 
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may  attribute  his  giving  to  Rodrigo  in  marriage  of  Jimena,  daughter 
of  Diego,  Count  of  Oviedo,  and  first  cousin  of  the  King.  The  mar- 
riage contract,  bearing  date  1074,  is  preserved  at  Burgos. 

Some  years  later  Rodrigo  was  sent  to  collect  the  tribute  due 
Alfonso  by  his  vassal  Motamid,  King  of  Seville.  Finding  the  King 
of  Granada  at  war  with  Motamid,  Rodrigo  requested  him  not  to 
attack  an  ally  of  Alfonso.  But  prayers  and  threats  were  alike  un- 
availing; it  came  to  battle,  and  Rodrigo  conquered.  Among  the  pris- 
oners were  several  Christians  in  the  service  of  Granada,  notably 
Garcia  Ordonez,  a  scion  of  the  royal  Leonese  house.  Not  long  after, 
we  find  Rodrigo  charged  with  having  appropriated  to  his  own  use  a 
portion  of  the  tribute  and  gifts  sent  to  Alfonso  by  Motamid,  Garcia 
Ordonez  being  his  chief  accuser.  Taking  advantage  of  the  pretext  — 
it  can  have  been  but  a  pretext  —  of  Rodrigo's  attacking  the  Moors 
without  first  securing  the  royal  consent,  Alfonso  banished  him.  Old 
wrongs  still  rankling  in  the  King's  memory  furnished  probably  the 
real  motive. 

And  now  began  that  career  as  soldier  of  fortune  which  has  fur- 
nished themes  to  Spanish  poets  of  high  and  low  degree,  and  which, 
transformed  and  idealized  by  tradition,  has  made  of  Rodrigo  the  per- 
fect cavalier  of  crusading  Christian  Spain.  He  offered,  first,  it  would 
seem,  his  service  and  that  of  his  followers  to  the  Christian  Count  of 
Barcelona,  and  when  refused  by  him,  to  the  Moorish  King  of  Sara- 
gossa.  This  State  was  one  of  the  more  important  of  those  resulting 
from  the  distribution  of  the  Caliphate  of  Cordova.  The  offer  was 
accepted,  and  Rodrigo  remained  here  until  1088,  serving  successively 
three  generations  of  the  Beni-Hud,  father,  son,  and  grandson,  war- 
ring indifferently  against  Christians  and  Moors,  and  through  his  suc- 
cesses rising  to  extraordinary  distinction  and  power. 

At  this  time — 1088  —  the  attention  of  both  Mostain,  the  King  of 
Saragossa,  and  of  his  powerful  captain  Rodrigo,  was  drawn  to  Valen- 
cia. This  city  after  the  fall  of  the  Caliphate  of  Cordova  had  been 
ruled  for  forty-four  years  by  descendants  of  Almanzor,  the  great 
Prime  Minister  of  the  last  period  of  the  Ommiad  dynasty.  Mamoun, 
King  of  Toledo,  who  sheltered  the  fugitive  Alfonso,  deposed  the  last 
of  these  Valencian  kings,  his  son-in-law,  and  annexed  the  State  to  his 
own  dominion.  At  Mamoun's  death  in  1075  Valencia  revolted;  the 
governor  declared  himself  independent  and  placed  himself  under 
Alfonso's  protection. 

Ten  years  later  Mamoun's  successor,  the  weak  Cadir,  finding  his 
position  a  desperate  one,  offered  to  yield  up  to  Alfonso  his  own  capi- 
tal Toledo,  on  condition  that  the  latter  should  place  Valencia  in  his 
hands.  Alfonso  consented.  Valencia  was  too  weak  to  offer  resist- 
ance, but  Cadir  proved  equally  incompetent  as  king  and  as  general. 
Depending  entirely  upon  his  Castilian  soldiery,  captained  by  Alvar 


3728  THE  cm 

Faiiez,  a  kinsman  of  Rodrigo,  he  grievously  burdened  the  people  in 
order  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  this  auxiliary  troop.  But  grinding 
taxes  and  extortions  alike  failed;  and  the  soldiery,  their  wages  in 
arrears,  battened  upon  the  country,  the  dregs  of  the  Moorish  popula- 
tion joining  them.  The  territory  was  delivered  at  last  from  their 
robberies,  rapes,  and  murders,  by  the  appearance  of  the  Almoravides. 
This  new  Moslem  sect  had  grown  strong  in  Africa,  attaining  there 
the  political  supremacy;  and  in  their  weakness  the  Moorish  kings 
of  Spain  implored  its  assistance  in  repelling  the  attacks  of  the 
Christian  North. 

King  Alfonso,  alarmed  at  the  appearance  of  these  African  hordes, 
recalled  Alvar  Fanez,  was  defeated  by  the  Almoravides  at  Zallaca 
in  1086,  and  could  think  no  more  of  garrisoning  Valencia  for  Cadir. 
The  position  of  Cadir  became  thus  critical,  and  he  appealed  for  help 
both  to  Alfonso  and  to  Mostain  of  Saragossa.  Mostain  sent  Rodrigo, 
ostensibly  to  his  assistance;  but  a  secret  agreement  had  been  made, 
Arabic  historians  assert,  between  the  king  and  his  general,  whereby 
Cadir  was  to  be  despoiled,  the  city  fall  to  Mostain,  the  booty  to 
Rodrigo  (1088). 

The  expedition  was  a  successful  one :  Cadir's  enemies  were  com- 
pelled to  withdraw,  and  Rodrigo  established  himself  in  Valencian 
territory.  As  the  recognized  protector  of  the  lawful  king,  in  reality 
the  suzerain  of  Valencia,  Rodrigo  received  a  generous  tribute;  but 
he  had  no  intention  of  holding  to  his  agreement  with  Mostain  and 
assisting  the  latter  to  win  the  city.  It  is  clear  on  the  contrary  that 
he  had  already  resolved  to  secure,  when  opportunity  offered,  the 
prize  for  himself.  Meanwhile  he  skillfully  held  off,  now  by  force, 
now  by  ruse,  all  other  competitors,  Christian  and  Moslem  alike; 
including  among  these  King  Alfonso,  whose  territories  he  wasted 
with  fire  and  sword  when  that  monarch  attempted  once,  in  Rodrigo's 
absence,  to  win  Valencia  for  himself. 

At  another  time  we  find  him  intriguing  simultaneously  with  four 
different  rivals  for  the  control  of  the  city, — Alfonso  and  Mostain 
among  the  number, — deceiving  all  with  fair  words. 

As  head  of  an  independent  army,  Rodrigo  made  now  successful 
forays  in  all  directions;  despoiling,  levying  tribute,  garrisoning 
strongholds,  strengthening  thus  in  every  way  his  position.  At  last 
the  long  awaited  opportunity  came.  During  his  temporary  absence, 
Cadir  was  dethroned  and  put  to  death;  and  the  leader  of  the  insur- 
gents, the  Cadi  Ibn  Djahhof,  named  president  of  a  republic. 

Rodrigo  returned,  and  appealing  in  turn  to  ruse  and  force,  at  last 
sat  down  before  the  city  to  reduce  it  by  famine.  During  the  last 
period  of  the  siege,  those  who  fled  from  the  city  to  escape  the 
famine  were  thrown  to  dogs,  or  burned  at  slow  fires.  The  city 
capitulated  on  favorable  terms,  June  i5th,  1094.  But  all  the  conditions 
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of  the  capitulation  were  violated.  The  Cadi-President  was  buried  in 
a  trench  up  to  his  arm-pits,  surrounded  with  burning  brands,  and 
slowly  tortured  to  death,  several  of  his  kinsmen  and  friends  sharing 
his  fate.  Rodrigo  was  with  difficulty  restrained  from  throwing  into 
the  flames  the  Cadi's  children  and  the  women  of  his  harem.  Yet 
the  lives  and  property  of  Ibn  Djahhof  and  his  family  had  been 
expressly  safeguarded  in  the  capitulation.  It  is  probable  that  Rod- 
rigo's  title  of  «the  Cid»  or  «my  Cid»  (Arabic,  Sid-y  =  my  lord)  was 
given  to  him  at  this  time  by  his  Moorish  subjects. 

Master  of  Valencia,  the  Cid  dreamed  of  conquering  all  that  region 
of  Spain  still  held  by  the  Moors.  An  Arab  heard  him  say,  (<  One 
Rodrigo  (the  last  king  of  the  Goths)  has  lost  this  peninsula;  another 
Rodrigo  will  recover  it."  Success  crowned  his  arms  for  several 
years.  But  in  1099  the  troops  he  had  sent  against  the  Almoravides 
were  utterly  routed,  few  escaping.  The  Cid,  already  enfeebled  in 
health,  died,  it  is  said  of  grief  and  shame  (July,  1099).  His  widow 
held  the  city  for  two  years  longer.  Besieged  at  that  time  by  the 
Almoravides,  she  sought  help  of  Alfonso.  He  came  and  forced  the 
enemy  to  raise  the  siege;  but  judging  that  it  was  not  possible  for 
him  to  defend  a  city  so  remote  from  his  dominions,  counseled  its 
abandonment.  As  the  Christians,  escorting  the  body  of  the  Cid, 
marched  out,  Valencia  was  fired;  and  only  ruins  awaited  the  Almo- 
ravides (i  102). 

The  Cid's  body  was  brought  to  San  Pedro  de  Cardena,  a  monas- 
tery not  far  from  Burgos;  enthroned,  it  is  said,  beside  the  high  altar 
for  ten  years,  and  thereafter  buried.  Jimena  survived  her  husband 
until  1104. 

Ibn  Bassam,  an  Arabic  contemporary,  writing  at  Seville  only  ten 
years  after  the  death  of  the  Cid,  after  describing  his  cruelty  and 
duplicity,  adds:  — (< Nevertheless,  that  man,  the  scourge  of  his  time, 
was  one  of  the  miracles  of  the  Lord  in  his  love  of  glory,  the  prudent 
firmness  of  his  character,  and  his  heroic  courage.  Victory  always 
followed  the  banner  of  Rodrigo  (may  God  curse  him!);  he  triumphed 
over  the  barbarians,  ...  he  put  to  flight  their  armies,  and  with 
his  little  band  of  warriors  slew  their  numerous  soldiery. )} 

The  Cid,  a  man  not  of  princely  birth,  through  the  exercise  of  vir- 
tues which  his  time  esteemed, — courage  and  shrewdness, — had  won 
for  himself  from  the  Moors  an  independent  principality.  Legend  will 
have  begun  to  color  and  transform  his  exploits  already  during  his 
lifetime,.  Some  fifty  years  later  he  had  become  the  favorite  hero  of 
popular  songs.  It  is  probable  that  these  songs  (cantares)  were  at  first 
brief  tales  in  rude  metrical  form;  and  that  the  epic  poems,  dating 
from  about  1200,  used  them  as  sources.  The  earliest  poetic  monu- 
ment in  Castilian  literature  which  treats  of  the  Cid  is  called  <The 
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Poem  of  My  Cid.*  While  based  upon  history,  its  material  is  largely 
legendary.  The  date  of  its  composition  is  doubtful, — probably  about 
1200.  The  poem  —  the  beginning  is  lost  —  opens  with  the  departure 
of  ((My  Cidw  from  Bivar,  and  describes  his  Moorish  campaigns,  cul- 
minating with  the  conquest  of  Valencia.  Two  Leonese  nobles,  the 
Infantes .  (Princes)  of  Carrion,  beseech  Alfonso  to  ask  for  them  in 
marriage  the  conqueror's  daughters.  The  Cid  assents  —  to  his  King 
he  would  refuse  nothing  —  and  the  marriages  are  celebrated  in  Va- 
lencia with  due  pomp.  But  the  princes  are  arrant  cowards.  To 
escape  the  gibes  of  the  Cid's  companions,  after  securing  rich  wed- 
ding portions  they  depart  for  Carrion.  In  the  oak  wood  of  Carpes 
they  pretend  a  desire  to  be  left  alone  with  their  wives.  Despoiling 
them  of  their  outer  garments,  with  saddle-girth  and  spurred  boot 
they  seek  to  revenge  upon  the  Cid's  daughters  the  dishonor  to  which 
their  own  base  conduct  subjected  them  while  at  the  Cid's  court. 
But  time  brings  a  requital.  The  Infantes,  called  to  account,  forfeit 
property  and  honor,  esteeming  themselves  fortunate  to  escape  with 
their  lives  from  the  judicial  duels.  Princes  of  Navarre  and  Aragon 
present  themselves  as  suitors,  and  in  second  marriages  Dona  Elvira 
and  Dona  Sola  become  queens  of  Spain.  The  marriages  with  the 
Infantes  of  Carrion  are  pure  invention,  intended  perhaps  to  defame 
the  Leonese  nobility,  these  nobles  being  princes  of  the  blood  royal. 

The  second  marriages,  if  we  substitute  Barcelona  for  Aragon,  are 
historical.  Of  the  Cid's  two  daughters,  one  married  Prince  Ramiro 
of  Navarre  and  the  other  Count  Raynard  Berenger  III.  of  Barcelona. 
In  1157  two  of  the  Cid's  great-grandchildren,  Sancho  VI.  of  Navarre 
and  his  sister  Dona  Blanca,  queen  of  Sancho  III.  of  Castile,  sat  on 
Spanish  thrones.  Through  intermarriage  the  blood  of  the  Cid  has 
passed  into  the  Bourbon  and  Habsburg  lines,  and  with  Eleanor  of 
Castile  into  the  English  royal  house. 

The  (Poem  of  My  Cid  >  is  probably  the  earliest  monument  of 
Spanish  literature.  It  is  also  in  our  opinion  the  noblest  expression 
—  so  far  as  the  characters  are  concerned;  for  the  verse  halts  and 
the  description  sometimes  lags  —  of  the  entire  mediaeval  folk  epic  of 
Europe.  Homeric  in  its  simplicity,  its  characters  are  drawn  with 
clearness,  firmness,  and  concision,  presenting  a  variety  true  to  nature, 
far  diff erent  from  the  uniformity  we  find  in  the  ( Song  of  Roland.  * 
The  spirit  which  breathes  in  it  is  of  a  noble,  well-rounded  humanity, 
a  fearless  and  gentle  courage,  a  manly  and  modest  self-reliance;  an 
unswerving  loyalty  and  simple  trust  toward  country,  king,  kinsmen, 
and  friends;  a  child-faith  in  God,  slightly  tinged  with  superstition,  for 
(<  My  Cid w  believes  in  auguries ;  and  a  chaste  tender  family  affection, 
where  the  wife  is  loved  and  honored  as  wife  and  as  mother,  and  the 
children's  welfare  fills  the  father's  thoughts. 
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The  duplicity,  of  the  historical  Cid  has  left  indeed  its  traces. 
When  abandoning  Castile  he  sends  to  two  Jewish  money-lenders  of 
Burgos,  chests  filled,  as  he  pretends,  with  fine  gold,  but  in  reality 
with  sand ;  borrows  upon  this  security,  and  so  far  as  we  are  informed, 
never  repays  the  loan.  The  Princes  of  Carrion,  his  sons-in-law,  are 
duped  into  thinking  that  they  will  escape  from  the  accounting  with 
the  loss  of  Tizon  and  Colada,  the  swords  which  the  Cid  gave  them. 
But  a  certain  measure  of  prudent  shrewdness  is  not  out  of  place  in 
dealing  with  men  of  the  treacherous  character  of  the  Infantes.  And 
as  to  the  Jewish  money-lenders,  to  despoil  them  would  scarce  have 
been  regarded  as  an  offense  against  the  moral  law  in  mediaeval  Spain. 

The  second  poetic  monument  is  variously  named.  Amadar  de 
los  Rios,  a  historian  of  Spanish  literature,  styles  it  'The  Legend  or 
Chronicle  of  the  Youth  of  Rodrigo.*  Its  date  also  is  disputed,  some 
authorities  placing  its  composition  earlier,  others  later  than  that  of 
the  Poem.  The  weight  of  evidence  seems  to  us  in  favor  of  the  later 
date.  It  is  rude  and  of  inferior  merit,  though  not  without  vigorous 
passages.  It  treats  the  earliest  period  of  the  Cid's  life,  and  is  (so  far 
as  we  know)  purely  legendary.  The  realm  of  Castile-Leon  is  at  peace 
under  the  rule  of  Ferdinand  (the  First),  when  the  Count  Don  Gomez  of 
Gormaz  makes  an  unprovoked  descent  upon  the  sheep-folds  of  Diego 
Lainez.  A  challenge  of  battle  follows.  Rodrigo,  only  son  of  Diego, 
a  lad  in  his  thirteenth  year,  insists  upon  being  one  of  the  hundred 
combatants  on  the  side  of  his  family,  and  slays  Don  Gomez  in  single 
combat.  Jimena,  the  daughter  of  Gomez,  implores  justice  of  the 
King;  but  when  Ferdinand  declares  that  there  is  danger  of  an  insur- 
rection if  Rodrigo  be  punished,  she  proposes  reconciliation  through 
marriage.  Diego  and  his  son  are  summoned  to  the  court,  where 
Rodrigo's  appearance  and  conduct  terrify  all.  He  denies  vassalship, 
and  declares  to  King  Ferdinand,  <(That  my  father  kissed  your  hand 
has  foully  dishonored  me." 

Married  to  Jimena  against  his  will  (Jimena  Diaz,  not  Jimena 
Gomez,  was  his  historical  wife),  he  vows  never  to  recognize  her  as 
wife  until  he  has  won  five  battles  with  the  Moors  in  open  field. 
Ferdinand  plays  a  very  unkingly  role  in  this  poem.  While  his  fierce 
vassal  is  absent  the  King  is  helpless;  and  Rodrigo  draws  near  only 
to  assert  anew  his  contempt  for  the  royal  authority  by  blunt  refusals 
of  Ferdinand's  requests.  He  is  always  ready,  however,  to  take  up 
the  gauntlet  and  defend  the  realm  against  every  enemy,  Christian  or 
Moor.  But  this  rude  courage  is  coupled  with  devout  piety,  and  is 
not  insensible  to  pity.  At  the  ford  of  the  Duero  a  wretched  leper  is 
encountered:  all  turn  from  him  with  loathing  save  Rodrigo,  who 
gives  to  him  a  brother's  care.  It  is  Saint  Lazarus,  who  departing 
blesses  him. 
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At  last  a  formidable  coalition  is  formed  against  Spain.  The 
Emperor  of  Germany  and  the  King  of  France,  supported  by  the  Pope 
and  Patriarch,  require  of  Spain,  in  recognition  of  her  feudal  depend- 
ence upon  the  Roman  empire,  a  yearly  tribute  of  fifteen  noble 
virgins,  besides  silver,  horses,  falcons,  etc.  Rodrigo  appears  when 
Ferdinand  is  in  despair,  and  kisses  at  last  the  royal  hand  in  sign  of 
vassalship.  Though  the  enemy  gather  «  countless  as  the  herbs  of  the 
fields, »  even  Persia  and  Armenia  furnishing  contingents,  their  battle 
array  is  vain. 

The  five  Kings  of  Spain  cross  the  Pyrenees.  Arrived  before  Paris, 
Rodrigo  passes  through  the  midst  of  the  French  army,  strikes  with 
his  hand  the  gates  of  the  city,  and  challenges  the  twelve  French 
peers  to  combat.  The  allies  in  alarm  implore  a  truce.  At  the 
council,  Rodrigo,  seated  at  the  feet  of  his  King  and  acting  as 
Ferdinand's  spokesman,  curses  the  Pope  when  the  latter  offers  the 
imperial  crown  of  Spain.  <(We  came  for  that  which  was  to  be 
won,*  he  declares,  (<not  for  that  already  won.*  Against  Rodrigo's 
advice  the  truce  is  accorded  to  all.  Here  the  poem  is  interrupted. 

Besides  these  two  epic  poems,  we  have  in  the  earlier  Spanish 
literature  two  chronicles  in  prose  which  describe  the  life  of  the  Cid, 
—  (The  General  Chronicle  of  Alfonso  the  Learned*  and  'The  Chron- 
icle of  the  Cid,*  the  latter  being  drawn  from  the  former.  Both  rest 
in  part  upon  historical  sources,  in  part  upon  legend  and  tradition. 
Two  centuries  and  more  after  the  Poem,  we  meet  with  the 
Romances  or  Ballads  of  the  Cid.  For  the  earliest  of  these  do  not 
in  their  present  form  date  far  back  of  1500.  These  ballads  derive 
from  all  sources,  but  chiefly  from  the  Cid  legend,  which  is  here 
treated  in  a  lyric,  sentimental,  popular,  and  at  times  even  vulgar 
tone. 

Guillem  de  Castro  (1569-1631)  chose  two  themes  from  the  life  of 
the  Cid  for  dramatic  treatment,  composing  a  dual  drama  styled  <  Las 
Mocedades  del  Cid>  (The  Youth  of  the  Cid).  The  first  part  is  the 
more  important.  De  Castro,  drawing  from  the  ballads,  told  again 
the  story  of  the  insult  to  Don  Diego  (according  to  the  ballads,  a 
blow  in  the  face  given  by  Don  Gomez  in  a  moment  of  passion),  its 
revenge,  the  pursuit  of  Rodrigo  by  Jimena,  demanding  justice  of 
King  Ferdinand,  and  finally  the  reconciliation  through  marriage. 
But  De  Castro  added  love,  and  the  conflict  in  the  mind  of  Rodrigo 
and  in  that  of  Jimena  between  affection  and  the  claims  of  honor. 

Corneille  recast  De  Castro's  first  drama  in  his  <Le  Cid,J  condens- 
ing it  and  giving  to  the  verse  greater  dignity  and  nobility.  The 
French  dramatist  has  worked  with  entire  independence  here,  and 
both  in  what  he  has  omitted  and  what  he  has  added  has  usually 
shown  an  unerring  dramatic  instinct.  In  certain  instances,  however, 
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through  ignorance  of  the  spirit  and  sources  of  the  Spanish  drama  he 
has  erred.  But  the  invention  is  wholly  De  Castro's,  and  many  of 
Corneille's  most  admired  passages  are  either  free  translations  from 
the  Spanish  or  expressions  of  some  thought  or  sentiment  contained 
in  De  Castro's  version. 

In  more  recent  times  Herder  has  enriched  German  literature  with 
free  renderings  of  some  of  the  Cid  ballads.  Victor  Hugo  has  drawn 
from  the  Cid  theme,  in  his  (  La  Legende  des  Siecles >  (The  Legend  of 
the  Centuries.),  fresh  inspiration  for  his  muse. 


FROM   <THE   POEM   OF  MY  CID> 
LEAVING   BURGOS 

WITH  teartul  eyes  he  turned  to  gaze  upon  the  wreck  behind, 
His  rifled  coffers,  bursten  gates,  all  open  to  the  wind: 
Nor  mantle  left,  nor  robe  of  fur;  stript  bare  his  castle  hall 
Nor  hawk  nor  falcon  in  the  mew,  the  perches  empty  all. 
Then  forth  in  sorrow  went  my  Cid,  and  a  deep  sigh  sighed  he; 
Yet  with  a  measured  voice  and  calm,  my  Cid  spake  loftily, — 
(<  I  thank  thee,   God  our  Father,  thou  that  dwellest  upon  high, 
I  suffer  cruel  wrong  to-day,  but  of  mine  enemy ! w 
As  they  came  riding  from  Bivar  the  crow  was  on  the  right; 
By  Burgos's  gate,   upon  the  left,  the  crow  was  there  in  sight. 
My  Cid  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  he  lifted  up  his  head: 
(<  Good  tidings,  Alvar  Fanez !   we  are  banished  men ! w  he  said. 
With  sixty  lances  in  his  train  my  Cid  rode  up  the  town, 
The  burghers  and  their  dames  from  all  the  windows  looking  down;, 
And  there  were  tears  in  every  eye,  and  on  each  lip  one  word: 
(<A  worthy  vassal  —  would  to  God  he  served  a  worthy  Lord!* 

FAREWELL  TO  HIS  WIFE  AT  SAN  PEDRO  DE  CARDENA 

THE  prayer  was  said,   the  mass  was  sung,  they  mounted  to  depart rt 
My  Cid  a  moment  stayed  to  press  Jimena  to  his  heart; 
Jimena  kissed  his  hand, — as  one  distraught  with  grief  was  she; 
He  looked  upon  his  daughters:  <( These  to  God  I  leave, »  said  he.  .  . 
As  when  the  finger-nail  from  out  the  flesh  is  torn  away, 
Even  so  sharp  to  him  and  them  the  parting  pang  that  day. 
Then  to  his  saddle  sprang  my  Cid,  and  forth  his  vassals  led; 
But  ever  as  he  rode,  to  those  behind  he  turned  his  head. 
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BATTLE  SCENE 

THEN  cried  my  Cid  —  <(In  charity,   as  to  the  rescue — ho!* 

With  bucklers  braced  before  their  breasts,  with  lances  pointing  low, 

With  stooping  crests  and  heads  bent  down  above  the  saddle-bow, 

All  firm  of  hand  and  high  of  heart  they  roll  upon  the  foe. 

And  he  that  in  a  good  hour  was  born,  his  clarion  voice  rings  out, 

And  clear  above  the  clang  of  arms  is  heard  his  battle  shout: 

<( Among  them,  gentlemen!     Strike  home  for  the  love  of  charity! 

The  champion  of  Bivar  is  here  —  Ruy  Diaz — I  am  he!* 

Then  bearing  where  Bermuez  still  maintains  unequal  fight, 

Three  hundred  lances  down  they  come,  their  pennons  flickering  white; 

Down  go  three  hundred  Moors  to  earth,  a  man  to  every  blow; 

And  when  they  wheel,  three  hundred  more,  as  charging  back  they  go. 

It  was  a  sight  to  see  the  lances  rise  and  fall  that  day; 

The  shivered  shields  and  riven  mail,  to  see  how  thick  they  lay; 

The  pennons  that  went  in  snow-white  came  out  a  gory  red; 

The  horses  running  riderless,  the  riders  lying  dead; 

While  Moors  call  on  Mohammed,  and  <(  St.  James !  *  the  Christians  cry, 

And  sixty  score  of  Moors  and  more  in  narrow  compass  lie. 

THE  CHALLENGES 

[Scene  from  the  challenges  that  preceded  the  judicial  duels.  Ferrando, 
one  of  the  Infantes,  has  just  declared  that  they  did  right  in  spurning  the 
Cid's  daughters.  The  Cid  turns  to  his  nephew.] 

<(Now  is  the  time,   (Dumb  Peter >;  speak,  O  man  that  sittest  mute! 

My  daughters'  and  thy  cousins'  name  and  fame  are  in  dispute: 

To  me  they  speak,   to  thee  they  look  to  answer  every  word. 

If  I  am  left  to  answer  now,  thou  canst  not  draw  thy  sword.* 

Tongue-tied  Bermuez  stood;   a  while  he  strove  for  words  in  vain, 

But  look  you,  when  he  once  began  he  made  his  meaning  plain. 

<(Cid,  first  I  have  a  word  for  you:  you  .always  are  the  same, 

In  Cortes  ever  gibing  me, — (  Dumb  Peter  >  is  the  name; 

It  never  was  a  gift  of  mine,  and  that  long  since  you  knew; 

But  have  you  found  me  fail  in  aught  that  fell  to  me  to  do  ? — 

You  lie,  Ferrando,  lie  in  all  you  say  upon  that  score. 

The  honor  was  to  you,  not  him,   the  Cid  Campeador; 

For  I  know  something  of  your  worth,  and  somewhat  I  can  tell. 

That  day  beneath  Valencia  wall  —  you  recollect  it  well  — 

You  prayed  the  Cid  to  place  you  in  the  forefront  of  the  fray; 

You  spied  a  Moor,  and  valiantly  you  went  that  Moor  to  slay; 

And  then  you  turned  and  fled  —  for  his  approach  you  would  not  stay 

Right  soon  he  would  have  taught  you  'twas  a  sorry  game  to  play, 

Had  I  not  been  in  battle  there  to  take  your  place  that  day. 
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I  slew  him  at  the  first  onfall;  I  gave  his  steed  to  you; 

To  no  man  have  I  told  the  tale  from  that  hour  hitherto. 

Before  my  Cid  and  all  his  men  you  got  yourself  a  name, 

How  you  in  single  combat  slew  a  Moor  —  a  deed  of  fame; 

And  all  believed  in  your  exploit;  they  wist  not  of  your  shame. 

You  are  a  craven  at  the  core, — tall,  handsome,  as  you  stand: 

How  dare  you  talk  as  now  you  talk,  you  tongue  without  a  hand  ? .  .  . 

Now  take  thou  my  defiance  as  a  traitor,  trothless  knight: 

Upon  this  plea  before  our  King  Alfonso  will  I  fight; 

The  daughters  of  my  lord  are  wronged,  their  wrong  is  mine  to  right. 

That  ye  those  ladies  did  desert,  the  baser  are  ye  then; 

For  what  are  they?  —  weak  women;  and  what- are  ye? — strong  men. 

On  every  count  I  deem  their  cause  to  be  the  holier, 

And  I  will  make  thee  own  it  when  we  meet  in  battle  here. 

Traitor  thou  shalt  confess  thyself,  so  help  me  God  on  high, 

And  all  that  I  have  said  to-day  my  sword  shall  verify. J> 

Thus  far  these  two.     Diego  rose,  and  spoke  as  ye  shall  hear: 
<(  Counts  by  our  birth  are  we,  of  stain  our  lineage  is  clear. 
In  this  alliance  with  my  Cid  there  was  no  parity. 
If  we  his  daughters  cast,  aside,  no  cause  for  shame  we  see. 
And  little  need  we  care  if  they  in  mourning  pass  their  lives, 
Enduring  the  reproach  that  clings  to  scorned  rejected  wives. 
In  leaving  them  we  but  upheld  our  honor  and  our  right, 
And  ready  to  the  death  am  I,  maintaining  this,  to  fight. >J 
Here  Martin  Antolinez  sprang  upon  his  feet:  <(  False  hound! 
Will  you  not  silent  keep  that  mouth  where  truth  was  never  found? 
For  you  to  boast !   the  lion  scare  have  you  forgotten  too  ? 
How  through  the  open  door  you  rushed,  across  the  court-yard  flew, 
How  sprawling  in  your  terror  on  the  wine-press  beam  you  lay  ? 
Ay!   never  more,  I  trow,  you  wore  the  mantle  of  that  day. 
There  is  no  choice;  the  issue  now  the  sword  alone  can  try: 
The  daughters  of  my  Cid  ye  spurned;  that  must  ye  justify. 
On  every  count  I  here  declare  their  cause  the  cause  of  right, 
And  thou  shalt  own  thy  treachery  the  day  we  join  in  fight. » 
He  ceased,  and  striding  up  the  hall  Assur  Gonzalez  passed; 
His  cheek  was  flushed  with  wine,  for  he  had  stayed  to  break  his  fast; 
Ungirt  his  robe,   and  trailing  low  his  ermine  mantle  hung; 
Rude  was  his  bearing  to  the  court,  and  reckless  was  his  tongue. 
(<  What  a  to-do  is  here,  my  lords !  was  the  like  ever  seen  ? 
What  talk  is  this  about  my  Cid— him  of  Bivar  I  mean  ? 
To  Riodouirna  let  him  go  to  take  his  millers'  rent, 
And  keep  his  mills  a-going  there,  as  once  he  was  content. 
He,  forsooth,  mate  his  daughters  with  the  Counts  of  Carrion  I » 
Upstarted  Muno  Gustioz:  «  False,  foul-mouthed  knave,  have  done! 
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Thou  glutton,  wont  to  break  thy  fast  without  a  thought  or  prayer; 
Whose  heart  is  plotting  mischief  when  thy  lips  are  speaking  fair; 
Whose  plighted  word  to  friend  or  lord  hath  ever  proved  a  lie ; 
False  always  to  thy  fellow-man,  falser  to  God  on  high, — 
No  share  in  thy  good- will  I  seek;  one  only  boon  I  pray, 
The  chance  to  make  thee  own  thyself  the  villain  that  I  say." 
Then  spoke  the  king:  <( Enough  of  words:  ye  have  my  leave  to  fight, 
The  challenged  and  the  challengers;  and  God  defend  the  right  .» 

CONCLUSION 

AND  from  the  field  of  honor  went  Don  Roderick's  champions  three. 

Thanks  be  to  God,  the  Lord  of. all,  that  gave  the  victory!      ,     .     . 

But  in  the  lands  of  Carrion  it  was  a  day  of  woe, 

And  on  the  lords  of  Carrion  it  fell  a  heavy  blow. 

He  who  a  noble  lady  wrongs  and  casts  aside  —  may  he 

Meet  like  requital  for  his  deeds,  or  worse,  if  worse  there  be ! 

But  let  us  leave  them  where  they  lie  —  their  meed  is  all  men's  scorn, 

Turn  we  to  speak  of  him  that  in  a  happy  hour  was  born. 

Valencia  the  Great  was  glad,  rejoiced  at  heart  to  see 

The  honored  champions  of  her  lord  return  in  victory: 

And  Ruy  Diaz  grasped  his  beard:  (< Thanks  be  to  God,"  said  he, 

<(  Of  part  or  lot  in  Carrion  now  are  my  daughters  free ; 

Now  may  I  give  them  without  shame,  whoe'er  their  suitors  be.w 

And  favored  by  the  king  himself,  Alfonso  of  Leon, 

Prosperous  was  the  wooing  of  Navarre  and  Aragon. 

The  bridals  of  Elvira  and  of  Sol  in  splendor  passed; 

Stately  the  former  nuptials  were,  but  statelier  far  the  last. 

And  he  that  in  a  good  hour  was  born,  behold  how  he  hath  sped! 

His  daughters  now  to  higher  rank  and  greater  honor  wed: 

Sought  by  Navarre  and  Aragon,  for  queens  his  daughters  twain; 

And  monarchs  of  his  blood  to-day  upon  the  thrones  of  Spain. 

And  so  his  honor  in  the  land  grows  greater  day  by  day. 

Upon  the  feast  of  Pentecost  from  life  he  passed  away. 

For  him  and  all  of  us  the  grace  of  Christ  let  us  implore. 

And  here  ye  have  the  story  of  my  Cid  Campeador. 

Translation  of  John  Ormsby. 
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EARL  OF  CLARENDON 

(EDWARD  HYDE) 

(1609-1674) 

IHE  statesman  first  known  as  Mr.  Hyde  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
then  as  Sir  Edward  Hyde,  and  finally  as  the  Earl  of  Clar- 
endon, belongs  to  the  small  but  most  valuable  and  eminent 
band  who  have  both  made  and  written  history;  a  group  which 
includes  among  others  Caesar,  Procopius,  Sully,  and  Baber,  and  on  a 
smaller  scale  of  active  importance,  Ammianus  and  Finlay.  Born  in 
Dinton,  Wiltshire,  1609,  he  was  graduated  at  Oxford  in  1626,  and  had 
attained  a  high  standing  in  his  profession  when  the  civil  troubles 
began,  and  he  determined  to  devote  all 
his  energies  to  his  public  duties  in  Parlia- 
ment. During  the  momentous  period  of 
the  Long  Parliament  he  was  strongly  on 
the  side  of  the  people  until  the  old  abuses 
had  been  swept  away;  but  he  would  not 
go  with  them  in  paralyzing  the  royal  au- 
thority from  distrust  of  Charles,  and  when 
the  civil  war  broke  out  he  took  the  royal 
side,  accompanying  .the  King  to  Oxford, 
and  remaining  his  ablest  adviser  and  loyal 
friend. 

He  was  the  guardian  of  Charles  II.  in 
exile;  and  in  1661,  after  the  Restoration, 
was  made  Lord  Chancellor  and  chief  min- 
ister. Lord  Macaulay  says  of  him :  — <(  He  was  well  fitted  for  his 
great  place.  No  man  wrote  abler  state  papers.  No  man  spoke  with 
more  weight  and  dignity  in  council  and  Parliament.  No  man  was 
better  acquainted  with  general  maxims  of  statecraft.  No  man 
observed  the  varieties  of  character  with  a  more  discriminating  eye. 
It  must  be  added  that  he  had  a  strong  sense  of  moral  and  religious 
obligation,  a  sincere  reverence  for  the  laws  of  his  country,  and  a 
conscientious  regard  for  the  honor  and  interest  of  the  Crown. >J  But 
his  faults  were  conspicuous.  One  of  his  'critics  insists  that  <(his 
temper  was  arbitrary  and  vehement.  His  arrogance  was  immeas- 
urable. His  gravity  assumed  the  character  of  censoriousness. w 

He  took  part  in  important  and  dangerous  negotiations,  and  eventu- 
ally   alienated    four   parties   at    once:    the    royalists    by    his    Bill    of 
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Indemnity;  the  low-churchmen  and  dissenters  by  his  Uniformity  act; 
the  many  who  suffered  the  legal  fine  for  private  assemblages  for 
religious  worship;  and  the  whole  nation  by  selling  Dunkirk  to  France. 
By  the  court  he  was  hated  because  he  censured  the  extravagance  and 
looseness  of  the  life  led  there;  and  finally  Charles,  who  had  long 
resented  his  sermons,  deprived  him  of  the  great  seal,  accused  him 
of  high  treason,  and  doomed  him  to  perpetual  banishment.  Thus, 
after  being  the  confidential  friend  of  two  kings  (and  the  future 
grandfather  of  two  sovereigns,  Mary  and  Anne),  he  was  driven  out  of 
England,  to  die  in  poverty  and  neglect  at  Rouen  in  1674.  But  these 
last  days  were  perhaps  the  happiest  and  most  useful  of  his  life. 
He  now  indulged  his  master  passion  for  literature,  and  revised  his 
( History  of  the  Rebellion,  *  which  he  had  begun  while  a  fugitive  from 
the  rebels  in  the  Isle  of  Jersey.  In  this  masterpiece,  (<  one  of  the 
greatest  ornaments  of  the  historical  literature  of  England, }>  he  has 
described  not  only  the  events  in  which  he  participated,  but  noted 
people  of  the  time  whom  he  had  personally  known.  The  book  is 
written  in  a  style  of  sober  and  stately  dignity,  with  great  acuteness 
of  insight  and  weigh tiness  of  comment;  it  incorporates  part  of  an 
autobiography  afterwards  published  separately,  and  is  rather  out  of 
proportion.  His  other  works  are  ( The  Essay  on  an  Active  and  Con- 
templative Life*;  <The  Life  of  Edward,  Earl  of  Clarendon >;  ' Dia- 
logues on  Education  and  the  Want  of  Respect  Paid  to  Age*; 
( Miscellaneous  Essays,*  and  Contemplation  of  the  Psalms  of  David. * 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  LORD  FALKLAND 

IF  CELEBRATING  the  memory  of  eminent  and  extraordinary  per- 
sons, and  transmitting  their  great  virtues  for  the  imitation 

of  posterity,  be  one  of  the  principal  ends  and  duties  of  his- 
tory, it  will  not  be  thought  impertinent  in  this  place  to  remem- 
ber a  loss  which  no  time  will  suffer  to  be  forgotten,  and  no 
success  or  good  fortune  could  repair.  In  this  unhappy  battle 
was  slain  the  Lord  Viscount  Falkland;  a  person  of  such  prodigious 
parts  of  learning  and  knowledge,  of  that  inimitable  sweetness 
and  delight  in  conversation,  of  so  flowing  and  obliging  a  human- 
ity and  goodness  to  mankind,  and  of  that  primitive  simplicity 
and  integrity  of  life,  that  if  there  were  no  other  brand  upon  this 
odious  and  accursed  civil  war  than  that  single  loss,  it  must  be 
most  infamous  and  execrable  to  all  posterity. 

Before  this  Parliament,  his  condition  of  life  was  so  happy 
that  it  was  hardly  capable  of  improvement.  Before  he  came  to 
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twenty  years  of  age  he  was  master  of  a  noble  fortune,  which 
descended  to  him  by  the  gift  of  a  grandfather  without  passing 
through  his  father  or  mother,  who  were  then  both  alive,  and  not 
well  enough  contented  to  find  themselves  passed  by  in  the 
descent.  His  education  for  some  years  had  been  in  Ireland, 
where  his  father  was  Lord  Deputy;  so  that  when  he  returned 
into  England  to  the  possession  of  his  fortune,  he  was  unentan- 
gled  with  any  acquaintance  or  friends,  which  usually  grow  up 
by  the  custom  of  conversation;  and  therefore  was  to  make  a 
pure  election  of  his  company,  which  he  chose  by  other  rules 
than  were  prescribed  to  the  young  nobility  of  that  time.  And 
it  cannot  be  denied,  though  he  admitted  some  few  to  his  friend- 
ship for  the  agreeableness  of  their  natures  and  their  undoubted 
affection  to  him,  that  his  familiarity  and  friendship,  for  the 
most  part,  was  with  men  of  the  most  eminent  and  sublime  parts, 
and  of  untouched  reputation  in  the  point  of  integrity;  and  such 
men  had  a  title  to  his  bosom. 

He  was  a  great  cherisher  of  wit  and  fancy  and  good  parts  in 
any  man;  and  if  he  found  them  clouded  with  poverty  or  want,  a 
most  liberal  and  bountiful  patron  towards  them,  even  above  his 
fortune;  of  which,  in  those  administrations,  he  was  such  a  dis- 
penser as  if  he  had  been  trusted  with  it  to  such  uses;  and  if 
there  had  been  the  least  of  vice  in  his  expense  he  might  have  been 
thought  too  prodigal.  He  was  constant  and  pertinacious  in 
whatsoever  he  resolved  to  do,  and  not  to  be  wearied  by  any 
pains  that  were  necessary  to  that  end.  And  therefore  having 
once  resolved  not  to  see  London,  which  he  loved  above  all 
places,  till  he  had  perfectly  learned  the  Greek  tongue,  he  went 
to  his  own  house  in  the  country  and  pursued  it  with  that  inde- 
fatigable industry  that  it  will  not  be  believed  in  how  short  a 
time  he  was  master  of  it,  and  accurately  read  all  the  Greek 
historians. 

In  this  time,  his  house  being  within  ten  miles  of  Oxford,  he 
contracted  familiarity  and  friendship  with  the  most  polite  and 
accurate  men  of  that  university;  who  found  such  an  immenseness 
of  wit  and  such  a  solidity  of  judgment  in  him,  so  infinite  a 
fancy  bound  in  by  a  most  logical  ratiocination,  such  a  vast 
knowledge  that  he  was  not  ignorant  in  anything,  yet  such  an 
excessive  humility  as  if  he  had  known  nothing,  that  they  fre- 
quently resorted  and  dwelt  with  him,  as  in  a  college  situated  in 
a  purer  air;  so  that  his  house  was  a  university  bound  in  a  less 


3740  EARL   OF   CLARENDON 

volume,  whither  they  came  not  so  much  for  repose  as  study,  and 
to  examine  and  refine  those  grosser  propositions  which  laziness 
and  consent  made  current  in  vulgar  conversation.  .  .  . 

The  great  opinion  he  had  of  the  uprightness  and  integrity  of 
those  persons  who  appeared  most  active,  especially  of  Mr.  Hamp- 
den,  kept  him  longer  from  suspecting  any  design  against  the 
peace  of  the  kingdom;  and  though  he  differed  commonly  from 
them  in  conclusions,  he  believed  long  their  purposes  were  honest. 
When  he  grew  better  informed  what  was  lav/,  and  discerned  (in 
them)  a  desire  to  control  that  law  by  a  vote  of  one  or  both 
Houses,  no  man  more  opposed  those  attempts,  and  gave  the 
adverse  party  more  trouble  by  reason  and  argumentation;  inso- 
much as  he  was,  by  degrees,  looked  upon  as  an  advocate  for  the 
court,  to  which  he  contributed  so  little  that  he  declined  those 
addresses  and  even  those  invitations  which  he  was  obliged 
almost  by  civility  to  entertain.  And  he  was  so  jealous  of  the 
least  imagination  that  he  should  incline  to  preferment,  that  he 
affected  even  a  morosity  to  the  court  and  to  the  courtiers,  and 
left  nothing  undone  which  might  prevent  and  divert  the  King's 
or  Queen's  favor  towards  him,  but  the  deserving  it.  For  when 
the  King  sent  for  him  once  or  twice  to  speak  with  him,  and  to 
give  him  thanks  for  his  excellent  comportment  in  those  councils 
which  his  Majesty  graciously  termed  doing  him  service,  his 
answers  were  more  negligent  and  less  satisfactory  than  might 
have  been  expected;  as  if  he  cared  only  that  his  actions  should 
be  just,  not  that  they  should  be  acceptable,  and  that  his  Majesty 
should  think  that  they  proceeded  only  from  the  impulsion  of 
conscience,  without  any  sympathy  in  his  affections;  which  from  a 
stoical  and  sullen  nature  might  not  have  been  misinterpreted; 
yet  from  a  person  of  so  perfect  a  habit  of  generous  and  obse- 
quious compliance  with  all  good  men,  might  very  well  have  been 
interpreted  by  the  King  as  more  than  an  ordinary  averseness  to 
his  service:  so  that  he  took  more  pains  and  more  forced  his 
nature  to  actions  unagreeable  and  unpleasant  to  it,  that  he  might 
not  be  thought  to  incline  to  the  court,  than  any  man  hath  done 
to  procure  an  office  there.  .  .  . 

Two  reasons  prevailed  with  him  to  receive  the  seals,  and  but 
for  those  he  had  resolutely  avoided  them.  The  first,  consideration 
that  it  [his  refusal]  might  bring  some  blemish  upon  the  King's 
affairs,  and  that  men  would  have  believed  that  he  had  refused 
so  great  an  honor  and  trust  because  he  must  have  been  with  it 
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obliged  to  do  somewhat  else  not  justifiable.  And  this  he  made 
matter  of  conscience,  since  he  knew  the  King  made  choice  of  him 
before  other  men  especially  because  he  thought  him  more  hon- 
est than  other  men.  The  other  was,  lest  he  might  be  thought  to 
avoid  it  out  of  fear  to  do  an  ungracious  thing  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  who  were  sorely  troubled  at  the  displacing  of  Harry 
Vane,  whom  they  looked  upon  as  removed  for  having  done  them 
those  offices  they  stood  in  need  of;  and  the  disdain  of  so  popu- 
lar an  incumbrance  wrought  upon  him  next  to  the  other.  For 
as  he  had  a  full  appetite  of  fame  by  just  and  generous  actions, 
so  he  had  an  equal  contempt  of  it  by  any  servile  expedients; 
and  he  had  so  much  the  more  consented  to  and  approved  the 
justice  upon  Sir  Harry  Vane  in  his  own  private  judgment,  by 
how  much  he  surpassed  most  men  in  the  religious  observation  of 
a  trust,  the  violation  whereof  he  would  not  admit  of  any  excuse 
for. 

For  these  reasons  he  submitted  to  the  King's  command  and 
became  his  secretary,  with  as  humble  and  devout  an  acknowl- 
edgment of  the  greatness  of  the  obligation  as  could  be  expressed, 
and  as  true  a  sense  of  it  in  his  own  heart.  Yet  two  things  he 
could  never  bring  himself  to  whilst  he  continued  in  that  office,  that 
was  to  his  death ;  for  which  he  was  contented  to  be  reproached, 
as  for  omissions  in  a  most  necessary  part  of  his  office.  The  one, 
employing  of  spies,  or  giving  any  countenance  or  entertainment 
to  them.  I  do  not  mean  such  emissaries  as  with  danger  would 
venture  to  view  the  enemy's  camp  and  bring  intelligence  of 
their  number  and  quartering,  or  such  generals  as  such  an  obser^ 
vation  can  comprehend;  but  those  who  by  communication  of 
guilt  or  dissimulation  of  manners  wound  themselves  into  such 
trusts  and  secrets  as  enabled  them  to  make  discoveries  for  the  ben- 
efit of  the  State.  The  other,  the  liberty  of  opening  letters  upon 
a  suspicion  that  they  might  contain  matter  of  dangerous  conse- 
quence For  the  first  he  would  say,  such  instruments  must  be 
void  of  all  ingenuity  and  common  honesty,  before  they  could  be 
of  use;  and  afterwards  they  could  never  be  fit  to  be  credited: 
and  that  no  single  preservation  could  be  worth  so  general  a 
wound  and  corruption  of  human  society  as  the  cherishing  such 
persons  would  carry  with  it.  The  last,  he  thought  such  a  viola- 
tion of  the  law  of  nature  that  no  qualification  by  office  could 
justify  a  single  person  in  the  trespass;  and  though  he  was  con- 
vinced by  the  necessity  and  iniquity  of  the  time  that  those 
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advantages  of  information  were  not  to  be  declined  and  were 
necessarily  to  be  practiced,  he  found  means  to  shift  it  from  him- 
self; when  he  confessed  he  needed  excuse  and  pardon  for  the 
omission:  so  unwilling  he  was  to  resign  anything  in  his  nature 
to  an  obligation  in  his  office. 

In  all  other  particulars  he  filled  his  place  plentifully,  being 
sufficiently  versed  in  languages  to  understand  any  that  [are]  used 
in  business,  and  to  make  himself  again  understood.  To  speak 
of  his  integrity,  and  his  high  disdain  of  any  bait  that  might 
seem  to  look  towards  corruption,  in  tanto  viro,  injuria  virtutum 
fuerit  [in  the  case  of  so  great  a  man,  would  be  an  insult  to  his 
merits].  .  .  . 

He  had  a  courage  of  the  most  clear  and  keen  temper,  and  so 
far  from  fear  that  he  was  not  without  appetite  of  danger;  and 
therefore,  upon  any  occasion  of  action,  he  always  engaged  his 
person  in  those  troops  which  he  thought  by  the  forwardness  of 
the  commanders  to  be  most  like  to  be  farthest  engaged;  and  in 
all  such  encounters  he  had  about  him  a  strange  cheerfulness  and 
companionableness,  without  at  all  affecting  the  execution  that 
was  then  principally  to  be  attended,  in  which  he  took  no 
delight,  but  took  pains  to  prevent  it,  where  it  was  not  by 
resistance  necessary;  insomuch  that  at  Edgehill,  when  the 
enemy  was  routed,  he  was  like  to  have  incurred  great  peril  by 
interposing  to  save  those  who  had  thrown  away  their  arms,  and 
against  whom,  it  may  be,  others  were  more  fierce  for  their  hav- 
ing thrown  them  away:  insomuch  as  a  man  might  think  he 
came  into  the  field  only  out  of  curiosity  to  see  the  face  of 
danger,  and  charity  to  prevent  the  shedding  of  blood.  Yet  in 
his  natural  inclination  he  acknowledged  that  he  was  addicted  to 
the  profession  of  a  soldier;  and  shortly  after  he  came  to  his 
fortune,  and  before  he  came  to  age,  he  went  into  the  Low 
Countries  with  a  resolution  of  procuring  command,  and  to  give 
himself  up  to  it,  from  which  he  was  converted  by  the  complete 
inactivity  of  that  summer:  and  so  he  returned  into  England  and 
shortly  after  entered  upon  that  vehement  course  of  study  we 
mentioned  before,  till  the  first  alarm  from  the  North;  and  then 
again  he  made  ready  for  the  field,  and  though  he  received  some 
repulse  in  the  command  of  a  troop  of  horse  of  which  he  had  a 
promise,  he  went  volunteer  with  the  Earl  of  Essex. 

From  the  entrance  into  this  unnatural  war  his  natural  cheer- 
fulness and  vivacity  grew  clouded,  and  a  kind  of  sadness  and 
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dejection  of  spirit  stole  upon  him  which  he  had  never  been 
used  to;  yet  being  one  of  those  who  believed  that  one  battle 
would  end  all  differences,  and  that  there  would  be  so  great  a 
victory  on  the  one  side  that  the  other  would  be  compelled  to 
submit  to  any  conditions  from  the  victor  (which  supposition  and 
conclusion  generally  sunk  into  the  minds  of  most  men,  and  pre- 
vented the  looking  after  many  advantages  which  might  then 
have  been  laid  hold  of),  he  resisted  those  indispositions,  et  in 
luctu,  belliun  inter  remedia  erat  [and  in  his  grief,  strife  was  one 
of  his  curatives].  But  after  the  King's  return  from  Brentford, 
and  the  furious  resolution  of  the  two  Houses  not  to  admit  any 
treaty  for  peace,  those  indispositions  which  had  before  touched 
him  grew  into  a  perfect  habit  of  uncheerf ulness ;  and  he  who 
had  been  so  exactly  unreserved  and  affable  to  all  men  that  his 
face  and  countenance  was  always  present  and  vacant  to  his  com- 
pany, and  held  any  cloudiness  and  less  pleasantness  of  the  visage 
a  kind  of  rudeness  or  incivility,  became,  on  a  sudden,  less  com- 
municable; and  thence,  very  sad,  pale,  and  exceedingly  affected 
with  the  spleen.  In  his  clothes  and  habit,  which  he  had 
intended  before  always  with  more  neatness  and  industry  and 
expense  than  is  usual  in  so  great  a  mind,  he  was  now  not  oniy 
incurious,  but  too  negligent;  and  in  his  reception  of  suitors,  and 
the  necessary  or  casual  addresses  to  his  place,  so  quick  and 
sharp  and  severe  that  there  wanted  not  some  men  (who  were 
strangers  to  his  nature  and  disposition)  who  believed  him  proud 
and  imperious, — from  which  no  mortal  man  was  ever  more  free. 
The  truth  is,  that  as  he  was  of  a  most  incomparable  gentle- 
ness, application,  and  even  a  demissness  and  submission  to  good 
and  worthy  and  entire  men,  so  he  was  naturally  (which  could  not 
but  be  more  evident  in  his  place,  which  objected  him  to  another 
conversation  and  intermixture  than  his  own  election  had  done) 
adversus  malos  injucundus  [toward  evil-doers  ungracious]  and  was 
so  ill  a  dissembler  of  his  dislike  and  disinclination  to  ill  men 
that  it  was  not  possible  for  such  not  to  discern  it.  There  was 
once  in  the  House  of  Commons  such  a  declared  acceptation  of 
the  good  service  an  eminent  member  had  done  to  them,  and  as 
they  said,  to  the  whole  kingdom,  that  it  was  moved,  he  being 
present,  that  the  Speaker  might  in  the  name  of  the  whole  House 
give  him  thanks;  and  then,  that  every  member  might  as  a  testi- 
mony of  his  particular  acknowledgment  stir  or  move  his  hat 
towards  him;  the  which  (though  not  ordered)  when  very  many 
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did,  the  Lord  Falkland  (who  believed  the  service  itself  not  to  be 
of  that  moment,  and  that  an  honorable  and  generous  person 
could  not  have  stooped  to  it  for  any  recompense),  instead  of 
moving  his  hat,  stretched  both  his  arms  out  and  clasped  his 
hands  together  upon  the  crown  of  his  hat,  and  held  it  close 
down  to  his  head;  that  all  men  might  see  how  odious  that  flat- 
tery was  to  him,  and  the  very  approbation  of  the  person,  though 
at  that  time  most  popular. 

When  there  was  any  overture  or  hope  of  peace,  he  would  be 
more  erect  and  vigorous,  and  exceedingly  solicitous  to  press 
anything  which  he  thought  might  promote  it;  and  sitting  amongst 
his  friends,  often,  after  a  deep  silence  and  frequent  sighs,  would 
with  a  shrill  and  sad  accent  ingeminate  the  word  Peace,  Peace; 
and  would  passionately  profess  that  the  very  agony  of  the  war 
and  the  view  of  the  calamities  and  desolation  the  kingdom 
did  and  must  endure,  took  his  sleep  from  him,  and  would 
shortly  break  his  heart.  This  made  some  think  or  pretend  to 
think  that  he  was  so  much  enamored  on  peace,  that  he  would 
have  been  glad  the  King  should  have  bought  it  at  any  price; 
which  was  a  most  unreasonable  calumny.  As  if  a  man  that 
was  himself  the  most  punctual  and  precise  in  every  circumstance 
that  might  reflect  upon  conscience  or  honor,  could  have  wished 
the  King  to  have  committed  a  trespass  against  either.  .  .  . 

In  the  morning  before  the  battle,  as  always  upon  action,  he 
was  very  cheerful,  and  put  himself  into  the  first  rank  of  the 
Lord  Byron's  regiment,  who  was  then  advancing  upon  the 
enemy,  who ,  had  lined  the  hedges  on  both  sides  with  musketeers , 
from  whence  he  was  shot  with  a  musket  in  the  lower  part  of  the 
belly,  and  in  the  instant  falling  from  his  horse,  his  body  was 
not  found  till  the  next  morning;  till  when,  there  was  some  hope 
he  might  have  been  a  prisoner;  though  his  nearest  friends,  who 
knew  his  temper,  received  small  comfort  from  that  imagination. 
Thus  fell  that  incomparable  young  man,  in  the  four-and-thirtieth 
year  of  his  age,  having  so  much  dispatched  the  business  of  life 
that  the  oldest  rarely  attain  to  that  immense  knowledge,  and  the 
youngest  enter  not  into  the  world  with  more  innocence :  and 
whosoever  leads  such  a  life  needs  not  care  upon  how  short 
warning  it  be  taken  from  him. 
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(1846-1881) 

iLTHOUGH  a  native  of  England,  Marcus  Clarke  is  always  classed 
as  an  Australian  novelist.  The  son  of  a  barrister,  he  was 
born  in  Kensington  April  24th,  1846.  In  1864  he  went  to 
seek  his  fortune  in  Australia.  His  taste  for  adventure  soon  led  him 
to  <(the  bush,'*  where  he  acquired  many  experiences  afterwards  used 
by  him  for  literary  material.  Drifting  into  journalism,  he  joined  the 
staff  of  the  Melbourne  Argus.  After  publishing  a  series  <3f  essays 
called  (The  Peripatetic  Philosopher,*  he  purchased  the  Australian 
Magazine,  the  name  of  which  he  changed  to  the  Colonial  Monthly, 
and  in  1868  published  in  it  his  first  novel,  entitled  (Long  Odds.* 
Owing  to  a  long  illness,  this  tale  of  sporting  life  was  completed  by 
other  hands.  When  he  resumed  his  literary  work  he  contributed  to 
the  Melbourne  Punch,  and  edited  the  Humbug,  a  humorous  journal. 
He  dramatized  Charles  Reade's  and  Dion  Boucicault's  novel  of  c  Foul 
Play  * ;  adapted  Moliere's  <  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme  * ;  wrote  a  drama 
entitled  <Plot,>  successfully  performed  at  the  Princess  Theatre  in 
1873;  and  another  play  called  (A  Daughter  of  Eve.*  He  was  con- 
nected with  the  Melbourne  press  until  his  death,  August  2d,  1881. 

Clarke's  literary  fame  rests  upon  the  novel  (His  Natnral  Life,* 
a  strong  story,  describing  the  life  of  an  innocent  man  under  a  life 
sentence  for  felony.  The  story  is  repulsive,  but  gives  a  faithful 
picture  of  the  penal  conditions  of  the  time,  and  is  built  upon  official 
records.  It  appeared  in  the  Australian  Magazine,  and  before  it  was 
issued  in  book  form,  Clarke,  with  the  assistance  of  Sir  Charles  Gavin 
Duffy,  revised  it  almost  beyond  recognition.  It  was  republished  in 
London  in  1875  and  in  New  York  in  1878.  He  was  also  the  author 
of  <Old  Tales  of  a  New  Country  *;  ( Holiday  Peak,*  another  collec- 
tion of  short  stories;  <Four  Stories  High*;  and  an  unfinished  novel 
called  <  Felix  and  Felicitas.* 

Clarke  was  a  devoted  student  of  Balzac  and  Poe,  and  some  of  his 
sketches  of  rough  life  in  Australia  have  been  compared  to  Bret 
Harte's  pictures  of  primitive  California  days.  His  power  in  depicting 
landscape  is  shown  by  this  glimpse  of  a  midnight  ride  in  the  bush, 
taken  from  < Holiday  Peak*:  — 

« There  is  an  indescribable  ghastliness  about  the  mountain  bush  at  mid- 
night, which  has  affected  most  imaginative  people.  The  grotesque  and  dis- 
torted trees,  huddled  here  and  there  together  in  the  gloom  like  whispering 
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conspirators;  the  little  open  flats  encircled  by  bowlders,  which  seem  the  for- 
gotten altars  of  some  unholy  worship;  the  white,  bare,  and  ghostly  gum-trees, 
gleaming  momentarily  amid  the  deeper  shades  of  the  forest ;  the  lonely  pools 
begirt  with  shivering  reeds  and  haunted  by  the  melancholy  bittern  only;  the 
rifted  and  draggled  creek-bed,  which  seems  violently  gouged  out  of  the  lacer- 
ated earth  by  some  savage  convulsion  of  nature ;  the  silent  and  solitary  places 
where  a  few  blasted  trees  crouch  together  like  withered  witches,  who,  brood- 
ing on  some  deed  of  blood,  have  suddenly  been  stricken  horror-stiff.  Riding 
through  this  nightmare  landscape,  a  whirr  of  wings  and  a  harsh  cry  disturb 
you  from  time  to  time,  hideous  and  mocking  laughter  peals  above  and  about 
you,  and  huge  gray  ghosts  with  little  red  eyes  hop  away  in  gigantic  but 
noiseless  bounds.  You  shake  your  bridle,  the  mare  lengthens  her  stride,  the 
tree-trunks  run  into  one  another,  the  leaves  make  overhead  a  continuous  cur- 
tain, the  earth  reels  out  beneath  you  like  a  strip  of  gray  cloth  spun  by  a 
furiously  frying  loom,  the  air  strikes  your  face  sharply,  the  bush  —  always  gray 
and  colorless  —  parts  before  you  and  closes  behind  you  like  a  fog.  You  lose 
yourself  in  this  prevailing  indecision  of  sound  and  color.  You  become  drunk 
with  the  wine  of  the  night,  and  losing  your  individuality,  sweep  onward,  a 
flying  phantom  in  a  land  of  shadows. » 


HOW  A  PENAL  SYSTEM   CAN  WORK 
From  <His  Natural  Life  > 

THE  next  two  days  were  devoted  to  sight-seeing.  Sylvia  Frere 
was  taken  through  the  hospital  and  the  workshops,  shown 
the  semaphores,  and  shut  up  by  Maiirice  in  a  ((dark  cell." 
Her  husband  and  Burgess  seemed  to  treat  the  prison  like  a  tame 
animal,  whom  they  could  handle  at  their  leisure,  and  whose 
natural  ferocity  was  kept  in  check  by  their  superior  intelligence. 
This  bringing  of  a  young  and  pretty  woman  into  immediate 
contact,  with  bolts  and  bars  had  about  it  an  incongruity  which 
pleased  them.  Maurice  Frere  penetrated  everywhere,  questioned 
the  prisoners,  jested  with  the  jailers;  even,  in  the  munificence  of 
his  heart,  bestowed  tobacco  on  the  sick. 

With  such  graceful  rattlings  of  dry  bones,  they  got  by-and-by 
to  Point  Puer,  where  a  luncheon  had  been  provided. 

An  unlucky  accident  had  occurred  at  Point  Puer  that  morn- 
ing, however;  and  the  place  was  in  a  suppressed  ferment.  A 
refractory  little  thief  named  Peter  Brown,  aged  twelve  years, 
had  jumped  off  the  high  rock  and  drowned  himself  in  full  view 
of  the  constables.  These  a  jumpings-off w  had  become  rather 
frequent  lately,  and  Burgess  was  enraged  at  one  happening  on 
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this  particular  day.  If  he  could  by  any  possibility  have  brought 
the  corpse  of  poor  little  Peter  Brown  to  life  again,  he  would 
have  soundly  whipped  it  for  its  impertinence. 

Mt  is  most  unfortunate, "  he  said  to  Frere,  as  they  stood  in 
the  cell  where  the  little  body  was  laid,  (<that  it  should  have 
happened  to-day. " 

"Oh,"  says  Frere,  frowning  down  upon  the  young  face  that 
seemed  to  smile  up  at  him,  (<it  can't  be  helped.  I  know  those 
young  devils.  They'd  do  it  out  of  spite.  What  sort  of  a  charac- 
ter had  he  ?  » 

<(Very  bad.     Johnson,  the  book." 

Johnson  bringing  it,  the  two  saw  Peter  Brown's  iniquities  set 
down  in  the  neatest  of  running-hand,  and  the  record  of  his 
punishments  ornamented  in  quite  an  artistic  way  with  flourishes 
of  red  ink. 

<(  2oth  November,  disorderly  conduct,  12  lashes.  24th  Novem- 
ber, insolence  to  hospital  attendant,  diet  reduced.  4th  December, 
stealing  cap  from  another  prisoner,  12  lashes.-  i5th  December, 
absenting  himself  at  roll-call,  two  days'  cells.  23d  December, 
insolence  and  insubordination,  two  days'  cells.  8th  January, 
insolence  and  insubordination,  12  lashes.  2oth  January,  insolence 
and  insubordination,  12  lashes.  22d  February,  insolence  and 
insubordination,  12  lashes  and  one  week's  solitary.  6th  March, 
insolence  and  insubordination,  20  bshes." 

«That  was  the  last  ? "  asked  Frere. 

((Yes,   sir,"  says  Johnson. 

«And  then  he  — hum  — did  it?" 

<(Just  so,   sir.     That  was  the  way  of  it." 

Just  so !  The  magnificent  system  starved  and  tortured  a  child 
of  twelve  until  he  killed  himself.  That  was  the  way  of  it.  ... 

After  the  farce  had  been  played  again,  and  the  children  had 
stood  up  and  sat  down,  and  sung  a  hymn,  and  told  how  many 
twice  five  were,  and  repeated  their  belief  in  <(One  God  the 
Father  Almighty,  maker  of  Heaven  and  earth,"  the  party  re- 
viewed the  workshops,  and  saw  the  church,  and  went  everywhere 
but  into  the  room  where  the  body  of  Peter  Brown,  aged  twelve, 
lay  starkly  on  its  wooden  bench,  staring  at  the  jail  roof  which 
was  between  it  and  heaven. 

Just  outside  this  room  Sylvia  met  with  a  little  adventure. 
Meekin  had  stopped  behind,  and  Burgess  being  suddenly  sum- 
moned for  some  official  duty,  Frere  had  gone  with  him,  leaving 
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his  wife  to  rest  on  a  bench  that,  placed  at  the  summit  of  the 
cliff,  overlooked  the  sea.  While  resting  thus  she  became  aware 
of  another  presence,  and  turning  her  head,  beheld  a  small  boy 
with  his  cap  in  one  hand  and  a  hammer  in  the  other.  The 
appearance  of  the  little  creature,  clad  in  a  uniform  of  gray  cloth 
that  was  too  large  for  him,  and  holding  in  his  withered  little 
hand  a  hammer  that  was  too  heavy  for  him,  had  something 
pathetic  about  it. 

<(  What  is  it,  you  mite  ? "  asked  Sylvia. 

<(We  thought  you  might  have  seen  him,  mum,"  said  the  little 
figure,  opening  its  blue  eyes  with  wonder  at  the  kindness  of  the 
tone. 

«  Him  ?     Whom  ?  » 

<( Cranky  Brown,  mum,"  returned  the  child;  <(him  as  did  it 
this  morning.  Me  and  Billy  knowed  him,  mum;  he  was  a  mate 
of  ours,  and  we  wanted  to  know  if  he  looked  happy." 

<(  What  do  you  mean,  child  ? "  said  she,  with  a  strange  terror 
at  her  heart;  and  then,  filled  with  pity  at  the  aspect  of  the  little 
being,  she  drew  him  to  her,  with  sudden  womanly  instinct,  and 
kissed  him. 

He  looked  up  at  her  with  joyful  surprise.     (<  Oh ! "  he  said. 

Sylvia  kissed  him  again. 

<(  Does  nobody  ever  kiss  you,  poor  little  man  ? "  said  she. 

<(  Mother  used  to,"  was  the  reply;  (<but  she's  at  home.  Oh, 
mem,"  with  a  sudden  crimsoning  of  the  little  face,  <(may  I  fetch 
Billy? " 

And  taking  courage  from  the  bright  young  face,  he  gravely 
marched  to  an  angle  of  the  rock,  and  brought  out  another  little 
creature,  with  another  gray  uniform,  and  another  hammer. 

(<This  is  Billy,  mum,"  he  said.  « Billy  never  had  no  mother. 
Kiss  Billy." 

The  young  wife  felt  the  tears  rush  to  her  eyes. 

(<  You  two  poor  babies ! "  she  cried.  And  then,  forgetting  that 
she  was  a  lady,  dressed  in  silk  and  lace,  she  fell  on  her  knees 
in  the  dust,  and  folding  the  friendless  pair  in  her  arms,  wept 
over  them. 

<(  What  is  the  matter,  Sylvia  ? "  said  Frere,  when  he  came  up. 
(< You've  been  crying." 

<(  Nothing,   Maurice ;  at-  least,   I  will  tell  you  by-and-by. " 

When  they  were  alone  that  evening  she  told  him  of  the  two 
little  boys,  and  he  laughed. 
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(<  Artful  little  humbugs, »  he  said,  and  supported  his  argument 
by  so  many  illustrations  of  the  precocious  wickedness  of  juvenile 
felons  that  his  wife  was  half  convinced  against  her  will. 

Unfortunately,  when  Sylvia  went  away,  Tommy  and  Billy  put 
into  execution  a  plan  which  they  had  carried  in  their  poor  little 
heads  for  some  weeks. 

<(  I  can  do  it  now, )}  said  Tommy.     <(  I  feel  strong. J> 

<(  Will  it  hurt  much,  Tommy  ? }>  said  Billy,  who  was  not  so 
courageous. 

<(  Not  so  much  as  a  whipping. }> 

«  I'm  afraid !     Oh,  Tom,  it's  so  deep !     Don't  leave  me,  Tom !  M 

The  bigger  boy  took  his  little  handkerchief  from  his  neck, 
and  with  it  bound  his  own  left  hand  to  his  companion's  right. 

(<Now  I  can't  leave  you." 

<(  What  was  it  the  lady  that  kissed  us  said,  Tommy  ? " 

(<  Lord,  have  pity  of  them  two  fatherless  children ! "  repeated 
Tommy. 

«  Let's  say  it,   Tom." 

And  so  the  two  babies  knelt  on  the  brink  of  the  cliff,  and 
raising  the  bound  hands  together,  looked  up  at  the  sky,  and 
ungrammatically  said,  (<  Lord,  have  pity  on  we  two  fatherless 
children. "  And  then  they  kissed  each  other,  and  ((did  it." 


THE  VALLEY  OF   THE   SHADOW  OF  DEATH 
From    (His   Natural    Life> 

IT  WAS  not  until  they  had  scrambled  up  the  beach  to  safety  that 
the  absconders  became  fully  aware  of  the  loss  of  another  of 

their  companions.  As  they  stood  on  the  break  of  the  beach, 
wringing  the  water  from  their  clothes,  Gabbett's  small  eye, 
counting  their  number,  missed  the  stroke  oar. 

«  Where's  Cox  ?  » 

(<The  fool  fell  overboard, "  said  Jemmy  Vetch,  shortly.  « He 
never  had  as  much  sense  in  that  skull  of  his  as  would  keep  it 
sound  on  his  shoulders." 

Gabbett  scowled.  (< That's  three  of  us  gone,"  he  said,  in  the 
tones  of  a  man  suffering  some  personal  injury. 

They  summed  up  their  means  of  defense  against  attack. 
Sanders  and  Greenhill  had  knives.  Gabbett  still  retained  the  axe 
in  his  belt.  Vetch  had  dropped  his  musket  at  the  Neck;  and 
Bodenham  and  Cornelius  were  unarmed. 
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"Let's  have  a  look  at  the  tucker, »  said  Vetch. 

There  was  but  one  bag  of  provisions.  It  contained  a  piece  of 
salt  pork,  two  loaves,  and  some  uncooked  potatoes.  Signal  Hill 
station  was  not  rich  in  edibles. 

(<That  ain't  much,"  said  the  Crow,  with  rueful  face.  « Is  it, 
Gabbett  ? » 

(<  It  must  do,   anyway, w  returned  the  giant,  carelessly. 

The  inspection  over,  the  six  proceeded  up  the  shore,  and 
encamped  under  the  lee  of  a  rock.  Bodenham  was  for  lighting 
a  fire;  but  Vetch,  who  by  tacit  consent  had  been  chosen  leader 
of  the  expedition,  forbade  it,  saying  that  the  light  might  betray 
them.  <(  They'll  think  we're  drowned,  and  won't  pursue  us, }>  he 
said.  So  all  thaf  night  the  miserable  wretches  crouched  fireless 
together. 

Morning  breaks  clear  and  bright,  and  —  free  for  the  first  time 
in  ten  years — they  comprehend  that  their  terrible  journey  has 
begun.  (( Where  are  we  to  go  ?  How  are  we  to  live  ? })  asks 
Bodenham,  scanning  the  barren  bush  that  stretches  to  the  barren 
sea.  ((  Gabbett,  you've  been  out  before  —  how's  it  done  ? }> 

<(  We'll  make  the  shepherds'  huts,  and  live  on  their  tucker  till 
we  get  a  change  o'  clothes, >J  said  Gabbett,  evading  the  main  ques- 
tion. <(  We  can  follow  the  coast-line. >y 

(<  Steady,  lads, >}  said  prudent  Vetch ;  (<  we  must  sneak  round 
yon  sandhills,  and  so  creep  into  the  scrub.  If  they've  a  good 
glass  at  the  Neck,  they  can  see  us. w 

(<  It  does  seem  close, }>  said  Bodenham,  <(  I  could  pitch  a  stone 
on  to  the  guard-house.  Good-by,  you  bloody  spot ! w  he  adds, 
with  sudden  rage,  shaking  his  fist  vindictively  at  the  peniten- 
tiary, <(  I  don't  want  to  see  you  no  more  till  the  Day  o'  Judg- 
ment. » 

Vetch  divides  the  provisions,  and  they  travel  all  that  day 
until  dark  night.  The  scrub  is  prickly  and  dense.  Their  clothes 
are  torn,  their  hands  and  feet  bleeding.  Already  they  feel  out- 
wearied.  No  one  pursuing,  they  light  a  fire,  and  sleep.  The 
second  day  they  come  to  a  sandy  spit  that  runs  out  into  the  sea, 
and  find  that  they  have  got  too  far  to  the  eastward,  and  must 
follow  the  shore-line  to  East  Bay  Neck.  Back  through  the  scrub 
they  drag  their  heavy  feet.  That  night  they  eat  the  last  crumb 
of  the  loaf.  The  third  day  at  high  noon,  after  some  toilsome 
walking,  they  reach  a  big  hill,  now  called  Collins's  Mount,  and 
see  the  upper  link  of  the  ear-ring,  the  isthmus  of  East  Bay 
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Neck,  at  their  feet.  A  few  rocks  are  on  their  right  hand, 
and  blue  in  the  lovely  distance  lies  hated  Maria  Island.  <(  We 
must  keep  well  to  the  eastward, }>  said  Greenhill,  (<or  we  shall 
fall  in  with  the  settlers  and  get  taken. }>  So,  passing  the  isth- 
mus, they  strike  into  the  bush  along  the  shore,  and  tightening 
their  belts  over  their  '  gnawing  bellies,  camp  under  some  low- 
lying  hills. 

The  fourth  day  is  notable  for  the  indisposition  of  Bodenham, 
who  is  a  bad  walker,  and  falling  behind,  delays  the  party  by  fre- 
quent cooeys.  Gabbett  threatens  him  with  a  worse  fate  than 
sore  feet  if  he  lingers.  Luckily,  that  evening  Greenhill  espies  a 
hut;  but  not  trusting  to  the  friendship  of  the  occupant,  they  wait 
until  he  quits  it  in  the  morning,  and  then  send  Vetch  to  forage. 
Vetch,  secretly  congratulating  himself  on  having  by  his  counsel 
prevented  violence,  returns  bending  under  half  a  bag  of  flour. 
<(  You'd  better  carry  the  flour, }>  said  he  to  Gabbett,  <(and  give 
me  the  axe."  Gabbett  eyes  him  for  a  while,  as  if  struck  by  his 
puny  form,  but  finally  gives  the  axe  to  his  mate  Sanders.  That 
day  they  creep  along  cautiously  between  the  sea  and  the  hills, 
camping  at  a  creek.  Vetch,  after  much  search,  finds  a  handful 
of  berries,  and  adds  them  to  the  main  stock.  Half  of  this  hand- 
ful is  eaten  at  once,  the  other  half  reserved  for  (<  to-morrow. w 
The  next  day  they  come  to  an  arm  of  the  sea,  and  as  they 
struggle  northward  Maria  Island  disappears,  and  with  it  all 
danger  from  telescopes.  That  evening  they  reach  the  camping- 
ground  by  twos  and  threes;  and  each  wonders  —  between  the 
paroxysms  of  hunger  —  if  his  face  is  as  haggard  and  his  eyes  as 
blood-shot  as  those  of  his  neighbor. 

On  the  seventh  day  Bodenham  says  his  feet  are  so  bad  he 
can't  walk,  and  Greenhill,  with  a  greedy  look  at  the  berries,  bids 
him  stay  behind.  Being  in  a  very  weak  condition,  he  takes  his 
companion  at  his  word,  and  drops  off  about  noon  the  next  day. 
Gabbett,  discovering  this  defection,  however,  goes  back,  and  in 
an  hour  or  so  appears,  driving  the  wretched  creature  before  him 
with  blows,  as  a  sheep  is  driven  to  the  shambles.  Greenhill 
remonstrates  at  another  mouth  being  thus  forced  upon  the  party, 
but  the  giant  silences  him  with  a  hideous  glance.  Jemmy  Vetch 
remembers  that  Greenhill  accompanied  Gabbett  once  before,  and 
feels  uncomfortable.  He  gives  hint  of  his  suspicions  to  Sanders, 
but  Sanders  only  laughs.  It  is  horribly  evident  that  there  is  an 
understanding  among  the  three. 
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The  ninth  sun  of  their  freedom,  rising  upon  sandy  and  bar- 
ren hillocks,  bristling  thick  with  cruel  scrub,  sees  the  six  famine- 
stricken  wretches  cursing  their  God,  and  yet  afraid  to  die.  All 
round  is  the  fruitless,  shadeless,  shelterless  bush.  Above,  the 
pitiless  heaven.  In  the  distance  the  remorseless  sea.  Something 
terrible  must  happen.  That  gray  wilderness,  arched  by  gray 
heaven  stooping  to  gray  sea,  is  a  fitting  keeper  of  hideous 
secrets.  Vetch  suggests  that  Oyster  Bay  cannot  be  far  to  the 
eastward, — the  line  of  ocean  is  deceitfully  close, —  and  though 
such  a  proceeding  will  take  them  out  of  their  course,  they 
resolve  to  make  for  it.  After  hobbling  five  miles  they  seem  no 
nearer  than  before,  and  nigh  dead  with  fatigue  and  starvation, 
sink  despairingly  upon  the  ground.  Vetch  thinks  Gabbett's  eyes 
have  a  wolfish  glare  in  them,  and  instinctively  draws  off  from 
him.  Said  Greenhill,  in  the  course  of  a  dismal  conversation,  (<  I 
am  so  weak  that  I  could  eat  a  piece  of  a  man." 

On  the  tenth  day  Bodenham  refuses  to  stir,  and  the  others, 
being  scarcely  able  to  drag  along  their  limbs,  sit  on  the  ground 
about  him.  Greenhill,  eyeing  the  prostrate  man,  said  slowly,  tt  I 
have  seen  the  same  done  before,  boys,  and  it  tasted  like  pork." 

Vetch,  hearing  his  savage  comrade  give  utterance  to  a 
thought  all  had  secretly  cherished,  speaks  out,  crying,  <(It  would 
be  murder  to  do  it;  and  then  perhaps  we  couldn't  eat  it." 

"Oh,"  said  Gabbett,  with  a  grin,  <(  I'll  warrant  you  that;  but 
you  must  all  have  a  hand  in  it." 

Gabbett,  Sanders,  and  Greenhill  then  go  aside,  and  presently 
Sanders,  coming  to  the  Crow,  said,  <(  He  consented  to  act  as 
flogger.  He  deserves  it." 

«So  did  Gabbett,  for  that  matter,"  shudders  Vetch. 

<(Ay,  but  Bodenham's  feet  are  sore,"  said  Sanders,  <(and  'tis 
a  pity  to  leave  him." 

Having  no  fire,  they  made  a  little  break- wind;  and  Vetch, 
half  dozing  behind  this,  at  about  three  in  the  morning  hears 
some  one  cry  out  <(  Christ !  "  and  awakes,  sweating  ice. 

No  one  but  Gabbett  and  Greenhill  would  eat  that  night. 
That  savage  pair,  however,  make  a  fire,  fling  ghastly  fragments 
on  the  embers,  and  eat  the  broil  before  it  is  right  warm.  In 
the  morning  the  frightful  carcass  is  divided. 

That  day's  march  takes  place  in  silence,  and  at  the  mid- 
day halt  Cornelius  volunteers  to  carry  the  billy,  affecting  great 
restoration  from  the  food.  Vetch  gives  it  him,  and  in  half  an 
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hour  afterward  Cornelius  is  missing.  Gabbett  and  Greenhill 
pursue  him  in  vain,  and  return  with  curses.  (<  He'll  die  like  a 
dog,"  said  Greenhill,  « alone  in  the  bush."  Jemmy  Vetch,  with 
his  intellect  acute  as  ever,  thinks  that  Cornelius  prefers  such  a 
death  to  the  one  in  store  for  him,  but  says  nothing. 

The  twelfth  morning  dawns  wet  and  misty,  but  Vetch,  seeing 
the  provision  running  short,  strives  to  be  cheerful,  telling  stories 
of  men  who  have  escaped  greater  peril.  Vetch  feels  with  dis- 
may that  he  is  the  weakest  of  the  party,  but  has  some  sort  of 
ludicro-horrible  consolation  in  remembering  that  he  is  also  the 
leanest.  They  come  to  a  creek  that  afternoon,  and  look  until 
nightfall  in  vain  for  a  crossing-place.  The  next  day  Gabbett  and 
Vetch  swim  across,  and  Vetch  directs  Gabbett  to  cut  a  long  sap- 
ling, which  being  stretched  across  the  water,  is  seized  by  Green- 
hill  and  the  Moocher,  who  are  dragged  over. 

(( What  would  you  do  without  me  ? "  said  the  Crow,  with  a 
ghastly  grin. 

They  cannot  kindle  a  fire,  for  Greenhill,  who  carries  the  tin- 
der, has  allowed  it  to  get  wet.  The  giant  swings  his  axe  in 
savage  anger  at  enforced  cold,  and  Vetch  takes  an  opportunity 
to  remark  privately  to  him  what  a  big  man  Greenhill  is. 

On  the  fourteenth  day  they  can  scarcely  crawl,  and  their 
limbs  pain  them.  Greenhill,  who  is  the  weakest,  sees  Gabbett 
and  the  Moocher  go  aside  to  consult,  and  crawling  to  the  Crow, 
whimpers,  (<  For  God's  sake,  Jemmy,  don't  let  'em  murder  me!" 

<(  I  can't  help  you,"  says  Vetch,  looking  about  in  terror. 
« Think  of  poor  Tom  Bodenham." 

((  But  he  was  no  murderer.  If  they  kill  me,  I  shall  go  to  hell 
with  Tom's  blood  on  my  soul." 

He  writhes  on  the  ground  in  sickening  terror,  and  Gabbett, 
arriving,  bids  Vetch  bring  wood  for  the  fire.  Vetch  going,  sees 
Greenhill  clinging  to  wolfish  Gabbett's  knees,  and  Sanders  calls 
after  him,  (<  You  will  hear  it  presently,  Jem. " 

The  nervous  Crow  puts  his  hands  to  his  ears,  but  is  con- 
scious, nevertheless,  of  a  dull  crash  and  a  groan.  When  he  comes 
back,  Gabbett  is  putting  on  the  dead  man's  shoes,  which  are 
better  than  his  own. 

(<We'll  stop  here  a  day  or  so  and  rest,"  said  he,  (<now  we've 
got  provisions." 

Two  more  days  pass,  and  the  three,  eying  each  other  sus- 
piciously, resume  their  march.  The  third  day  —  the  sixteenth  of 
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their  awful  journey — such  portions  of  the  carcass  as  they  have 
with  them  prove  un£t  to  eat.  They  look  into  each  other's  famine- 
sharpened  faces,  and  wonder  <(  Who  next  ?  " 

<(  We  must  all  die  together, "  said  Sanders,  quickly,  <(  before 
anything  else  must  happen." 

Vetch  marks  the  terror  concealed  in  the  words,  and  when  the 
dreaded  giant  is  out  of  ear-shot,  says,  a  For  God's  sake,  let's  go 
on  alone,  Alick.  You  see  what  sort  of  a  cove  that  Gabbett  is, — 
he'd  kill  his  father  before  he'd  fast  one  day.  " 

They  made  for  the  bush,  but  the  giant  turned  and  strode 
toward  them.  Vetch  skipped  nimbly  on  one  side,  but  Gabbett 
struck  the  Moocher  on  the  forehead  with  the  axe.  <(  Help !  Jem, 
help ! "  cried  the  victim,  cut  but  not  fatally,  and  in  the  strength 
of  his  desperation  tore  the  axe  from  the  monster  who  bore  it, 
and  flung  it  to  Vetch.  <(  Keep  it,  Jemmy, "  he  cried ;  (<  let's  have 
no  more  murder  done!" 

They  fare  again  through  the  horrible  bush  until  nightfall, 
when  Vetch,  in  a  strange  voice,  called  the  giant  to  him. 

«He  must  die." 

<(  Either  you  or  he,"  laughs  Gabbett.      (<Give  me  the  axe." 

(<  No,  no, "  said  the  Crow,  his  thin  malignant  face  distorted 
by  a  horrible  resolution.  <(  I'll  keep  the  axe.  Stand  back!  You 
shall  hold  him,  and  I'll  do  the  job." 

Sanders,  seeing  them  approach,  knew  his  end  had  come,  and 
submitted,  crying,  <(  Give  me  half  an  hour  to  pray  for  myself. " 
They  consent,  and  the  bewildered  wretch  knelt  down  and 
folded  his  hands  like  a  child.  His  big  stupid  face  worked  with 
emotion.  His  great  cracked  lips  moved  in  desperate  agony. 
He  wagged  his  head  from  side  to  side,  in  pitiful  confusion  of 
his  brutalized  senses.  (<  I  can't  think  o'  the  words,  Jem ! " 

"Pah,"  snarled  the  cripple,  swinging  the  axe,  <(  we  can't 
starve  here  all  night." 

Four  days  had  passed,  and  the  two  survivors  of  this  awful 
journey  sat  watching  each  other.  The  gaunt  giant,  his  eyes 
gleaming  with  hate  and  hunger,  sat  sentinel  over  the  dwarf. 
The  dwarf,  chuckling  at  his  superior  sagacity,  clutched  the  fatal 
axe.  For  two  days  they  had  not  spoken  to  each  other.  For  two 
days  each  had  promised  himself  that  on  the  next  his  companion 
must  sleep  —  and  die.  Vetch  comprehended  the  devilish  scheme 
of  the  monster  who  had  entrapped  five  of  his  fellow-beings  to 
aid  him  by  their  deaths  to  his  own  safety,  and  held  aloof. 
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Gabbett  watched  to  snatch  the  weapon  from  his  companion,  and 
make  the  odds  even  for  once  and  forever.  In  the  daytime  they 
traveled  on,  seeking1  each  a  pretext  to  creep  behind  the  other. 
In  the  night-time  when  they  feigned  slumber,  each  stealthily 
raising  a  head  caught  the  wakeful  glance  of  his  companion. 
Vetch  felt  his  strength  deserting  him,  and  his  brain  overpow- 
ered by  fatigue.  Surely  the  giant,  muttering,  gesticulating,  and 
slavering  at  the  mouth,  was  on  the  road  to  madness.  Would  the 
monster  find  opportunity  to  rush  at  him,  and  braving  the  blood- 
stained axe,  kill  him  by  main  force  ?  or  would  he  sleep,  and  be 
himself  a  victim  ?  Unhappy  Vetch !  It  is  the  terrible  privilege 
of  insanity  to  be  sleepless. 

On  the  fifth  day,  Vetch,  creeping  behind  a  tree,  takes  off  his 
belt,  and  makes  a  noose.  He  will  hang  himself.  He  gets  one 
end  of  the  belt  over  a  bough,  and  then  his  cowardice  bids  him 
pause.  Gabbett  approaches;  he  tries  to  evade  him,  and  steal 
away  into  the  bush.  In  vain.  The  insatiable  giant,  ravenous 
with  famine  and  sustained  by  madness,  is  not  to  be  shaken  off. 
Vetch  tries  to  run,  but  his  legs  bend  under  him.  The  axe  that 
has  tried  to  drink  so  much  blood  feels  heavy  as  lead.  He  will 
fling  it  away.  No  —  he  dares  not.  Night  falls  again.  He  must 
rest,  or  go  mad.  His  limbs  are  powerless.  His  eyelids  are 
glued  together.  He  sleeps  as  he  stands.  This  horrible  thing 
must  be  a  dream.  He  is  at  Port  Arthur,  or  will  wake  on  his 
pallet  in  the  penny  lodging-house  he  slept  at  when  a  boy.  Is 
that  the  deputy  come  to  wake  him  to  the  torment  of  living?  It 
is  not  time  —  surely  not  time  yet.  He  sleeps  —  and  the  giant, 
grinning  with  ferocious  joy,  approaches  on  clumsy  tiptoe  and 
seizes  the  coveted  axe. 

On  the  northeast  coast  of  Van  Diemen's  Land  is  a.  place 
called  St.  Helen's  Point,  and  a  certain  skipper,  being  in  want  of 
fresh  water,  landing  there  with  a  boat's  crew,  found  on  the 
banks  of  the  creek  a  gaunt  and  blood-stained  man,  clad  in 
tattered  yellow,  who  carried  on  his  back  an  axe  and  a  bundle. 
When  the  sailors  came  within  sight  of  him  he  made  signs  to 
them  to  approach,  and  opening  his  bundle  with  much  ceremony, 
offered  them  some  of  its  contents.  Filled  with  horror  at  what 
the  maniac  displayed,  they  seized  and  bound  him.  At  Hobart 
Town  he  was  recognized  as  the  only  survivor  of  the  nine 
desperadoes  who  had  escaped  from  Colonel  Arthur's  <c  natural 
penitentiary. }> 


3756 


MATTHIAS   CLAUDIUS 

(1740-1815) 

'ATTHIAS  CLAUDIUS,  best  known  as  (<the  Wandsbecker  Bote" 
(the  Messenger  from  Wandsbeck),  was  born  at  Reinfeld  in 
Holstein,  August  i5th,  1740.  He  was  of  excellent  stock, 
coming  from  a  long  line  of  clergymen.  It  was  said  that  scarcely 
another  family  in  Schleswig-Holstein  had  given  to  the  church  so 
many  sons. 

There  is  but  little  to  record  of  the  quiet  boyhood  passed  in  the 
picturesque  stillness  of  the  North  German  village.  At  the  outset  the 

education  of  Claudius  was  conducted  by  his 
father,  the  village  pastor.  From  beginning 
to  end  his  life  was  simple,  moderate,  and 
well  ordered.  After  finishing  his  school 
days  at  Ploen,  he  entered  the  University 
of  Jena  (1759),  with  the  intention  of  study- 
ing theology,  in  order  to  follow  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  family  and  enter  the  ministry. 
This  idea  he  was  soon  obliged  to  relinquish 
on  account  of  a  pulmonary  weakness,  and 
he  turned  instead  to  the  study  of  juris- 
prudence. His  strongest  attraction  was 
towards  literature.  He  became  a  member 
of  the  literary  guild  in  Jena;  and  later, 
when  he  had  attained  fame  as  the  <(  Wands- 
becker Bote,^  he  was  intimately  associated  with  Voss,  F.  L.  Stol- 
berg,  Herder,  and  others  of  the  Gottingen  fraternity.  His  first 
verses,  published  in  Jena  in  1763,  under  the  title  (Tandeleien  und 
Erzahlungen>  (Trifles  and  Tales),  gave  no  indication  of  his  talents, 
and  were  no  more  than  the  usual  student  efforts  of  unconscious 
imitation;  they  have  absolutely  no  poetic  value,  and  are  interesting 
only  as  they  indicate  a  stage  of  development.  In  editing  his  works 
in  later  years,  Claudius  preserved  of  this  early  poetry  only  one  song, 
(An  eine  Quelle)  (To  a  Spring). 

After  leaving  the  university  in  1764,  he  took  a  position  as  pri- 
vate secretary  to  Count  Holstein  in  Copenhagen;  and  here,  under 
the  powerful  influence  of  Klopstock,  whose  friendship  was  at  this 
time  the  most  potent  element  of  his  life,  and  in  the  brilliant  circle 
which  that  poet  had  drawn  around  him,  Claudius  entered  fully  into 
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the  life  of  sentiment  and  ideas  which  conduced  so  largely  to  his 
intellectual  development.  Some  years  later,  after  a  fallow  period 
spent  in  the  quiet  of  his  father's  house  at  Reinfeld,  he  settled  at 
Wandsbeck,  near  Altona  (1771),  where  in  connection  with  Bode  he 
published  the  Wandsbecker  Bote,  the  popular  weekly  periodical  so 
indissolubly  associated  with  his  name  His  contributions  under  the 
name  of  <(  Asmus w  found  everywhere  the  warmest  acceptance.  In 
1775,  through  Herder's  recommendation,  Claudius  was  appointed 
Chief  Land  Commissioner  at  Darmstadt;  but  circumstances  rendering 
the  position  uncongenial,  he  returned  to  his  beloved  Wandsbeck, 
where  he  supported  his  family  by  his  pen  until  1788,  when  Crown 
Prince  Frederick  of  Denmark  appointed  him  revisor  of  the  Holstein 
Bank  at  Altona.  He  died  in  Hamburg,  January  ist,  1815,  in  the 
house  of  his  son-in-law,  the  bookseller  Perthes, 

A  collection  of  his  works,  with  the  title  ( Asmus  omnia  sua  secum 
portans,   oder    Sammtliche  Werke    des  Wandsbecker  Boten }  (The  Col- 
lected Works   of   the  Wandsbeck    Messenger),  appeared   at   Hamburg, 
1775-1812.     These  collected  works  comprise  songs,   romances,   fables, 
poems,    letters,    etc.,    originally    published    in    various    places.      The 
translation  of  Saint  Martin  and  Fenelon  marked  the  pietistic  spirit  of 
his  later   years,    and   is   in    strong   contrast   to   the   exuberance  which 
produced  the  <  Rheinweinlied  >  (Rhine  Wine  Song)  and  <  Urian's  Reise 
um  die  Welt >  (Urian's  Journey  around  the  World). 
/        Claudius  as  a  poet  won  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen.     His  verses 
/  express  his  idyllic  love  of  nature   and  his  sympathy  with  rustic  life. 
/    The  poet  and  the  man  are  one.     His  pure  and  simple  style  appealed 
to   the   popular   taste,  and   some   of   his   lyrics   have  become  genuine 
folk-songs. 


SPECULATIONS  ON  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY 

From  the   Wandsbecker  Bote 

A  HAPPY  new  year!     A   happy  new  year  to   my  dear  country, 
the  land  of  old  integrity  and  truth!     A  happy  new  year  to 
friends  and  enemies,   Christians  and  Turks,   Hottentots  and 
Cannibals!     To  all  on  whom  God  permits  his  sun  to  rise  and  his 
rain  to  fall!     Also    to   the   poor   negro    slaves  who  have  to  work 
all    day  in*  the    hot   sun.      It's   wholly   a   glorious   day,   the   New 
Year's  Day!     At  other  times  I  can  bear  that  a  man  should  be  a 
little  bit  patriotic,  and  not  make  court  to  other  nations.     True, 
one    must   not   speak   evil   of   any   nation.     The    wiser    part    are 
every\vneie  silent;  and  who  would  revile  a  whole  nation  for  the 
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sake  of  the  loud  ones  ?  As  I  said,  I  can  bear  at  other  times 
that  a  man  should  be  a  little  patriotic:  but  on  New  Year's  Day 
my  patriotism  is  dead  as  a  mouse,  and  it  seems  to  me  on  that 
day  as  if  we  were  all  brothers,  and  had  one  Father  who  is  in 
heaven;  as  if  all  the  goods  of  the  world  were  water  which  God 
has  created  for  all  men,  as  I  once  heard  it  said. 

And  so  I  am  accustomed,  every  New  Year's  morning,  to  sit 
down  on  a  stone  by  the  wayside,  to  scratch  with  my  staff  in  the 
sand  before  me,  and  to  think  of  this  and  of  that.  Not  of  my 
readers.  I  hold  them  in  all  honor:  but  on  New  Year's  morning, 
on  the  stone  by  the  wayside,  I  think  not  of  them;  but  I  sit 
there  and  think  that  during  the  past  year  I  saw  the  sun  rise  so 
often,  and  the  moon, —  that  I  saw  so  many  rainbows  and  flowers, 
and  breathed  the  air  so  often,  and  drank  from  the  brook, —  and 
then  I  do  not  like  to  look  up,  and  I  take  with  both  hands  my 
cap  from  my  head  and  look  into  that. 

Then  I  think  also  of  my  acquaintances  who  have  died  during 
the  year;  and  how  they  can  talk  now  with  Socrates  and  Numa, 
and  other  men  of  whom  I  have  heard  so  much  good,  and  with 
John  Huss.  And  then  it  seems  as  if  graves  opened  round  me, 
and  shadows  with  bald  crowns  and  long  gray  beards  came  out  ol 
them  and  shook  the  dust  out  of  their  beards.  That  must  be  the 
work  of  the  (<  Everlasting  Huntsman,"  who  has  his  doings  about 
the  twelfth.  The  old  pious  long-beards  would  fain  sleep.  But  a 
glad  new  year  to  your  memory  and  to  the  ashes  in  your  graves! 


w 


RHINE  WINE 

ITH  laurel  wreathe  the  glass's  vintage  mellow, 
1    And  drink  it  gayly  dry! 

Through  farthest  Europe,  know,  my  worthy  fellow 
For  such  in  vain  yell  try. 


Nor  Hungary  nor  Poland  e'er  could  boast  it; 

And  as  for  Gallia's  vine, 
Saint  Veit  the  Ritter,  if  he  choose,  may  toast  it, — 

We  Germans  love  the  Rhine. 

Our  fatherland  we  thank  for  such  a  blessing, 

And  many  more  beside; 
And  many  more,  though  little  show  possessing, 

Well  worth  our  love  and  pride. 
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Nfoi  everywhere  the  vine  bedecks  our  border, 

As  well  the  mountains  show, 
That  harbor  in  their  bosoms  foul  disorder; 

Not  worth  their  room  below. 

Thuringia's  hills,  for  instance,  are  aspiring 

To  rear  a  juice  like  wine; 
But  that  is  all;  nor  mirth  nor  song  inspiring, 

It  breathes  not  of  the  vine. 

And  other  hills,  with  buried  treasures  glowing, 

For  wine  are  far  too  cold; 
Though  iron  ores  and  cobalt  there  are  growing. 

And  'chance  some  .paltry  gold. 

The  Rhine, —  the  Rhine,  —  there  grow  the  gay  plantations! 

Oh,  hallowed  be  the  Rhine! 
Upon  his  banks  are  brewed  the  rich  potations 

Of  this  consoling  wine. 

Drink  to  the  Rhine!  and  every  coming  morrow 

Be  mirth  and  music  thine! 
And  when  we  meet  a  child  of  care  and  sorrow, 

We'll  send  him  to  the  Rhine. 


WINTER 
A  SONG  TO   BE  SUNG  BEHIND  THE  STOVE 


o 


LD  Winter  is  the  man  for  me  — 
Stout-hearted,  sound,  and  steady; 

Steel  nerves  and  bones  of  brass  hath  he; 
Come  snow,  come  blow,  he's  ready! 


If  ever  man  was  well,   'tis  he; 

He  keeps  no  fire  in  his  chamber, 
And  yet  from  cold  and  cough  is  free 

In  bitterest  December. 

He  dresses  him  out-doors  at  morn, 
Nor  needs  he  first  to  warm  him; 

Toothache  and  rheumatis'  he'll  scorn, 
And  colic  don't  alarm  him. 

In  summer,   when  the  woodland  rings, 
He  asks  <(What  mean  these  noises?* 
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Warm  sounds  he  hates,  and  all  warm  things 
Most  heartily  despises. 

But  when  the  fox's  bark  is  loud; 

When  the  bright  hearth  is  snapping; 
When  children  round  the  chimney  crowd, 

All  shivering  and  clapping;  — 

When  stone  and  bone  with  frost  do  breaks 
And  pond  and  lake  are  cracking,  — 

Then  you  may  see  his  old -sides  shake, 
Such  glee  his  frame  is  racking. 

Near  the  North  Pole,  upon  the  strand, 

He  has  an  icy  tower; 
Likewise  in  lovely  Switzerland 

He  keeps  a  summer  bower. 

So  up  and  down  —  now  here  —  now  there  — 

His  regiments  manoeuvre; 
When  he  goes  by,   we  stand  and  stare, 

And  cannot  choose  but  shiver. 


NIGHT  SONG 

moon  is  up  in  splendor, 
And  golden  stars  attend  her; 

The  heavens  are  calm  and  bright; 
Trees  cast  a  deepening  shadow; 
And  slowly  off  the  meadow 
A  mist  is  rising  silver-white. 

Night's  curtains  now  are  closing 
Round  half  a  world,  reposing 

In  calm  and  holy  trust; 
All  seems  one  vast,  still  chamber, 
Where  weary  hearts  remember 

No  more  the  sorrows  of  the  dust. 

Translations  of  Charles  T.  Brooks. 
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HENRY  CLAY 

(1777-1852) 

BY  JOHN   R.   PROCTER 

IENRY  CLAY  must  not  be  judged  as  an  orator  by  his  reported 
speeches,  which  are  but  skeletons  of  the  masterly  originals, 
but  by  the  lasting  effect  of  these  speeches  on  those  who 
heard  them,  and  by  his  ability  as  an  originator  of  important  meas- 
ures and  his  success  in  carrying  these  measures  to  a  conclusion  by 
convincing  and  powerful  oratory.  Judged  by  his  achievements  and 
by  his  wide-spread  influence,  he  must  take  rank  as  a  statesman  and 
orator  of  pre-eminent  ability.  The  son  of  a  poor  Baptist  clergyman, 
with  but  scant  advantages  for  acquiring  an  education;  leaving  home 
at  an  early  age  and  going  among  strangers  to  a  community  where 
family  ties  and  social  connections  were  a  controlling  element;  —  this 
poor  boy,  with  no  family  influence,  assumed  at  once,  by  sheer  force 
of  character  and  ability,  a  leadership  which  he  held  undisputed  until 
his  death.  And  years  after  he  had  passed  away,  it  was  the  « fol- 
lowers of  Henry  Clay"  who  kept  Kentucky  from  joining  the  States 
of  the  South  in  their  unsuccessful  efforts  to  withdraw  from  the 
Union. 

Of  his  oratory  Robert  C.  Winthrop  wrote  after  a  lapse  of  years: 
<(  I  can  only  bear  witness  to  an  impressiveness  of  speech  nevei 
exceeded,  if  ever  equaled,  within  an  experience  of  half  a  century, 
during  which  I  have  listened  to  many  of  the  greatest  orators  on  both 
sides  of  the  Atlantic."  As  a  parliamentary  leader,  Rhodes  calls  him 
the  greatest  in  our  history.  (<His  leadership,"  says  Mr.  Schurz, 
(<was  not  of  that  mean  order  which  merely  contrives  to  organize  a 
personal  following;  it  was  the  leadership  of  a  statesman  zealously 
striving  to  promote  great  public  interests." 

As  a  presiding  officer  he  was  the  most  commanding  Speaker  the 
National  House  of  Representatives  has  ever  had.  Winthrop,  who 
served  long  with  him  in  Congress,  said  of  him:  — «  No  abler  or  more 
commanding  presiding  officer  ever  sat  in  the  Speaker's  chair  on 
either  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Prompt,  dignified,  resolute,  fearless,  he 
had  a  combination  of  intellectual  and  physical  qualities  which  made 
him  a  natural  ruler  over  men."  He  was  six  times  elected  Speaker, 
sometimes  almost  by  acclamation;  and  during  the  many  years 
which  he  presided  over  the  House  not  one  of  his  decisions  was  ever 
reversed. 
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As  a  Secretary  of  State,  during  his  term  of  four  years  the  trea- 
ties with  foreign  countries  negotiated  by  him  exceeded  in  numbers 
all  that  had  been  negotiated  by  other  secretaries,  during  the  previous 
thirty-five  years  of  our  constitutional  history.  As  a  diplomat,  he 
showed  himself  at  Ghent  more  than  a  match  for  the  trained  diplo- 
matists of  the  old  world. 

And  with  all  these  he  was  —  at  his  ideal  country  home,  Ashland, 
surrounded  by  wooded  lawns  and  fertile  acres  of  beautiful  blue-grass 
land  —  a  most  successful  farmer  and  breeder  of  thoroughbred  stock, 
from  the  Scotch  collie  to  the  thoroughbred  race-horse.  I  have  been 
told  by  one  who  knew  him  as  a  farmer  that  no  one  could  guess 
nearer  to  the  weight  of  a  Shorthorn  bullock  than  he.  He  was  as 
much  at  home  with  horses  and  horsemen  as  with  senators  and 
diplomats.  I  have  known  many  men  who  were  friends  and  followers 
of  Mr.  Clay,  and  from  the  love  and  veneration  these  men  had  for  his, 
memory,  I  can  well  understand  why  the  historian  Rhodes  says 
<<:No  man  has  been  loved  as  the  people  of  the  United  States  loved 
Henry  Clay.» 

Clay  seemed  to  have  had  honors  and  leadership  thrust  upon  him. 
Arriving  in  Kentucky  in  1797,  he  at  once  advocated  the  gradual 
emancipation  of  slaves,  regardless  of  the  strong  prejudices  to  the 
contrary  of  the  rich  slaveholding  community  in  which  he  had  cast 
his  lot;  yet,  unsolicited  on  his  part,  this  community  elected  him  to 
the  State  Legislature  by  a  large  majority  in  1803,  and  before  three 
years  of  service  he  was  chosen  by  his  fellow  members  to  fill  a 
vacancy  in  the  United  States  Senate.  And  until  his  death  in  1852, 
his  constituents  in  Kentucky  vied  with  each  other  in  their  desires 
to  keep  him  as  their  representative  in  either  the  national  Senate  or 
House  of  Representatives.  He  entered  the  latter  in  1811,  and  was 
selected  as  Speaker  of  that  body  almost  by  acclamation  on  the  first 
day  of  his  taking  his  seat.  After  a  long  life  spent  in  his  country's 
service  he  was  elected  unanimously  to  the  Senate  in  1848,  despite 
party  strife  and  the  fact  that  the  two  parties  were  almost  evenly 
divided  in  Kentucky. 

No  attempt  can  here  be  made  to  even  recapitulate  the  events  of 
importance  connected  with  his  long  public  services.  I  will  call  atten- 
tion only  to  some  of  the  most  important  measures  which  he  carried 
by  his  magnificent  leadership. 

WAR  OF  1812 

Clay  assumed  the  leadership  of  those  who  urged  resistance  to  the 
unjust  and  overbearing  encroachments  of  Great  Britain,  and  he  more 
than  any  one  else  was  instrumental  in  overcoming  opposition  and 
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forcing  a  declaration  of  war.  This  war  — a  second  war  for  inde- 
pendence, which  changed  this  country  from  a  disjointed  confederacy 
liable  to  fall  asunder,  to  a  compact,  powerful,  and  self-respecting 
Union  —  will  ever  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  crowning  glories  of  his 
long  and  brilliant  career.  He  proved  more  than  a  match  in  debate 
for  Randolph,  Quincy,  and  other  able  advocates  for  peace.  When 
asked  what  we  were  to  gain  by  war,  he  answered,  ((What  are  we  not 
to  lose  by  peace  ?  Commerce,  character, —  a  nation's  best  treasure, 
honor ! » 

In  answer  to  the  arguments  that  certificates  of  protection  author- 
ized by  Congress  were  fraudulently  used,  his  magnificent  answer, 
«The  colors  that  float  from  the  mast-head  should  be  the  credentials 
of  our  seamen, w  electrified  the  patriots  of  the  country.  There  is 
but  a  meagre  report  of  this  great  speech,  but  the  effect  produced  was 
overwhelming  and  bore  down  all  opposition.  It  is  said  that  men  of 
both  parties,  forgetting  all  antipathies  under  the  spell  of  his  elo- 
quence, wept  together.  Mr.  Clay's  first  speech  on  entering  Congress 
was  in  favor  of  the  encouragement  of  domestic  manufactures,  mainly 
as  a  defensive  measure  in  anticipation  of  a  war  with  Great  Britain; 
arguing  that  whatever  doubts  might  be  entertained  as  to  the  general 
policy  of  encouraging  domestic  manufactures  by  import  duties,  none 
could  exist  regarding  the  propriety  of  adopting  measures  for  produc- 
ing such  articles  as  are  requisite  in  times  of  war.  If  his  measure  for 
the  increase  of  the  standing  army  had  been  adopted  in  time,  the 
humiliating  reverses  on  land  during  the  early  part  of  the  war  would 
have  been  averted.  He  carried  through  a  bill  for  the  increase  of  the 
navy,  and  the  brilliant  naval  victories  of  the  war  of  1812  followed. 
In  the  debate  on  the  bill  to  provide  for  a  standing  army,  it  was 
argued  that  twenty-five  thousand  could  not  be  had  in  the  United 
States.  Clay  aroused  the  people  of  Kentucky  to  such  enthusiasm  that 
fifteen  thousand  men  volunteered  in  that  State  alone,  and  members  of 
Congress  shouldered  their  muskets  and  joined  the  ranks. 


TREATY  OF  GHENT 

Henry  Clay's  faith  in  the  destiny  of  his  country,  and  his  heroic 
determination  that  a  continuation  of  the  war  was  preferable  to  the 
terms  proposed,  prevented  humiliating  concessions.  The  American 
Commissioners  were  Henry  Clay,  John  Quincy  Adams,  Albert  Galla- 
tin,  James  A.  Bayard,  and  Jonathan  Russell,  and  the  British  Com- 
missioners Lord  Gambier,  Henry  Goulbourn,  and  William  Adams. 
The  news  received  by  Clay  on  his  arrival  in  Europe  was  not  calcu- 
lated to  inspire  him  with  hope.  From  Mr.  Bayard  he  received  a 
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letter  (dated  April  2oth,   1814)  with  news  of  the  triumph  of  the  allies 
over  Napoleon,  and  stating:  — 

(<  There  is  reason  to  think  that  it  has  materially  changed  the  views  of  the 
British  Ministry.  .  .  .  The  great  augmentation  of  their  disposable  force 
presents  an  additional  temptation  to  prosecute  the  war.** 

By  the  same  mail  Mr.  Gallatin  writes  from  London  (April  22d, 
1814):  — 

<(You  are  sufficiently  aware  of  the  total  change  in  our  affairs  produced  by 
the  late  revolution,  and  by  the  restoration  of  universal  peace  in  the  European 
world,  from  which  we  are  alone  excluded.  A  well-organized  and  large  army 
is  at  once  liberated  from  any  European  employment,  and  ready,  together  with 
a  superabundant  naval  force,  to  act  independently  against  us.  How  ill  pre- 
pared we  are  to  meet  it  in  a  proper  manner,  no  one  knows  better  than  your- 
self; but  above  all,  our  own  divisions  and  the  hostile  attitude  of  the  Eastern 
States  give  room  to  apprehend  that  a  continuation  of  the  war  might  prove 
vitally  fatal  to  the  United  States. » 

Mr.  Russell  writes  from  Stockholm  (July  2d,    1814):  — 

<(My  distress  at  the  delay  which  our  joint  errand  has  encountered  has 
almost  been  intolerable,  and  the  kind  of  comfort  I  have  received  from  Mr. 
Adams  has  afforded  very  little  relief.  His  apprehensions  are  rather  of  a 
gloomy  cast  with  regard  to  the  result  of  our  labors. » 

Mr.  Crawford,  our  Minister  to  France,  who  with  Clay  favored  a 
vigorous  prosecution  of  the  war,  writes  to  him  (July  4th,  1814):  — 

<(I  am  thoroughly  convinced  that  the  United  States  can  never  be  called 
upon  to  treat  under  circumstances  less  auspicious  than  those  which  exist  at 
the  present  moment,  unless  our  internal  bickerings  shall  continue  to  weaken 
the  effects  of  the  government. » 

With  discouraging  news  from  home,  the  seat  of  government  taken, 
and  the  Capitol  burned,  the  Eastern  States  opposing  the  war  and 
threatening  to  withdraw  from  the  Union,  and  his  fellow  commis- 
sioners in  the  despondent  mood  evidenced  by  the  above-quoted  let- 
ters,—  it  is  amazing  that  Clay,  whom  some  historians  have  called  a 
compromiser  by  nature,  opposed  any  and  all  concessions  and  wished 
that  the  war  should  go  on. 

By  the  third  article  of  the  treaty  of  1783  it  was  agreed  that  citi- 
zens of  the  United  States  should  not  fish  in  the  waters  or  cure  fish 
on  the  land  of  any  of  the  maritime  provinces  north  of  the  United 
States  after  they  were  settled,  without  a  previous  agreement  with  the 
inhabitants  or  possessors  of  the  ground. 
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By  the  eighth  article  of  the  same  treaty,  it  was  agreed  that  the 
navigation  of  the  Mississippi  River  should  ever  remain  free  and  open 
to  the  subjects  of  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States.  It  was 
then  supposed  that  the  British  Canadian  possessions  included  the 
head-waters  of  this  river.  By  the  Jay  treaty  of  1794  this  was  con- 
firmed, and  "that  all  ports  and  places  on  its  eastern  side,  to  which- 
soever of  the  parties  belonging,  might  be  freely  resorted  to  and  used 
by  both  parties. >J  At  this  time  Spain  possessed  the  sovereignty  of 
the  west  side  of  the  river,  and  both  sides  from  its  mouth  to  31° 
north  latitude.  The  United  States  acquired  by  the  Louisiana  pur- 
chase of  1803  all  the  sovereignty  of  Spain  which  had  previously 
been  acquired  by  France. 

Gallatin  proposed  to  insert  a  provision  for  the  renewal  to  the 
United  States  of  the  rights  in  the  fisheries,  and  as  an  equivalent  to 
give  to  Great  Britain  the  right  to  the  navigation  of  the  Mississippi 
River.  This  was  favored  by  Gallatin,  Adams,  and  Bayard,  and 
opposed  by  Clay  and  Russell.  Mr.  Clay,  seeing  that  he  was  in  a 
minority,  stated  that  he  would  affix  his  name  to  no  treaty  which 
contained  such  a  provision.  After  his  firm  stand  Mr.  Bayard  left  the 
majority.  Clay's  <(  obstinacy )}  in  opposing  concessions  is  well  shown 
in  Mr.  Adams's  Journal:  — 

«To  this  last  article  [the  right  of  the  British  to  navigate  the  Mississippi 
River]  Mr.  Clay  makes  strong  objections.  He  is  willing  to  leave  the  matter 
of  the  fisheries  as  a  nest-egg  for  another  war.  .  .  .  He  considers  it  a 
privilege  much  too  important  to  be  conceded  for  the  mere  liberty  of  drying 
fish  upon  a  desert,  but  the  Mississippi  was  destined  to  form  a  most  important 
part  of  the  interests  of  the  American  Union.  .  .  .  Mr.  Clay,  of  all  the 
members,  had  alone  been  urgent  to  present  an  article  stipulating  the  aboli- 
tion of  impressment.  Mr.  Clay  lost  his  temper,  as  he  generally  does  when- 
ever the  right  of  the  British  to  navigate  the  Mississippi  is  discussed.  .  .  . 

«  December  nth.  He  [Clay]  was  for  war  three  years  longer.  He  had  no 
doubt  but  three  years  more  of  war  would  make  us  a  warlike  people,  and 
that  then  we  should  come  out  of  the  war  with  honor.  .  .  .  December  22d. 
At  last  he  turned  to  me,  and  asked  me  whether  I  would  not  join  him  now 
and  break  off  negotiations. » 

After  five  months  of  weary  negotiations  under  most  adverse  con- 
ditions so  far  as  the  American  commissioners  were  concerned,  the 
treaty  was  signed  on  December  24th,  1814.  During  all  these  months 
Clay  had  resisted  any  and  all  concessions,  and  none  were  made. 
The  Marquis  of  Wellesley  declared  in  the  House  of  Lords  that  the 
American  commissioners  had  shown  a  most  astonishing  superiority 
over  the  British  during  the  whole  of  the  correspondence. 

During  Mr.  Clay's  absence  at  Ghent,  his  admiring  constituents 
returned  him  to  Congress  by  an  almost  unanimous  vote.  A  year 
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later  in   Congress,   Clay  referred  to   his  part  in  the  bringing  on  the 
war  as  follows:  — 

«I  gave  a  vote  for  a  declaration  of  war.  I  exerted  all  the  little  influence 
and  talent  I  could  command  to  make  the  war.  The  war  was  made.  It  is 
terminated.  And  I  declare  with  perfect  sincerity,  if  it  had  been  permitted 
to  me  to  lift  the  veil  of  futurity  and  to'  foresee  the  precise  series  of  events 
which  had  occurred,  my  vote  would  have  been  unchanged.  We  had  been 
insulted  and  outraged  and  spoliated  upon  by  almost  all  Europe, —  by  Great 
Britain,  by  France,  Spain,  Denmark,  Naples,  and  to  cap  the  climax,  by  the 
little  contemptible  power  of  Algiers.  We  had  submitted  too  long  and  too 
much.  We  had  become  the  scorn  of  foreign  powers  and  the  derision  of  our 
own  citizens.  What  have  we  gained  by  the  war?  Let  any  man  look  at  the 
degraded  condition  of  this  country  before  the  war,  the  scorn  of  the  universe, 
the  contempt  of  ourselves;  and  tell  me  if  we  have  gained  nothing  by  the 
war?  What  is  our  situation  now?  Respectability  and  character  abroad, 
security  and  confidence  at  home.** 

Clay  more  than  any  other  man  forced  the  war.  It  was  the  suc- 
cessful military  hero  of  this  war  —  the  victor  of  New  Orleans  — 
who  defeated  him  in  after  years  for  the  Presidency. 


MISSOURI  COMPROMISE 

The  heated  struggle  in  Congress  over  the  admission  of  Missouri 
into  the  Union  first  brought  prominently  forward  the  agitation  of  the 
slavery  question.  This  struggle,  which  lasted  from  1818  to  1821, 
threatened  the  very  existence  of  the  (Union.  Jefferson  wrote  from 
Monticello :  — 

<(The  Missouri  question  is  the  most  portentous  one  that  has  ever  threat- 
ened the  Union.  In  the  gloomiest  moments  of  the  Revolutionary  War  I 
never  had  any  apprehension  equal  to  that  I  feel  from  this  source. » 

Mr.  Schurz,  writing  of  the  feeling  at  the  time,  says:  — 

« While  thus  the  thought  of  dissolving  the  Union  occurred  readily  to  the 
Southern  mind,  the  thought  of  maintaining  the  government  and  preserving 
the  Union  by  means  of  force  hardly  occurred  to  anybody.  It  seemed  to  be 
taken  for  granted  on  all  sides  that  if  the  Southern  States  insisted  on  cutting 
loose  from  the  Union,  nothing  could  be  done  but  to  let  them  go.» 

The  two  sections  were  at  this  time  so  evenly  balanced  that  the 
maintenance  of  the  Union  by  force  could  not  have  been  successfully 
attempted.  The  compromise  which  admitted  Missouri  to  the  Union 
as  a  slave  State,  and  recognized  the  right  of  settlers  to  carry  slaves 
into  the  territory  south  of  36°  30',  was  carried  through  by  the 
splendid  leadership  of  Clay,  who  thus  earned  the  title  of  "the  great 
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pacificator."     Future   historians   will   accord   to   him   the  title    of  the 
savior  of  the  Union. 

Upon  the  adoption  of  the  compromise  measures  Mr.  Clay  resigned 
his  seat  in  Congress  to  give  his  attention  to  his  private  affairs,  being 
financially  embarrassed  by  indorsing  for  a  friend.  During  his  stay  at 
home  there  was  a  fierce  controversy  over  the  issue  of  paper  money 
and  relief  measures  to  favor  debtors  who  had  become  involved 
through  the  recklessness  following  such  inflation.  Against  what 
seemed  to  be  an  overwhelming  popular  feeling,  Clay  arrayed  himself 
on  the  side  of  sound  money  and  sound  finance.  In  1823  he  was 
again  returned  to  the  House  of  Representatives  without  opposition, 
and  was  chosen  Speaker  by  a  vote  of  139  to  42. 

INTERNAL  IMPROVEMENTS 

Soon  after  his  entrance  into  Congress  Clay  took  advanced  ground 
in  favor  of  building  roads,  improving  water-ways,  and  constructing 
canals  by  the  general  government,  in  order  to  connect  the  seaboard 
States  with  the  (<  boundless  empire w  of  the.  growing  West.  He 
became  the  leader,  the  foremost  champion,  of  a  system  which  was 
bitterly  opposed  by  some  of  the  ablest  statesmen  of  the  time  as 
unauthorized  by  the  Constitution.  Clay  triumphed,  and  during  his 
long  public  service  was  the  recognized  leader  of  a  system  which 
though  opposed  at  first,  has  been  accepted  as  a  national  policy  by 
both  of  the  great  political  parties.  That  he  was  actuated  by  a  grand 
conception  of  the  future  destiny  of  the  country,  and  the  needs  of 
such  improvements  to  insure  a  more  perfect  union,  his  able  speeches 
n  these  questions  will  show.  In  one  he  said:  — 

(( Every  man  who  looks  at  the  Constitution  in  the  spirit  to  entitle  him  to 
the  character  of  statesman,  must  elevate  his  views  to  the  height  to  which  this 
nation  is  destined  to  reach  in  the  rank  of  nations.  We  are  not  legislating  for 
this  moment  only,  or  for  the  present  generation,  or  for  the  present  populated 
limits  of  the  United  States ;  but  our  acts  must  embrace  a  wider  scope, — 
reaching  northward  to  the  Pacific  and  southwardly  to  the  river  Del  Norte. 
Imagine  this  extent  of  territory  with  sixty  or  seventy  or  a  hundred -millions 
of  people.  The  powers  which  exist  now  will  exist  then;  and  tho.se  which  will 
exist  then  exist  now.  .  .  .  What  was  the  object  of  the  Convention  in 
framing  the  Constitution  ?  The  leading  object  was  UNION, —  Union,  then  peace. 
Peace  external  and  internal,  and  commerce,  but  more  particularly  union  and 
peace,  the  great  objects  of  the  framers  of  the  Constitution,  should  be  kept 
steadily  in  view  in  the  interpretation  of  any  clause  of  it;  and  when  it  is  sus- 
ceptible of  various  interpretation,  that  construction  should  be  preferred  which 
tends  to  promote  the  objects  of  the  framers  of  the  Constitution,  to  the  con- 
solidation of  the  Union.  .  .  .  No  man  deprecates  more  than  I  do  the  idea 
of  consolidation;  yet  between  separation  and  consolidation,  painful  as  would 
be  the  alternative,  I  should  greatly  prefer  the  latter. » 
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Congress  now  appropriates  yearly  for  internal  improvements  a 
sum  far  greater  than  the  entire  revenue  of  the  government  at  the 
time  Clay  made  this  speech. 


SPANISH-AMERICAN  INDEPENDENCE 

It  was  but  natural  that  Clay's  ardent  nature  and  his  love  of  liberty 
would  incline  him  to  aid  the  people  of  Central  and  South  America 
in  their  efforts  to  free  themselves  from  Spanish  oppression  and  mis- 
rule. Effective  here  as  in  all  things  undertaken  by  him,  his  name 
must  always  be  linked  with  the  cause  of  Southern  American  inde- 
pendence. Richard  Rush,  writing  from  London  to  Clay  in  1825,  says: 
"The  South- Americans  owe  to  you,  more  than  to  any  other  man  of 
either  hemisphere,  their  independence.  *  His  speeches,  translated 
into  Spanish,  were  read  to  the  revolutionary  armies,  and  ahis  name 
was  a  household  name  among  the  patriots.  *  Bolivar,  writing  to  him 
from  Bogota  in  1827,  says: — (<A11  America,  Colombia,  and  myself, 
owe  your  Excellency  our  purest  gratitude  for  the  incomparable  ser- 
vices which  you  have  rendered  to  us,  by  sustaining  our  cause  with 
sublime  enthusiasm.  ® 

In  one  of  his  speeches  on  this  subject  Clay  foreshadows  a  great 
American  Zollverein.  The  failure  of  the  Spanish-American  republics 
to  attain  the  high  ideals  hoped  for  by  Clay  caused  him  deep  regret 
in  after  years. 

THE  AMERICAN  SYSTEM 

The  tariff  law  of  1824  was  another  triumph  of  Clay's  successful 
leadership,  since,  which  time  he  has  been  called  the  father  of  what 
has  been  termed  the  (<  American  System.  ®  It  must  be  remembered 
that  Clay  was  first  led  to  propose  protective  duties  in  order  to  prepare 
this  country  for  a  war  which  he  felt  could  not  be  avoided  without 
loss  of  national  honor.  When  in  1824  he  advocated  increased  tariff 
duties  in 'order  to  foster  home  industries,  protection  was  universal; 
even  our  agricultural  products  were  excluded  from  British  markets  by 
the  Corn  Laws.  The  man  who  would  now  advocate  in  Congress 
duties  as  low  as  those  levied  by  the  tariff  law  of  1824,  would  be  called 
by  protectionists  of  the  present  day  a  free-trader.  When  in  1833 
nullification  of  the  tariff  laws  was  threatened,  Clay,  while  demanding 
that  the  laws  should  be  enforced  and  that  if  necessary  nullification 
should  be  put  down  by  the  strong  arm  of  the  government,  feared 
that  the  growing  discontent  of  the  South  and  the  obstinacy  of  a  mil- 
itary President  threatened  the  Union,  introduced  and  carried  to  a 
conclusion  a  compromise  tariff  measure  that  brought  peace  to  the 
country. 
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It  was  unfortunate  that  Clay  temporarily  relinquished  his  leadership 
in  Congress  to  accept  the  premiership  in  the  Cabinet  of  President 
Adams.  Although  the  exacting  official  duties  were  not  congenial,  and 
proved  injurious  to  his  health,  his  administration  of  this  high  office 
was  brilliant  and  able,  as  is  well  attested  by  the  number  of  important 
treaties  concluded,  and  by  his  brilliant  state  papers.  His  instructions 
to  the  United  States  delegates  to  the  Panama  Congress  of  American 
Republics  will  grow  in  importance  in  the  years  to  come,  because  of 
the  broad  principles  there  enunciated, — that  private  property  should 
be  exempt  from  seizure  on  the  high  seas  in  times  of  war. 

His  chivalrous  loyalty  to  President  Adams  was  fully  appreciated, 
and  his  friendship  reciprocated.  After  the  close  of  his  administration 
Mr.  Adams  in  a  speech  said:  — 

<(As  to  my  motives  for  tendering  him  the  Department  of  State  when  I 
did,  let  the  man  who  questions  them  come  forward.  Let  him  look  around 
among  the  statesmen  and  legislators  of  the  nation  and  of  that  day.  Let  him 
select  and  name  the  man  whom,  by  his  pre-eminent  talents,  by  his  splendid 
services,  by  his  ardent  patriotism,  by  his  all-embracing  public  spirit,  by  his 
fervid  eloquence  in  behalf  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  mankind,  by  his  long 
experience  in  the  affairs  of  the  Union,  foreign  and  domestic,  a  President  of 
the  United  States  intent  only  upon  the  honor  and  welfare  of  his  country 
ought  to  have  preferred  to  Henry  Clay.* 

Just  before  the  close  of  his  administration  President  Adams  offered 
him  a  position  on  the  bench  of  the  Supreme  Court,  which  he 
declined. 

His  POSITION  ON  AFRICAN  SLAVERY 

Clay  was  a  slaveholder, — a  kind  master, — but  through  his  entire 
public  life  an  open  advocate  of  emancipation.  He  probably  received 
his  early  predilections  against  slavery  from  his  association  with 
Chancellor  Wythe,  before  removing  from  Virginia,  as  indeed  the 
best  part  of  his  education  probably  came  from  personal  contact  with 
that  able  man.  The  intellectual  forces  of  the  border  slave  States 
were  arrayed  in  favor  of  emancipation,  until,  as  Clay  writes  with  some 
feeling  in  1849,  they  were  driven  to  an  opposite  course  <(  by  the 
violent  and  indiscreet  course  of  ultra  abolitionists  in  the  North »; 
but  Clay  remained  to  his  death  hopeful  that  by  peaceable  means 
his  country  might  be  rid  of  this  great  evil.  In  the  letter  above 
quoted,  writing  of  his  failure  to  establish  a  system  of  gradual  eman- 
cipation in  Kentucky,  he  says: — 
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«It  is  a  consoling  reflection  that  although  a  system  of  gradual  emancipa- 
tion cannot  be  established,  slavery  is  destined  inevitably  to  extinction  by  the 
operation  of  peaceful  and  natural  causes.  And  it  is  also  gratifying  to  believe 
that  there  will  not  be  probably  much  difference  in  the  period  of  its  existence, 
whether  it  terminates  legally  or  naturally.  The  chief  difference  in  the  two 
modes  is  that  according  to  the  first,  we  should  take  hold  of  the  institution 
intelligently  and  dispose  of  it  cautiously  and  safely;  while  according  to  the 
other  it  will  some  day  or  other  take  hold  of  us,  and  constrain  us  in  some 
manner  or  other  to  get  rid  of  it.J) 

As  early  as  1798,  he  made  his  first  political  speeches  in  Kentucky 
advocating  an  amendment  to  the  State  Constitution,  providing  for 
the  gradual  emancipation  of  the  slaves.  Referring  to  the  failure  to 
adopt  this  amendment,  he  said  in  a  speech  delivered  in  the  capital 
of  Kentucky  in  1829:  — 

<(  I  shall  never  cease  to  regret  a  decision,  the  effects  of  which  have  been 
to  place  us  in  the  rear  of  our  neighbors  who  are  exempt  from  slavery,  in  the 
state  of  agriculture,  the  progress  of  manufactures,  the  advance  of  improve- 
ments, and  the  general  progress  of  society. » 

In  these  days,  when  public  men  who  should  be  leaders  bend  to 
what  they  believe  to  be  the  popular  wishes,  the  example  of  Clay,  in 
his  bold  disregard  of  the  prejudices  and  property  interests  of  his 
constituents,  is  inspiring. 

George  W.  Prentice  was  sent  from  New  England  to  Kentucky  to 
write  a  life  of  Clay,  and  writing  in  1830  he  says:  — 

« Whenever  a  slave  brought  an  action  at  law  for  his  liberty,  Mr.  Clay 
volunteered  as  his  advocate,  and  it  is  said  that  in  the  whole  course  of  his 
practice  he  never  failed  to  obtain  a  verdict  in  the  slave's  favor.  .  .  .  He 
has  been  the  slaves'  friend  through  life.  In  all  stations  he  has  pleaded  the 
cause  of  African  freedom  without  fear  from  high  or  low.  To  him  more  than 
to  any  other  individual  is  to  be  ascribed  the  great  revolution  which  has  taken 
place  upon  this  subject  —  a  revolution  whose  wheels  must  continue  to  move 
onward  till  they  reach  the  goal  of  universal  freedom. » 

Three  years  before  this  was  written,  Clay  in  a  speech  before  the 
Colonization  Society  said:  — 

((If  I  could  be  instrumental  in  eradicating  this  deepest  stain  upon  the 
character  of  my  country,  and  removing  all  cause  of  reproach  on  account  of  it 
by  foreign  nations;  if  I  could  only  be  instrumental  in  ridding  of  this  foul 
blot  that  revered  State  which  gave  me  birth,  or  that  not  less  beloved  State 
which  kindly  adopted  me  as  her  son,  I  would  not  exchange  the  proud  satis- 
faction which  I  should  enjoy  for  the  honor  of  all  the  triumphs  ever  decreed 
to  the  most  successful  conqueror. » 

He  longed  to  add  the  imperial  domain  of  Texas  to  this  coun- 
try, but  feared  that  it  'would  so  strengthen  the  slave  power  as  to 
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endanger  the  Union;  and  when  finally  he  yielded  to  the  inevitable, 
the  Free-Soilers  threw  their  votes  to  Birney  and  thus  defeated  Clay 
for  the  Presidency.  He  deprecated  the  war  with  Mexico,  yet  gave  his 
favorite  son  as  a  soldier,  who  fell  at  Buena  Vista.  He  stood  for  the 
reception  of  anti-slavery  petitions  by  Congress,  against  the  violent 
opposition  of  the  leading  men  of  his  own  section.  He  continued 
steadfast  to  the  end,  writing  in  1849  that  if  slavery  were,  as  claimed, 
a  blessing,  (<  the  principle  on  which  it  is  maintained  would  require 
that  one  portion  of  the  white  race  should  be  reduced  to  bondage  to 
serve  another  portion  of  the  same  race,  when  black  subjects  of 
slavery  could  not  be  obtained. »  He  proposed  reasonable  schemes  for 
gradual  emancipation  and  deportation,  which  would,  if  adopted,  have 
averted  'the  war  and  settled  peaceably  the  serious  problem.  He 
warned  the  Southerners  in  1849  that  their  demands  were  unreason- 
able, and  would  <(lead  to  the  formation  of  a  sectional  Northern  party, 
w!y.ch  will  sooner  or  later  take  permanent  and  exclusive  possession 
of  the  Government. }> 

Seeming  inconsistencies  in  Mr.  Clay's  record  on  this  subject  will 
disappear  with  a  full  understanding  of  the  difficulties  of  his  position. 
Living  in  a  State  midway  between  the  North  and  South,  where 
slavery  existed  in  its  mildest  and  least  objectionable  form,  yet  fully 
alive  to  its  evils,  recognizing  that  the  grave  problem  requiring  solu- 
tion was  not  alone  slavery,  but  the  presence  among  a  free  people  of 
a  numerous,  fecund,  servile,  alien  race ;  realizing  that  one  section  of 
the  country,  then  relatively  too  powerful  to  be  ignored,  was  ready  to 
withdraw  from  the  Union  rather  than  to  submit  to  laws  that  would 
endanger  slavery;  loving  the  Union  with  an  ardor  not  excelled  by 
that  of  any  public  man  in  our  history;  wishing  and  striving  for  the 
emancipation  of  the  slaves,  yet  too  loyal  to  the  Union  to  follow  the 
more  zealous  advocates  of  freedom  in  their  (<  higher  law  than  the 
Constitution »  crusade, —  Mr.  Clay  in  his  whole  course  on  this  ques- 
tion was  consistent  and  patriotic  in  the  highest  degree. 

THE  COMPROMISE  OF  1850 

The  crowning  triumph  of  a  long  life  of  great  achievements  was 
his  great  compromise  measures  of  1850.  These,  with  their  prede- 
cessors of  1821  and  1833,  have  caused  some  writers  to  speak  of  Clay  as 
a  man  of  compromising  nature.  The  reverse  is  true.  Bold,  aggress- 
ive, uncompromising,  and  often  dictatorial  by  nature,  he  favored 
compromise  when  convinced  that  only  by  such  means  could  civil 
war  or  a  disruption  of  the  Union  be  averted.  And  he  was  right. 
He  averted  a  conflict  or  separation  from  the  Union  when  the  relative 
strength  of  the  South  was  such  as  to  have  rendered  impossible  the 
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preservation  of  the  Union  by  force.  The  Constitution  was  a  com- 
promise, without  which  there  would  have  been  no  union  of  States. 
That  the  compromise  did  not  long  survive  him  was  no  fault  of 
Clay's,  but  chargeable  to  the  agitators  of  both  sections,  who  cared 
less  for  the  Union  than  for  their  pet  theories  or  selfish  interests. 

Two  years  after  his  death  the  compromise  measures  were  repealed, 
and  the  most  destructive  civil  war  of  modern  times  and  a  long  list  of 
resultant  evils  are  the  result.  Those  who  knew  Henry  Clay  and  had 
felt  his  wonderful  power  as  a  leader,  are  firm  in  the  belief  that  had 
he  been  alive  and  in  the  possession  of  his  faculties  in  1861,  the  Civil 
War  would  have  been  averted.  His  name  and  the  memory  of  his  love 
for  the  Union  restrained  his  adopted  State  from  joining  the  South. 

The  struggle  over  the  passage  of  the  compromise  measures,  last- 
ing for  seven  months,  was  one  of  the  most  memorable  parliamentary 
struggles  on  record.  The  old  hero,  Henry  Clay,  broken  in  health, 
with  the  stamp  of  death  upon  him,  for  six  weary  months  led  the 
fight  with  much  of  his  old-time  fire  and  ability.  Sustained  by 
indomitable  will  and  supreme  love  of  country,  <(I  am  here,**  he  said, 
<(  expecting  soon  to  go  hence,  and  owing  no  responsibility  but  to  my 
own  conscience  and  to  God.^ 

In  his  opening  speech,  which  lasted  for  two  days,  he  said:  — 

<(  I  owe  it  to  myself  to  say  that  no  earthly  power  could  induce  me  to  vote 
for  a  specific  measure  for  the  introduction  of  slavery  where  it  had  not  before 
existed,  either  south  or  north  of  that  line.  Sir,  while  you  reproach,  and 
justly  too,  our  British  ancestors  for  the  introduction  of  this  institution  upon 
the  continent  of  America,  I  am  for  one  unwilling  that  the  posterity  of  the 
present  inhabitants  of  California  and  New  Mexico  shall  reproach  us  for  doing 
just  what  we  reproach  Great  Britain  for  doing  to  us.** 

He  upbraided  on  the  one  hand  the  ultra  abolitionists  as  reckless 
agitators,  and  hurled  defiance  at  disunionists  of  the  South,  while  at 
the  same  time  appealing  to  the  loftier  nature  and  patriotic  impulses 
of  his  hearers:  — 

«I  believe  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul  that  this  measure  is  the  reunion 
of  the  Union.  And  now  let  us  discard  all  resentments,  all  passions,  all  petty 
jealousies,  all  personal  desires,  all  love  of  peace,  all  hungering  after  gilded 
crumbs  which  fall  from  the  table  of  power.  Let  us  forget  popular  fears, 
from  whatever  quarter  they  may  spring.  Let  us  go  to  the  fountain  of  un- 
adulterated patriotism,  and  performing  a  solemn  lustration,  return  divested  of 
all  selfish,  sinister,  and  sordid  impurities,  and  think  alone  of  our  God,  our 
country,  our  conscience,  and  our  glorious  Union. w 

As  described  by  Bancroft,  Clay  was  (<in  stature  over  six  feet, 
spare  and  long-limbed;  he  stood  erect  as  if  full  of  vigor  and  vitality, 
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and  ever  ready  to  command.  His  countenance  expressed  perpetual 
wakefulness  and  activity.  His  voice  was  music  itself,  and  yet  pene- 
trating and  far-reaching,  enchanting  the  listeners;  his  words  flowed 
rapidly  without  sing-song  or  mannerism,  in  a  clear  and  steady  stream. 
Neither  in  public  nor  in  private  did  he  know  how  to  be  dull.* 

Bold,  fearless,  commanding,  the  lordliest  leader  of  his  day,  he  was 
yet  gentle,  and  as  an  old  friend  wrote,  "was  the  most  emotional  man 
I  ever  knew.  I  have  seen  his  eyes  fill  instantly  on  shaking  the  hand 
of  an  old  friend,  however  obscure,  who  had  stood  by  him  in  his  early 
struggles.  )}  The  manliest  of  men,  yet  his  voice  would  tremble  with 
emotion  on  reading  aloud  from  a  letter  the  love  messages  from  a 
little  grandchild. 

The  following,  told  me  by  a  gentleman  who  knew  Mr.  Clay,  illus- 
trates the  true  gentleman  he  was:  — 

«When  I  was  a  small  boy  my  father  took  me  with  him  to  visit  Mr.  Clay 
at  his  home  Ashland.  We  found  some  gentlemen  there  who  had  been  invited 
to  dinner.  Just  before  they  went  in  to  dinner  my  father  told  me  privately  to 
run  out  and  play  on  the  lawn  'while  they  were  dining.  As  the  gentlemen 
came  out,  Mr.  Clay  saw  me,  and  calling  me  to  him  said,  <My  young  friend, 
I  owe  you  an  apology.  >  Turning  to  the  gentlemen  he  said,  <Go  into  the 
library,  gentlemen,  and  light  your  cigars  —  I  will  join  you  presently.  >  Taking 
me  by  the  hand  he  returned  with  me  to  the  table,  ordered  the  servants  to 
attend  to  my  wants,  and  conversed  most  delightfully  with  me  until  I  had  fin- 
ished my  dinner.  » 

He  had  the  faculty  of  making  friends  and  holding  them  through 
life  by  ties  which  no  circumstances  or  conditions  could  sever. 

When  Clay  passed  away  there  was  no  one  whose  Unionism  em- 
braced all  sections,  who  could  stand  between  the  over-zealous  advo- 
cates of  abolition  of  slavery  on  the  one  side  and  the  fiery  defenders 
of  the  <(  divine  institution  }>  on  the  other.  Sectionalism  ran  riot,  and 
civil  war  was  the  result.  During  the  many  years  when  the  North 
and  South  were  divided  on  the  question  of  slavery,  and  sectional 
feeling  ran  high,  Henry  Clay  was  the  only  man  in  public  life  whose 
broad  nationalism  and  intense  love  for  the  Union  embraced  all  sec- 
tions, with  no  trace  of  sectional  bias.  He  can  well  be  called  <(The 
Great  American.^ 
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PUBLIC  SPIRIT  IN   POLITICS 
From  a  Speech  at  Buffalo,  July  i7th,  1839 

ARE  we  not  then  called  upon  by  the  highest  duties  to  our 
country,  to  its  free  institutions,  to  posterity,  and  to  the 
world,  to  rise  above  all  local  prejudices  and  personal  par- 
tialities, to  discard  all  collateral  questions,  to  disregard  every 
subordinate  point,  and  in  a  genuine  spirit  of  compromise  and 
concession,  uniting  heart  and  hand  to  preserve  for  ourselves  the 
blessings  of  a  free  government,  wisely,  honestly,  and  faithfully 
administered,  and  as  we  received  them  from  our  fathers,  to 
transmit  them  to  our  children  ?  Should  we  not  justly  subject 
ourselves  to  eternal  reproach,  if  we  permitted  our  differences 
about  mere  men  to  bring  defeat  and  disaster  upon  our  cause  ? 
Our  principles  are  imperishable,  but  men  have  but  a  fleeting 
existence,  and  are  themselves  liable  to  change  and  corruption 
during  its  brief  continuance. 


ON  THE  GREEK  STRUGGLE  FOR  INDEPENDENCE 

From  a  Speech  in  1824 

ARE  we    so   mean,  so   base,    so    despicable,    that   we    may  not 
attempt   to   express    our   horror,    utter   our   indignation,   at 
the  most  brutal  and  atrocious  war  that  ever  stained  earth 
or  shocked  high  Heaven  ?  at  the  ferocious  deeds  of  a  savage  and 
infuriated  soldiery,   stimulated  and  urged  on  by  the  clergy  of  a 
fanatical  and  inimical  religion,  and  rioting  in  all  the  excesses  of 
blood  and  butchery,  at  the  mere  details  of  which  the  heart  sick- 
ens and  recoils  ? 

If  the  great  body  of  Christendom  can  look  on  calmly  and 
coolly  while  all  this  is  perpetrated  on  a  Christian  people,  in  its 
own.  immediate  vicinity,  in  its  very  presence,  let  us  at  least 
evince  that  one  of  its  remote  extremities  is  susceptible  of  sensi- 
bility to  Christian  wrongs,  and  capable  of  sympathy  for  Christ- 
ian sufferings;  that  in  this  remote  quarter  of  the  world  there 
are  hearts  not  yet  closed  against  compassion  for  human  woes, 
that  can  pour  out  their  indignant  feelings  at  the  oppression 
of  a  people  endeared  to  us  by  every  ancient  recollection  and 
every  modern  tie.  Sir,  attempts  have  been  made  to  alarm  the 
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committee  by  the  dangers  to  our  commerce  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean; and  a  wretched  invoice  of  figs  and  opium  has  been 
spread  before  us  to  repress  our  sensibilities  and  to  eradicate  our 
humanity.  Ah,  sir!  ((What  shall  it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the 
whole  world  and  lose  his  own  soul  ? }>  or  what  shall  it  avail  a 
nation  to  save  the  whole  of  a  miserable  trade  and  lose  its  lib- 
erties ? 


SOUTH-AMERICAN   INDEPENDENCE  AS   RELATED  TO  THE 

UNITED   STATES 
From  a  Speech  before  the  House  of  Representatives  in  1818 

IT  is  the  doctrine  of  thrones  that  man  is  too  ignorant  to  gov- 
ern himself.  Their  partisans  assert  his  incapacity,  in  refer- 
ence to  all  nations;  if  they  cannot  command  universal  assent 
to  the  proposition,  it  is  then  demanded  as  to  particular  nations; 
and  our  pride  and  our  presumption  too  often  make  converts  of 
us.  I  contend  that  it  is  to  arraign  the  dispositions  of  Providence 
himself,  to  suppose  that  he  has  created  beings  incapable  of 
governing  themselves,  and  to  be  trampled  on  by  kings.  Self- 
government  is  the  natural  government  of  man,  and  for  proof  I 
refer  to  the  aborigines  of  our  own  land.  Were  I  to  speculate  in 
hypotheses  unfavorable  to  human  liberty,  my  speculations  should 
be  founded  rather  upon  the  vices,  refinements,  or  density  of 
population.  Crowded  together  in  compact  masses,  even  if  they 
were  philosophers,  the  contagion  of  the  passions  is  communi- 
cated and  caught,  and  the  effect  too  often,  I  admit,  is  the  over- 
throw of  liberty.  Dispersed  over  such  an  immense  space  as  that 
on  which  the  people  of  Spanish  America  are  spread,  their  physi- 
cal and  I  believe  also  their  moral  condition  both  favor  their 
liberty. 

With  regard  to  their  superstition,  they  worship  the  same  God 
with  us.  Their  prayers  are  offered  up  in  their  temples  to  the 
same  Redeemer  whose  intercession  we  expect  to  save  us.  Nor 
is  there  anything  in  the  Catholic  religion  unfavorable  to  free- 
dom. All  religions  united  with  government  are  more  or  less 
inimical  to  liberty.  All  separated  from  government  are  com- 
patible with  liberty.  If  the  people  of  Spanish  America  have  not 
already  gone  as  far  in  religious  toleration  as  we  have,  the  dif- 
ference in  their  condition  from  ours  should  not  be  forgotten. 
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Everything  is  progressive;  and  in  time  I  hope  to  see  them  imi- 
tating in  this  respect  our  example.  But  grant  that  the  people 
of  Spanish  America  are  ignorant,  and  incompetent  for  free  gov- 
ernment ;  to  whom  is  that  ignorance  to  be  ascribed  ?  Is  it  not 
to  the  execrable  system  of  Spain,  which  she  seeks  again  to 
establish  and  to  perpetuate  ?  So  far  from  chilling  our  hearts,  it 
ought  to  increase  our  solicitude  for  our  unfortunate  brethren. 
It  ought  to  animate  us  to  desire  the  redemption  of  the  minds 
and  bodies  of  unborn  millions  from  the  brutifying  effects  of  a 
system  whose  tendency  is  to  stifle  the  faculties  of  the  soul,  and 
to  degrade  them  to  the  level  of  beasts.  I  would  invoke  the 
spirits  of  our  departed  fathers.  Was  it  for  yourselves  only  that 
you  nobly  fought  ?  No,  no !  It  was  the  chains  that  were  for- 
ging for  your  posterity  that  made  you  fly  to  arms;  and  scattering 
the  elements  of  these  chains  to  the  winds,  you  transmitted  to  us 
the  rich  inheritance  of  liberty. 


THE  VALEDICTORY  TO  THE  SENATE,  DELIVERED  IN  1842 

FROM  1806,  the  period  of  my  entrance  upon  this  noble  theatre, 
with  short  intervals,  to  the  present  time,  I  have  been 
engaged  in  the  public  councils  at  home  or  abroad.  Of 
the  services  rendered  during  that  long  and  arduous  period  of 
my  life  it  does  not  become  me  to  speak;  history,  if  she  deign 
to  notice  me,  and  posterity,  if  the  recollection  of  my  humble 
actions  shall  be  transmitted  to  posterity,  are  the  best,  the  truest, 
and  the  most  impartial  judges.  When  death  has  closed  the 
scene,  their  sentence  will  be  pronounced,  and  to  that  I  commit 
myself.  My  .public  conduct  is  a  fair  subject  for  the  criticism 
and  judgment  of  my  fellow  men;  but  the  motives  by  which  I 
have  been  prompted  are  known  only  to  the  great  Searcher  of 
the  human  heart  and  to  myself;  and  I  trust  I  may  be  pardoned 
for  repeating  a  declaration  made  some  thirteen  years  ago,  that 
whatever  errors  —  and  doubtless  there  have  been  many — may 
be  discovered  in  a  review  of  my  public  service,  I  can  with 
unshaken  confidence  appeal  to  that  divine  Arbiter  for  the  truth 
of  the  declaration  that  I  have  been  influenced  by  no  impure 
purpose,  no  personal  motive;  have  sought  no  personal  aggrand- 
izement; but  that  in  all  my  public  acts  I  have  had  a  single 
eye  directed  and  a  warm  and  devoted  heart  dedicated  to  what, 
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in  my  best  judgment,  I  believed  the  true  interests,  the  honor, 
the  union,  and  the  happiness  of  my  country  required. 

During  that  long-  period,  however,  I  have  not  escaped  the 
fate  of  other  public  men,  nor  failed  to  incur  censure  and  detrao 
tion  of  the  bitterest,  most  unrelenting,  and  most  malignant 
character;  and  though  not  always  insensible  to  the  pain  it  was 
meant  to  inflict,  I  have  borne  it  in  general  with  composure  and 
without  disturbance,  waiting  as  I  have  done,  in  perfect  and 
undoubting  confidence,  for  the  ultimate  triumph  of  justice  and 
of  truth,  and  in  the  entire  persuasion  that  time  would  settle  all 
things  as  they  should  be;  and  that  whatever  wrong  or  injustice 
I  might  experience  at  the  hands  of  man,  He  to  whom  all  hearts 
are  open  and  fully  known,  would  by  the  inscrutable  dispensa- 
tions of  His  providence  rectify  all  error,  redress  all  wrong,  and 
cause  ample  justice  to  be  done. 

But  I  have  not  meanwhile  been  unsustained.  Everywhere 
throughout  the  extent  of  this  great  continent  I  have  had  cor- 
dial, warm-hearted,  faithful,,  and  devoted  friends,  who  have 
known  me,  loved  me,  and  appreciated  my  motives.  To  them,  if 
language  were  capable  of  fully  expressing  my  acknowledgments, 
I  would  now  offer  all  the  return  I  have  the  power  to  make  for 
their  genuine,  disinterested,  and  persevering  fidelity  and  devoted 
attachment,  the  feelings  and  sentiments  of  a  heart  overflowing 
with  never-ceasing  gratitude.  If,  however,  I  fail  in  suitable  lan- 
guage to  express  my  gratitude  to  them  for  all  the  kindness  they 
have  shown  me,  what  shall  I  say,  what  can  I  say,  at  all  commens- 
urate with  those  feelings  of  gratitude  with  which  I  have  been 
inspired  by  the  State  whose  humble  representative  and  servant  I 
have  been  in  this  chamber  ? 

I  emigrated  from  Virginia  to  the  State  of  Kentucky  now 
nearly  forty-five  years  ago;  I  went  as  an  orphan  boy  who  had 
not  yet  attained  the  age  of  majority;  who  had  never  recognized 
a  father's  smile,  nor  felt  his  warm  caresses;  poor,  penniless, 
without  the  favor  of  the  great,  with  an  imperfect  and  neglected 
education,  hardly  sufficient  for  the  ordinary  business  and  com- 
mon pursuits  of  life;  but  scarce  had  I  set  my  foot  upon  her 
generous  soil  when  I  was  embraced  with  parental  fondness, 
caressed  as  though  I  had  been  a  favorite  child,  and  patronized 
with  liberal  and  unbounded  munificence.  From  that  period,  the 
highest  honors  of  the  State  have  been  freely  bestowed  upon 
me;  and  when  in  the  darkest  hour  of  calumny  and  detraction 
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I  seemed  to  be  assailed  by  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  she  inter- 
posed her  broad  and  impenetrable  shield,  repelled  the  poisoned 
shafts  that  were  aimed  for  my  destruction,  and  vindicated  my 
good  name  from  every  malignant  and  unfounded  aspersion.  I 
return  with  indescribable  pleasure  to  linger  a  while  longer,  and 
mingle  with  the  warm-hearted  and  whole-souled  people  of  that 
State;  and  when  the  last  scene  shall  forever  close  upon  me,  I 
hope  that  my  earthly  remains  will  be  laid  under  her  green  sod 
with  those  of  her  gallant  and  patriotic  sons.  .  .  . 

That  my  nature  is  warm,  my  temper  ardent,  my  disposition 
—  especially  in  relation  to  the  public  service  —  enthusiastic,  I  am 
ready  to  own;  and  those  who  suppose  that  I  have  been  assuming 
the  dictatorship,  have  only  mistaken  for  arrogance  or  assumption 
that  ardor  and  devotion  which  are  natural  to  my  constitution, 
and  which  I  may  have  displayed  with  too  little  regard  to  cold, 
calculating,  and  cautious  prudence,  in  sustaining  and  zealously 
supporting  important  national  measures  of  policy  which  I  have 
presented  and  espoused.  .  .  . 

I  go  from  this  place  under  the  hope  that  we  shall  mutually 
consign  to  perpetual  oblivion  whatever  personal  collisions  may  at 
any  time  unfortunately  have  occurred  between  us;  and  that  our 
recollections  shall  dwell  in  future  only  on  those  conflicts  of  mind 
with  mind,  those  intellectual  struggles,  those  noble  exhibitions  of 
the  powers  of  logic,  argument,  and  eloquence,  honorable  to  the 
Senate  and  to  the  nation,  in  which  each  has  sought  and  con- 
tended for  what  he  deemed  the  best  mode  of  accomplishing  one 
common  object,  the  interest  and  the  most  happiness  of  our 
beloved  country.  To  these  thrilling  and  delightful  scenes  it  will 
be  my  pleasure  and  my  pride  to  look  back  in  my  retirement 
with  unmeasured  satisfaction.  .  .  . 

May  the  most  precious  blessings  of  Heaven  rest  upon  the 
whole  Senate  and  each  member  of  it,  and  may  the  labors  of 
every  one  redound  to  the  benefit  of  the  nation  and  to  the 
advancement  of  his  own  fame  and  renown.  And  when  you  shall 
retire  to  the  bosom  of  your  constituents,  may  ytiu  receive  the 
most  cheering  and  gratifying  of  all  human  rewards, —  their  cor* 
dial  greeting  of  "Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant* 
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FROM   THE   LEXINGTON    < SPEECH   ON   RETIREMENT  TO 
.  PRIVATE   LIFE> 

IT  WOULD  neither  be  fitting,  nor  is  it  my  purpose,  to  pass  judg- 
ment on  all  the  acts  of  my  public  life;  but  I  hope  I  shall 

be  excused  for  one  or  two  observations  which  the  occasion 
appears  to  me  to  authorize. 

I  never  but  once  changed  my  opinion  on  any  great  measure 
of  national  policy,  or  on  any  great  principle  of  construction  of 
the  national  Constitution.  In  early  life,  on  deliberate  considera- 
tion, I  adopted  the  principles  of  interpreting  the  federal  Consti- 
tution which  have  been  so  ably  developed  and  enforced  by  Mr. 
Madison  in  his  memorable  report  to  the  Virginia  Legislature; 
and  to  them,  as  I  understood  them,  I  have  constantly  adhered. 
Upon  the  question  coming  up  in  the  Senate  of  the  United  States 
to  re-charter  the  first  Bank  of  the  United  States,  thirty  years 
ago,  I  opposed  the  re-charter  upon  convictions  which  I  honestly 
entertained.  The  experience  of  the  war  which  shortly  followed, 
the  condition  into  which  the  currency  of  the  country  was  thrown 
without  a  bank,-  and  I  may  now  add,  later  and  more  disastrous 
experience,  convinced  me  I  was  wrong.  I  publicly  stated  to 
my  constituents,  in  a  speech  in  Lexington  (that  which  I  made 
in  the  House  of  Representatives  of  the  United  States  not  hav- 
ing been  reported),  my  reasons  for  that  change,  and  they  are 
preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  country.  I  appeal  to  that 
record,  and  I  am  willing  to  be  judged  now  and  hereafter  by 
their  validity. 

I  do  not  advert  to  the  fact  of  this  solitary  instance  of  change 
of  opinion  as  implying  any  personal  merit,  but  because  it  is  a 
fact.  I  will  however  say  that  I  think  it  very  perilous  to  the 
utility  of  any  public  man  to  make  frequent  changes  of  opinion, 
or  any  change,  but  upon  grounds  so  sufficient  and  palpable  that 
the  public  can  clearly  see  and  approve  them.  If  we  could  look 
through  a  window  into  the  human  breast  and  there  discover  the 
causes  which  led  to  changes  of  opinion,  they  might  be  made 
without  hazard.  But  as  it  is  impossible  to  penetrate  the  human 
heart  and  distinguish  between  the  sinister  and  honest  motives 
which  prompt  it,  any  public  man  that  changes  his  opinion,  once 
deliberately  formed  and  promulgated,  under  other  circumstances 
than  those  which  I  have  stated,  draws  around  him  distrust, 
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impairs  the  public   confidence,  and  lessens  his  capacity  to  serve 
his  country. 

I  will  take  this  occasion  now  to  say,  that  I  am  and  have  been 
long  satisfied  that  it  would  have  been  wiser  and  more  politic  in 
me  to  have  declined  accepting  the  office  of  Secretary  of  State 
in  1825.  Not  that  my  motives  were  not  as  pure  and  as  patriotic 
as  ever  carried  any  man  into  public  office.  Not  that  the  calumny 
which  was  applied  to  the  fact  was  not  as  gross  and  as  unfounded 
as  any  that  was  ever  propagated.  Not  that  valued  friends  and 
highly  esteemed  opponents  did  not  unite  in  urging  my  accept- 
ance of  the  office.  Not  that  the  administration  of  Mr.  Adams 
will  not,  I  sincerely  believe,  advantageously  compare  with  any 
of  his  predecessors,  in  economy,  purity,  prudence,  and  wisdom. 
Not  that  Mr.  Adams  was  himself  wanting  in  any  of  those  high 
qualifications  and  upright  and  patriotic  intentions  which  were 
suited  to  the  office.  .  .  . 

But  my  error  in  accepting  the  office  arose  out  of  my  under 
rating  the  power  of  detraction  and  the  force  of  ignorance,  and 
abiding  with  too'  sure  a  confidence  in  the  conscious  integrity 
and  uprightness  of  my  own  motives.  Of  that  ignorance  I  had  a 
remarkable  and  laughable  example  on  an  occasion  which  I  will 
relate.  I  was  traveling  in  1828  through  —  I  believe  it  was 
Spottsylvania  County  in  Virginia,  on  my  return  to  Washington, 
in  company  with  some  young  friends.  We  halted  at  night  at  a 
tavern,  kept  by  an  aged  gentleman  who,  I  quickly  perceived 
from  the  disorder  and  confusion  which  reigned,  had  not  the 
happiness  to  have  a  wife.  After  a  hurried  and  bad  supper  the 
old  gentleman  sat  down  by  me,  and  without  hearing  my  name, 
but  understanding  that  I  was  from  Kentucky,  remarked  that  he 
had  four  sons  in  that  State,  and  that  he  was  very  sorry  they 
were  divided  in  politics,  two  being  for  Adams  and  two  for  Jack- 
son; he  wished  they  were  all  for  Jackson.  "Why?"  I  asked 
him. — " Because, "  he  said,  <(  that  fellow  Clay,  and  Adams,  had 
cheated  Jackson  out  of  the  Presidency." — <(  Have  you  ever  seen 
any  evidence,  my  old  friend,"  said  I,  "of  that  ? " —  "No,"  he 
replied,  "none,"  and  he  wanted  to  see  none.  "But,"  I  observed, 
looking  him  directly  and  steadily  in  the  face,  "suppose  Mr.  Clay 
were  to  come  here  and  assure  you  upon  his  honor  that  it  was 
all  a  vile  calumny,  and  not  a  word  of  truth  in  it,  would  you 
believe  him?"  —  "No,"  replied  the  old  gentleman,  promptly  and 
emphatically.  I  said  to  him  in  conclusion,  "Will  you  be  good 


t HENRY   CLAY 


enough  to  show  me  to  bed  ? })  and  bade  him  good-night.  The 
next  morning,  having  in  the  interval  learned  my  name,  he 
came  to  me  full  of  ap6logies;  but  I  at  once  put  him  at  his  ease 
by  assuring  him  that  I  did  not  feel  in  the  slightest  degree  hurt 
or  offended  with  him.  .  .  . 

If  to  have  served  my  country  during  a  long  series  of  years 
with  fervent  zeal  and  unshaken  fidelity,  in  seasons  of  peace  and 
war,  at  home  and  abroad,  in  the  legislative  halls  and  in  an 
executive  department;  if  to  have  labored  most  sedulously  to 
avert  the  embarrassment  and  dist  ress  which  now  overspread  this 
Union,  and  when  they  came,  to  have  exerted  myself  anxiously 
at  the  extra  session,  and  at  this,  to  devise  healing  remedies;  if 
to  have  desired  to  introduce  economy  and  reform  in  the  general 
administration,  curtail  enormous  executive  power,  and  amply 
provide  at  the  same  time  for  the  wants  of  the  government  and 
the  wants  of  the  people,  by  a  tariff  which  would  give  it  revenue 
and  then  protection;  if  to  have  earnestly  sought  to  establish  the 
bright  but  too  rare  example  of  a  party  in  power  faithful  to  its 
promises  and  pledges  made  when  out  of  power:  if  these  services, 
exertions,  and  endeavors  justify  the  accusation  of  ambition,  I 
must  plead  guilty  to  the  charge. 

I  have  wished  the  good  opinion  of  the  world;  but  I  defy  the 
most  malignant  of  my  enemies  to  show  that  I  have  attempted  to 
gain  it  by  any  low  or  groveling  arts,  by  any  mean  or  unworthy 
sacrifices,  by  the  violation  of  any  of  the  obligations  of  honor,  or 
by  a  breach  of  any  of  the  duties  which  I  owed  to  my  country.  .  .  . 

How  is  this  right  of  the  people  to  abolish  an  existing  gov- 
ernment, and  to  set  up  a  new  one,  to  be  practically  exercised:1 
Our  revolutionary  ancestors  did  not  tell  us  by  words,  but  they 
proclaimed  it  by  gallant  and  noble  deeds.  Who  are  the  people 
that  are  to  tear  up  the  whole  fabric  of  human  society,  whenever 
and  as  often  as  caprice  or  passion  may  prompt  them  ?  When 
all  the  arrangements  and  ordinances  of  existing  organized  society 
are  prostrated  and  subverted,  as  must  be  supposed  in  such  a 
lawless  and  irregular  movement  as  that  in  Rhode  Island,  the 
established  privileges  and  distinctions  between  the  sexes,  between 
the  colors,  between  the  ages,  between  natives  and  foreigners, 
between  the  sane  and  the  insane,  and  between  the  innocent  and 
the  guilty  convict,  all  the  offspring  of  positive  institutions,  are  cast 
down  and  abolished,  and  society  is  thrown  into  one  heteroge- 
neous and  unregulated  mass.  And  is  it  contended  that  the 
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major  part  of  this  Babel  congregation  is  invested  with  the  right 
to  build  up  at  its  pleasure  a  new  government  ?  that  as  often, 
and  whenever,  society  can  be  drummed  >up  and  thrown  into 
such  a  shapeless  mass,  the  major  part  of  it  may  establish  another 
and  another  new  government  in  endless  succession  ?  Why,  this 
would  overturn  all  social  organization,  make  revolutions  —  the 
extreme  and  last  resort  of  an  oppressed  people  —  the  commonest 
occurrences  of  human  life,  and  the  standing  order  of  the  day. 
How  such  a  principle  would  operate  in  a  certain  section  of  this 
Union,  with  a  peculiar  population,  you  will  readily  conceive. 
No  community  could  endure  such  an  intolerable  state  of  things 
anywhere,  and  all  would  sooner  or  later  take  refuge  from  such 
ceaseless  agitation  in  the  calm  repose  of  absolute  despotism.  .  .  . 

Fellow-citizens  of  all  parties!  The  present  situation  of  our 
country  is  one  of  unexampled  distress  and  difficulty;  but 
there  is  no  occasion  for  any  despondency.  A  kind  and  bountiful 
Providence  has  never  deserted  us;  punished  us  he  perhaps  has, 
for  our  neglect  of  his  blessings  and  our  misdeeds.  WJe  have  a 
varied  and  fertile  soil,  a  genial  climate,  and  free  institutions. 
Our  whole  land  is  covered  in  profusion  with  the  means  of  sub- 
sistence and  the  comforts  of  life.  Our  gallant  ship,  it  is  unfor- 
tunately true,  lies  helpless,  tossed  on  a  tempestuous  sea  amid 
the  conflicting  billows  of  contending  parties,  without  a  rudder 
and  without  a  faithful  pilot.  But  that  ship  is  our  country, 
embodying  all  our  past  glory,  all  our  future  hopes.  Its  crew  is 
our  whole  people,  by  whatever  political  denomination  they  are 
known.  If  she  goes  down,  we  all  go  down  together.  Let  us 
remember  the  dying  words  of  the  gallant  and  lamented  Law- 
rence, (< Don't  give  up  the  ship."  The  glorious  banner  of  our 
country,  with  its  unstained  stars  and  stripes,  still  proudly  floats 
at.  its  mast-head.  With  stout  hearts  and  strong  arms  we  can 
surmount  all  our  difficulties.  Let  us  all,  all,  rally  round  that 
banner,  and  finally  resolve  to  perpetuate  our  liberties  and  regain 
our  lost  prosperity. 

Whigs!  Arouse  from  the  ignoble  supineness  which  encom- 
passes you;  awake  from  the  lethargy  in  which  you  lie  bound; 
cast  from  you  that  unworthy  apathy  which  seems  to  make  you 
indifferent  to  the  fate  of  your  country.  Arouse !  awake !  shake 
off  the  dewdrops  that  glitter  on  your  garments,  and  once  more 
march  to  battle  and  to  victory.  You  have  been  disappointed, 
deceived,  betrayed;  shamefully  deceived  and  betrayed.  But  will 
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you  therefore  also  prove  false  and  faithless  to  your  country,  or 
obey  the  impulses  of  a  just  and  patriotic  indignation  ?  As  for 
Captain  Tyler,  he  is  a  mere  snap,  a  flash  in  the  pan;  pick  your 
Whig  flints  and  try  your  rifles  again. 

From  <  The  Speeches  of  Henry  Clay ;  Edited  by  Calvin  Colton.>    Copyright 
1857,  by  A.  S.  Barnes  and  Company. 
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CLEANTHES 

(331-232  B.  C.) 

CLEANTHES,  the  immediate  successor  of  Zeno,  the  founder  of 
Stoicism,  was  born  at  Assos,  in  the  Troad,  in  B.C.  331.  Of 
his  early  life  we  know  nothing,  except  that  he  was  for  a 
time  a  prize-fighter.  About  the  age  of  thirty  he  came  to  Athens 
with  less  than  a  dollar  in  his  pocket,  and  entered  the  school  of  Zeno, 
where  he  remained  for  some  nineteen  years.  At  one  time  the  Court 
of  Areopagus,  not  seeing  how  he  could  make  an  honest  livelihood, 
summoned  him  to  appear  before  it  and  give  an  account  of  himself. 
He  did  so,  bringing  with  him  his  employers,  who  proved  that  he 
spent  much  of  the  night  in  carrying  water  for  gardens,  or  in  knead- 
ing dough.  The  court,  filled  with  admiration,  offered  him  a  pension, 
which  he  refused  by  the  advice  of  his  master,  who  thought  the  prac- 
tice of  self-dependence  and  strong  endurance  an  essential  part  of 
education.  Cleanthes's  mind  was  slow  of  comprehension  but  extremely 
retentive;  like  a  hard  tablet,  Zeno  said,  which  retains  clearest  and 
longest  what  is  written  on  it.  He  was  not  an  original  thinker,  but 
the  strength  and  loftiness  of  his  character  and  his  strong  religious 
sense  gave  him  an  authority  which  -no  other  member  of  the  school 
could  claim.  For  many  years  head  of  the  Stoa,  he  reached  the 
ripe  age  of  ninety-nine,  when,  falling  sick,  he  refused  to  take  food, 
and  died  of  voluntary  starvation  in  B.  C.  232.  Long  afterwards,  the 
Roman  Senate  caused  a  statue  to  be  erected  to  his  memory  in  his 
native  town.  Almost  the  only  writing  of  his  that  has  come  down  to 
us  is  his  noble  Hymn  to  the  Supreme  Being. 


HYMN   TO  ZEUS 

MOST  glorious  of   all  the  Undying,   many-named,  girt  round  with 
awe! 
Jove,  author   of  Nature,   applying  to   all   things   the   rudder  of 

law  — 

Hail!  Hail!  for  it  justly  rejoices  the  races  whose  life  is  a  span 
To  lift  unto  thee  their  voices  —  the  Author  and  Framer  of  man. 
For  we  are  thy  sons;   thou   didst   give  us  the   symbols  of  speech  at 

our  birth, 
Alone  of  the  things  that  live,  and  mortal  move  upon  earth. 
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Wherefore  thou  shalt  find  me  extolling  and  ever  singing  thy  praise; 
Since  thee  the  great   Universe,  rolling  on  its  path  round  the    world, 

obeys:  — 

Obeys  thee,  wherever  thou  guidest,  and  gladly  is  bound  in  thy  bands, 
So  great  is  the  power  thou  confidest,  with  strong,  invincible  hands, 
To  thy  mighty  ministering  servant,  the  bolt  of  the  thunder,  that  flies, 
Two-edged,  like  a  sword,  and  fervent,  that  is  living  and  never  dies. 
All  nature,  in  fear  and  dismay,  doth  quake  in  the  path  of  its  stroke, 
What   time   thou  preparest  the  way  for  the  one  Word  thy  lips  have 

spoke, 
Which  blends   with  lights  smaller  and  greater,   which  pervadeth  and 

thrilleth  all  things, 

So  great  is  thy  power  and  thy  nature  —  in  the  Universe  Highest  of  Kings! 
On  earth,  of  all  deeds  that  are  done,  O  God'!  there  is  none  without  thee; 
In  the  holy  ether  not  one,  nor  one  on  the  face  of  the  sea, 
Save  the  deeds  that  evil  men.  driven  by  their  own  blind  folly,  have 

planned; 

But  things  that  have  grown  uneven  are  made  even  again  by  thy  hand; 
And  things  unseemly  grow  seemly,  the  unfriendly  are  friendly  to  thee; 
For  so  good  and  evil  supremely  thou  hast  blended  in  one  by  decree. 
For  all  thy  decree  is  one  ever  —  a  Word  that  endureth  for  aye, 
Which  mortals,  rebellious,  endeavor  to  flee  from  and  shun  to  obey  — 
Ill-fated,  that,  worn  with  proneness  for  the  lordship  of  goodly  things, 
Neither  hear  nor  behold,  in  its  oneness,  the  law  that  divinity  brings; 
Which  men  with  reason  obeying,  might  attain  unto  glorious  life, 
No  longer  aimlessly  straying  in  the  paths  of  ignoble  strife. 
There   are  men   with  a  zeal  unblest,  that  are  wearied  with  following 

of  fame, 

And  men  with  a  baser  quest,  that  are  turned  to  lucre  and  shame. 
There  are  men  too  that  pamper  and  pleasure  the  flesh  with  delicate 

stings: 

All  these  desire  beyond  measure  to  be  other  than  all  these  things. 
Great  Jove,   all-giver,   dark-clouded,   great   Lord-  of  the  thunderbolt's 

breath! 

Deliver  the  men  that  are  shrouded  in  ignorance  dismal  as  death. 
0   Father!  dispel  from  their  souls  the  darkness,  and  grant  them  the 

light 

Of  reason,  thy  stay,  when  the  whole  wide  world  thou  rulest  with  might, 
That  we,  being  honored,  may  honor  thy  name  with  the  music  of  hymns, 
Extolling  the  deeds  of  the  Donor,  unceasing,  as  rightly  beseems 
Mankind;  for  no  worthier  trust  is   awarded  to  God  or  to  man 
Than  forever  to  glory  with  justice  in  the  law  that  endures  and  is  One. 
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SAMUEL  LANGHORNE  CLEMENS  (MARK  TWAIN) 

(1835-1910) 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS 

IHE  career  of  Mark  Twain  was  as  characteristically  American  as 
that  of  Benjamin  Franklin;  and  like  Franklin's  it  was  a  career 
possible  only  in  America.  In  the  eighteenth  century  Frank- 
lin began  life  in  Boston,  the  son  of  a  poor  man  who  could  give  him 
no  educational  advantages;  before  he  had  grown  to  manhood  he  re- 
moved to  Philadelphia  where  he  set  up  as  a  printer;  he  prospered  and 
found  leisure  for  scientific  discovery,  practical  invention,  and  public 
service;  he  came  at  last  to  be  recognized  as  the  first  citizen  of  the  town 
of  his  adoption;  he  was  sent  to  represent  Pennsylvania  in  London, 
and  then  to  represent  the  United  States  in  Paris;  and  when  at  last 
in  the  fullness  of  years  he  died,  he  was  of  all  Americans  born  before 
George  Washington,  the  best  known  abroad  and  the  best  beloved  at 
home.  In  the  nineteenth  century  Mark  Twain  saw  the  light  in  a 
struggling  little  town  in  Missouri;  he  had  scant  schooling;  after  wide 
wanderings  as  a  journeyman  printer,  he  became  a  river  pilot,  then. a 
miner  in  Nevada,  a  journalist  in  California,  a  correspondent  in  Eu- 
rope, a  lecturer  throughout  the  United  States;  in  his  maturity  he  turned 
story-teller  and  won  immediate  popularity  on  all  the  shores  of  all  the 
Seven  Seas;  and  when  he  had  attained  to  threescore  years  and  ten, 
he  had  become  an  international  figure,  known  and  loved  far  beyond 
the  boundaries  of  his  native  land  and  of  his  native  language. 

Like  Franklin  again  Mark  Twain  was  as  American  in  his  charac- 
ter as  he  was  in  his  career,  indisputably  indigenous  to  the  soil  of  his 
nativity.  Like  Franklin  he  was  a  humorist  who  was  far  more  than 
a  mere  humorist,  who  was  shrewd,  independent,  individual,  erect  on 
his  own  feet  and  doing  his  own  thinking,  who  could  develop  into  a 
citizen  of  the  world,  a  cosmopolitan  in  outlook,  without  surrender  of  his 
standing  in  the  country  of  his  birth,  retaining  to  the  end  the  homely  di- 
rectness of  thought  and  of  speech  which  was  his  inalienable  inheritance. 

I. 

Samuel  Langhorne  Clemens  was  born  in  the  overgrown  village  of 
Florida,  Missouri,  on  November  3oth,  1835.  Four  years  later  the 
family  moved  to  Hannibal  on  the  Mississippi  River  where  young 
Clemens  spent  his  boyhood  in  the  atmosphere  that  he  was  later  to 
recreate  lovingly  in  (Tom  Sawyer.)  When  he  was  sixteen  he  learnt 
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to  set  type;  and  when  he  was  eighteen  he  started  out  as  a  journeyman 
printer,  straying  as  far  East  as  New  York.  In  1857,  when  he  was 
twenty-two,  he  fulfilled  an  early  ambition  and  became  a  Mississippi 
pilot,  only  to  have  this  calling  prohibited  four  years  later  when  the 
Civil  War  broke  out  and  traffic  on  the  mighty  stream  ceased  abruptly. 
After  a  few  days  of  service  in  a  company  training  for  the  Confederate 
army,  he  went  out  to  Nevada,  accompanying  his  elder  brother;  and 
his  experiences  in  this  expanding  community  he  has  narrated  in 
(Roughing  It.)  He  was  twenty-seven  when  he  turned  reporter  on  a 
Virginia  City  paper;  and  he  was  twenty-eight  when  he  adopted  the 
pen-name  of  Mark  Twain.  The  next  year,  1864,  found  him  in  San 
Francisco  contributing  frequently  to  its  newspapers  and  infrequently 
to  weeklies  in  Philadelphia  and  New  York.  The  (Jumping  Frog) 
printed  in  a  New  York  journal  in  1865  was  instantly  appreciated; 
and  it  gave  the  title  to  a  volume  of  comic  sketches  published  in  1867. 

The  year  before  this  first  book  appeared  he  had  taken  a  voyage 
to  the  Sandwich  Islands;  and  he  had  made  his  first  appearance  as  a 
lecturer.  In  1867,  he  came  East  again  to  find  that  his  reputation  as 
a  humorist  had  preceded  him,  and  that  he  could  attract  to  hear  him 
talk  on  the  platform  an  audience  which  filled  Cooper  Union.  And 
in  that  year  he  made  his  first  visit  to  Europe  in  the  chartered  steamer 
and  in  the  selected  company  which  he  described  in  the  letters  he  had 
been  engaged  to  write  for  a  California  journal.  On  his  return  to 
America  he  revised  this  newspaper  correspondence  and  the  resulting 
volume  called  the  (Innocents  Abroad)  was  published  in  1869.  Mark 
Twain  was  thirty-four  years  bid  when  the  success  of  this  book  gave 
him  immediate  celebrity,  established  his  position  as  a  writer  to  be 
reckoned  with  and  assured  him  of  an  income. 

Although  he  continued  to  lecture,  he  still  thought  of  himself  as  a 
newspaper  man;  and  after  his  marriage  in  1870,  he  bought  an  interest 
in  a  Buffalo  daily.  Yet  only  two  years  later  he  sold  out  at  a  loss, 
giving  up  journalism,  and  removing  to  Hartford,  which  was  to  be  the 
family  home  for  a  score  of  years,  —  although  he  was  frequently  to 
leave  it  for  long  visits  to  Europe.  It  was  in  1872,  the  first  year  of  his 
residence  in  Hartford,  that  he  published  (Roughing  It);  and  in  1873 
he  collaborated  with  Charles  Dudley  Warner  in  writing  (The  Gilded 
Age)  which  was  the  first  of  his  longer  fictions.  To  this  tale  told  in 
partnership,  Mark  Twain  contributed  the  character  of  Colonel  Mul- 
berry Sellers;  and  this  character  he  made  the  central  figure  of  a  for- 
tuitously constructed  play,  acted  with  popular  approval  all  over  the 
United  States  for  several  seasons.  It  may  be  noted  here  that  a  little 
later  he  collaborated  with  Bret  Harte  in  the  composition  of  another 
piece,  (Ah  Sin,)  which  failed  to  please  the  public. 

The  character  of  Colonel  Sellers  was  the  result  of  memory  rather 
than  of  invention;  and  Mark  was  encouraged  to  draw  again  on  the 
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experiences  of  his  youth;  (The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer)  was  pub- 
lished in  1875.  In  the  next  three  or  four  years  he  issued  two  or  three 
collections  of  his  humorous  sketches.  In  1879  he  took  his  family  over 
to  Europe  for  a  long  visit  in  the  course  of  which  he  collected  the  ma- 
terial for  another  book  of  travels,  (A  Tramp  Abroad,)  issued  in  1880. 
Then,  after  he  had  settled  down  again  in  Hartford,  he  returned  to 
fiction,  writing  his  first  historical  novel,  —  if  this  is  a  fit  term  to  de- 
scribe the  invented  adventures  of  the  (Prince  and  the  Pauper)  published 
in  1882.  At  the  solicitation  of  Mr.  Howells,  then  the  editor  of  the 
Atlantic,  he  had  contributed  to  that  magazine  half  a  dozen  years 
earlier  half  a  dozen  papers  in  which  he  had  narrated  his  adventures 
and  described  his  emotions  when  he  was  a  cub-pilot  ((learning  the 
river));  and  these  papers,  supplemented  by  observations  gathered  on 
a  more  recent  voyage  down  the  river,  were  put  forth  in  1883  as  (Life 
on  the  Mississippi.) 

And  it  was  life  on  the  Mississippi  which  supplied  both  the  back- 
ground and  the  substance  of  his  next  venture  in  fiction,  (The  Adven- 
tures of  Huckleberry  Finn,)  which  is  a  sequel  to  the  earlier  (Adventures 
of  Tom  Sawyer)  and  which  appeared  in  1884;  it  was  acclaimed 
then  and  it  is  recognized  now  as  his  masterpiece.  Not  for  five  years 
thereafter  did  he  put  forth  another  work  of  fiction,  —  (A  Connecticut 
Yankee  at  King  Arthur's  Court,)  a  daring  fantasy  which  was  even 
less  historical  than  (The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.)  Then  he  revived 
the  attractive  figure  of  Colonel  Sellers  in  one  of  his  least  attractive 
stories,  (The  American  Claimant)  issued  in  1892;  and  he  followed  it 
two  years  later  by  the  equally  unsuccessful  revival  of  another  attrac- 
tive figure  in  the  artificial  story  called  (Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.)  Y'et 
in  1894,  the  year  in  which  this  more  or  less  negligible  tale  appeared, 
he  published  his  third  long  study  of  life  on  the  Mississippi,  (Pudd'n- 
Head  Wilson,)  in  some  of  its  episodes  worthy  to  take  its  place  beside 
(Tom  Sawyer)  and  (Huckleberry  Finn.) 

These  had  been  years  of  prosperity;  his  books  were  very  profitable 
and  the  income  from  them  was  augmented  by  occasional  lecturing. 
But  Mark  Twain  had  been  successful  in  depicting  Colonel  Sellers  only 
because  he  himself  possessed  the  financial  incapacity  and  the  invinci- 
ble hopefulness  with  which  he  had  endowed  his  pathetically  humorous 
character.  He  made  many  ill-advised  investments;  he  sank  two 
hundred  thousand  dollars  in  a  typesetting  machine;  and  then,  like 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  he  became  the  chief  supporter  of  a  publishing  house. 
This  new  enterprise  began  magnificently  with  the  publication  of  the 
(Personal  Memoirs  of  Grant,)  which  was  so  well  received  by  the  Ameri- 
can people,  that  the  widow  of  the  author  was  paid  four  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars  in  copyright  royalties.  This  first  success  was  not  followed 
by  many  others;  and  the  later  business  ventures  of  Charles  L.  Web- 
ster &  Co.  were  ill-managed  and  unprofitable;  the  house  accumulated 
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a  heavy  burden  of  debt  and  a  few  months  after  the  panic  of  1893  it 
had  to  give  up  the  unavailing  struggle.  At  the  age  of  fifty-eight  Mark 
Twain  found  himself  bereft  of  all  he  had  made  and  loaded  with  a  huge 
debt. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  was  nearly  as  old  when  the  same  misfortune  befell 
him;  'and  like  Scott,  Mark  Twain  made  no  effort  to  evade  his  respon- 
sibilities. He  reduced  his  indebtedness  by  realizing  on  the  assets  of 
the  bankrupt  firm;  and  he  set  out  to  make  the  many  thousands  needed 
to  enable  him  to  be  again  a  free  man.  Although  he  had  tired  of  lec- 
turing, he  started  in  1895  on  a  tour  around  the  world,  talking  to  huge 
audiences  whenever  and  wherever  he  appeared  on  the  platform.  His 
account  of  this  circumnavigation  of  the  globe  was  called  (Following 
the  Equator)  and  it  was  published  in  1897.  The  lecture  tour  itself 
and  this  record  of  its  varied  aspects  had-  been  so  profitable  that  he 
was  able  to  pay  off  the  last  of  his  creditors  early  in  1898,  less  than 
five  years  after  the  failure.  In  those  years,  it -must  also  be  noted, 
the  (Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc)  had  appeared  anony- 
mously as  a  serial  and  had  been  issued  as  a  book  with  his  signature 
attached. 

This  painful  period  of  struggle  and  of  financial  redemption  was 
also  saddened  by  the  sudden  death  of  his  eldest  daughter;  and  the 
stricken  family  felt  it  impossible  ever  to  settle  down  again  in  the  old 
Hartford  home.  Not  until  the  fall  of  1900  did  they  return  to  America; 
and  Mark  Twain's  homecoming  was  the  occasion  of  a  spontaneous 
outpouring  of  appreciation  and  affection  from  his-  fellow  countrymen. 
For  the  next  years  of  his  life  he  was  an  intermittent  resident  of  New 
York  City,  removing  to  the  new  home  he  built  at  Redding,  Connecti- 
cut, only  a  year  or  two  before  his  death.  He  made  occasional  visits 
to  Europe,  on  one  of  which  in  1904  Mrs.  Clemens  died;  and  it  must  be 
here  recorded  that  the  married  life  of  Mark  Twain  had  been  unbroken 
in  its  happiness.  Five  years  later,  in  1909,  the  youngest  of  his  three 
daughters  was  found  dead;  and.  this  deepened  the  melancholy  which 
had  always  sustained  and  intensified  his  humor  and  which  manifested 
itself  more  abundantly  and  more  openly  in  the:  final  years  of  his  life, 
when  he  found  himself  bereft  and  lonely,  despite  the  warmth  of  the 
many  friendships  which  encompassed  him. 

Yet  even  in  these  years  of  his  disillusion  and  of  darkness  there  were 
consolations  of  one  kind  or  another.  There  was  a  unanimous  recog- 
nition of  the  commanding  position  which  he  had  won  as  a  man  of 
letters,  —  a  recognition  which  was  not  confined  to  the  United  States, 
the  British  Islands,  and  the  British  Empire,  but  which  transcended  the 
boundaries  of  language  and  extended  to  Germany  and  to  France.  He 
was  not  only  an  international  figure,  he  was  even  more  emphatically  a 
national  figure,  inexpugnably  American  and  by  that  fact  the  more 
heartily  appreciated  by  his  own  country.  In  1904  he  was  one  of  the 
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seven  men  chosen  by  the  National  Institute  of  Arts  and  Letters  to 
found  an  American  Academy  of  Arts  and  Letters  which  should  in- 
clude the  leaders  in  literature,  in  music,  and  in  the  fine  arts.  In  1905 
his  seventieth  birthday  evoked  manifold  testimonies  to  the  high  posi- 
tion he  held  in  the  affectionate  esteem  of  his  fellow  men  of  letters  in  all 
parts  of  the  English-speaking  community.  And  in  1907  the  Univer- 
sity of  Oxford  invited  him  to  cross  the  Atlantic  again  to  receive  the 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Letters,  an  unexpected  honor  which  greatly  grati- 
fied hin..  He  delighted  in  the  red  gown  "with  which  he  was  entitled 
thereafter  to  adorn  himself,  for  he  retained  to  the  end  a  Tom  Sawyer- 
like  pleasure  in  being  conspicuous. 

A  uniform  library  edition  of  his  works  began  to  be  published  in 
1900,  seemly  tomes  in  which  what  he  had  written  could  be  read 
without  distraction  by  disfiguring  illustrations.  His  literary  activity 
seems  to  have  been  stimulated  by  the  expansion  of  his  fame;  and  in 
these  final  years  he  produced  more  abundantly  than  ever  before.  He 
wrote  or  dictated  an  autobiography,  although  he  decided  to  allow 
only  a  few  passages  of  this  to  appear  during  his  lifetime.  The  same 
reserve  led  him  to  issue  only  in  a  privately  printed  edition  a  book 
called  (What  is  Man?)  His  Swift-like  parable,  (The  Man  who  Cor- 
rupted Hadleyburg,)  one  of  the  most  incisive  of  moral  tales,  gave  its 
name  to  a  volume  of  shorter  pieces;  and  he  issued  half  a  dozen  other 
books  long  and  short,  including  (Extracts  from  Adam's  Diary)  (1904) 
and  (Eve's  Diary)  (1903). 

Early  in  1910  his  health  began  to  fail.  He  took  a  trip  to  Bermuda, 
where  he  had  several  painful  attacks  and  where  his  condition  became 
serious.  He  survived  to  return  to  Stormfield,  his  new  home  at  Red- 
ding; and  there  on  April  2ist,  1910,  he  died  at  the  ripe  age  of  seventy- 
four. 

II 

From  the  foregoing  record  of  the  salient  facts  in  Mark  Twain's 
life,  the  titles  of  not  a  few  of  his  books  were  omitted.  He  edited  a 
(Library  of  Humor)  (1888).  He  collected  into  one  volume,  (How  to 
Tell  a  Story)  (1897),  a  selection  from  his  essays  and  literary  criti- 
cisms. He  found  keen  enjoyment  in  analyzing  mercilessly  the 
pretensions  of  (Christian  Science,)  falsely  so-called  (1907).  He  con- 
vinced himself  that  the  plays  attributed  to  Shakespeare  were  really 
written  by  Bacon;  and  he  tried  to  convert  the  public  to  his  view  by 
an  elaborate  argument,  (Is  Shakespeare  Dead?)  (1909), — an  unfor- 
tunate tome  which  only  confirmed  the  evidence  supplied  by  his  re- 
peated failure  as  a  playwright  that,  although  he  could  be  on  occasion 
superbly  dramatic,  he  was  lacking  in  intimate  understanding  of  the 
theatre  and  of  its  necessary  and  unchanging  conditions. 
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Since  his  death  a  selection  of  his  speeches  has  been  issued  in  one 
volume;  and  a  curious  tale  entitled  (The  Mysterious  Stranger)  was 
posthumously  published  in  1916.  No  announcement  has  yet  been 
made  as  to  the  date  when  we  may  expect  to  receive  his  autobiography; 
and  the  many  passages  from  it  which  he  permitted  to  be  printed  in 
periodicals  have  not  been  gathered  into  a  volume.  An  ample  and 
admirable  biography  by  Mr.  Albert  Bigelow  Paine  (1912)  contained 
a  few  of  his  letters,  as  characteristic  and  as  self-revelatory  as  his  more 
formal  writings.  He  was  an  indefatigable  correspondent,  often  find- 
ing vent  for  the  feelings  of  the  moment  in  an  impulsive  missive  that 
he. never  sent.  For  thirty  years  or  more  he  kept  up  a  constant  inter- 
change of  letters  with  Mr.  Howells;  and  the  publication  of  the  corre- 
spondence between  the  two  foremost  figures  in  American  literature  at 
the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century  is  to  be  expected  in  the  future. 

Yet  nothing  which  may  be  published  hereafter  is  likely  to  modify 
our  knowledge  of  the  man  and  of  the  writer  derived  from  the  books 
he  sent  forth  in  his  lifetime.  These  books  reveal  him  completely  at 
every  stage  of  his  development  as  a  man  of  letters  and  of  his  evolu- 
tion as  a  man.  They  are  in  many  departments  of  literature,  for  in 
his  own  way  he  was  multifarious.  At  one  time  or  another  he  gave  to 
the  public  comic  sketches  of  many  kinds,  short  stories,  literary  criti- 
cisms, travels,  reminiscences,  plays,  tales  of  his  youth,  and  historical 
novels.  We  can  find  in  them  manifold  aspects  of  human  life  and 
human  character  as  the  panorama  of  existence  unrolled  itself  before 
his  piercing  insight.  And  the  entire  body  of  his  work,  various  as  it 
may  seem  at  first  sight,  is  unified  by  the  fact  that  it  is  all  of  it  war- 
ranted by  his  sign-manual,  instantly  recognizable  as  his,  as  his  only, 
so  individual  as  to  be  impossible  to  any  other  man  of  letters.  Even 
the  (Joan  of  Arc,)  from  which  he  deliberately  excluded  his  bolder 
humor  and  which  he  wished  to  have  judged  on  its  own  merits  without 
the  preconceptions  necessarily  created  by  his  signature,  —  even  this 
serious  historical  evocation  could  have  come  from  no  other  pen  than 
his. 

His  widespread  popularity  with  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men 
was  due  in  a  measure  to  the  breadth  of  his  appeal  and  to  the  manysided- 
ness  of  his  work.  Not  a  few  of  those  who  were  moved  by  the  sincerely 
reverent  treatment  of  the  noble  figure  of  Joan  of  Arc  were  repelled  by 
the  frolicsome  iconoclasm  of  his  (Connecticut  Yankee  at  King  Arthur's 
Court,)  and  were  perhaps  shocked  at  its  insistence  on  the  ((glorious 
gospel  of  equality))  as  Mr.  Howells  has  suggested.  In  (Huckleberry 
Finn)  the  frank  veracity  of  his  portrayal  of  melancholy  conditions  of 
life  along  the  Mississippi  in  the  slave-holding  states  was  offensive  to 
some  sensitive  souls  who  sought  to  have  that  Odyssey  of  the  great 
river  excluded  from  public  libraries;  and  yet  this  very  book  was  held 
by  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  to  be  the  most  important  contribution  to 
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the  fiction  of  our  language  which  had  appeared  in  the  decade  of  its 
publication.  The  merciless  analysis  of  human  frailty  which  charac- 
terizes (The  Man  who  Corrupted  Hadleyburg)  — one  of  the  austerest 
and  most  uncompromising  apologues  in  all  literature  —  disconcerted 
many  of  the  unthinking  who  had  reveled  in  the  free  and  spontaneous 
fun  of  the  (Jumping  Frog)  and  in  the  rollicking  playfulness  of 
(Innocents  Abroad.) 

Now  that  we  can  at  last  survey  the  work  of  Mark  Twain  in  the 
perspective  of  time,  we  cannot  fail  to  discover  that  it  is  as  unequal  in 
merit  as  it  is  varied  in  topic.  Sublimated  autobiography  like  (Rough- 
ing It)  and  (Life  on  the  Mississippi)  is  not  more  remote  in  manner 
from  a  quasi-historical  fantasy  such  as  (The  Prince  and  the  Pauper) 
than  is  (Tom  Sawyer,)  — an  imaginative  transcript  from  actuality 
as  the  facts  on  which  it  was  founded  were  glimpsed  through  the  haze 
of  memory,  —  differentiated  from  the  unconvincing  unreality  of  its 
sorry  sequel,  (Tom  Sawyer  Abroad,)  not  rooted  in  fact  but  made  out 
of  whole  cloth,  compounded  with  arbitrary  artificiality.  Even  in  a 
masterpiece  of  sustained  realism  like  (Huckleberry  Finn)  there  are 
passages  of  exaggerated  caricature  and  of  broad  burlesque,  wherein 
we  are  pained  to  perceive  that  the  King  and  the  Duke  are  clowning 
on  purpose  to  evoke  our  inexpensive  laughter. 

Probably  there  is  no  author  attaining  at  times  to  the  lofty  level  of 
Mark  Twain's  finest  work  who  is  as  unequal  and  as  uncertain.  Nor 
is  this  inequality  and  uncertainty  due  to  any  carelessness  of  composi- 
tion. So  far  as  style  is  concerned  he  was  always  doing  his  best;  he  is 
always  conscientious,  even  meticulous.  The  defect  lies  below  the  sur- 
face; it  is  contained  in  the  topic  itself  and  in  the  treatment  imposed 
by  the  topic.  The  most  obvious  explanation  of  this  distressing  fact 
is  that  Mark  Twain  had  no  solid  standard  for  the  evaluation  of  his 
own  work  and  that  he  could  not  rely  on  his  own  judgment.  His  taste 
was  wavering;  and  it  was  sometimes  at  the  mercy  of  his  tricksy  fancy. 
He  was  modest  in  self-criticism  and  he  often  let  those  in  whose  opin- 
ions he  had  confidence,  Mrs.  Clemens  or  Mr.  .Howells,  decide  against 
the  publication  of  articles  and  even  of  books  which  he  had  written  with 
keen  satisfaction.  But  there  is  another  explanation  going  deeper 
than  this:  it  is  that  Mark  Twain,  rich  as  he  was  in  interpretive  imagi- 
nation, was  more  or  less  insufficiently  equipped  with  the  subordinate 
faculty  of  invention.  When  he  had  to  make  up  a  story  out  of  his 
own  head,  he  was  not  at  his  best.  He  needed  to  be  sustained  by  the 
validity  of  the  actual  fact,  either  observed  by  himself  or  narrated  by 
an  eyewitness.  Once  possessed  of  this  fact  he  could  make  it  his  own, 
absorb  it,  expand  it,  and  set  his  imagination  at  work  interpreting  it. 
The  poet  is  never  prone  to  invent  his  myths,  preferring  apparently  to 
take  over  the  old  tales  and  to  bring  out- their  latent  beauty  and  their 
human  significance.  In  his  own  way,  Mark  Twain  was  a  poet,  never 
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seen  at  his  best  when  he  was  relying  solely  on  his  invention,  the  result 
of  which  was  likely  to  reveal  the  mechanical  quality  of  mere  inven- 
tion. The  basis  of  the  (Jumping  Frog)  was  a  tale  told  him  in  Nevada; 
and  the  basis  of  the  Blue  Jay  chapter  in  the  (Tramp  Abroad)  was 
another  tale  which  came  to  him  by  word  of  mouth.  These  trans- 
mitted narratives  were  the  raw  material  out  of  which  he  could  make 
his  profit  in  due  season.  Out  of  the  transfigured  memories  of  his  own 
boyhood  he  put  together  (Tom  Sawyer)  that  self -revelatory  portrayal 
of  the  perennial  boy.  In  (Life  on  the  Mississippi)  he  set  down  vari- 
ous particulars  of  a  vendetta  which  ended  in  the  destruction  of  two 
families;  and  then  in  (Huckleberry  Finn)  we  see  how  these  bare  facts 
have  taken  on  color  and  have  been  made  to  surrender  their  ultimate 
significance  in  the  account  of  the  Shepardson-Graingerford  feud,  wherein 
Mark  borrowed  the  eternal  Romeo  and  Juliet  situation  to  intensify 
the  poignant  pathos  -of  a  commonplace  quarrel  often  paralleled  in 
many  a  Southern  community. 

Ill 

Although  the  uncertainties  and  the  inequalities  are  as  evident 
and  as  frequent  in  his  later  books  as  in  his  earlier,  a  consideration  of 
his  writings  in  chronological  sequence  instantly  reveals  his  steady 
progress  in  his  mastery  of  the  art  of  writing  and  in  his  knowledge  of 
the  art  of  life.  At  the  very  beginning  he  was  little  more  than  a  news- 
paper fun-maker,  a  more  or  less  docile  pupil  of  John  Phoenix  and  of 
Artemus  Ward,  although  he  was  never  tempted  to  the  too  easy  trick 
of  misfit  spelling  to  which  the  earlier  manufacturers  of  comic  copy 
had  been  unduly  addicted.  He  contented  himself  with  what  Mr. 
Howells  has  neatly  termed  ((the  established  absurdities  of  English 
orthography.))  But  the  paper  pattern  of  Derby  and  Browne  was  too 
thin  to  be  serviceable  for  long  to  a  writer  with  the  potentiality  of  Mark 
Twain;  and  it  was  in  (Innocents  Abroad)  that  he  began  to  reveal 
his  own  characteristics  more  amply  and  to  disclose  himself  as  some- 
thing more  than  a  funny  man  content  to  scratch  at  the  surface  of  life. 
A  humorist  he  remained  to  the  end,  the  greatest  humorist  of  his  age 
as  well  as  of  his  country,  yet  already  giving  warnings  that  he  was  far 
more  than  a  mere  laughter-evoker. 

As  he  gained  experience,  so  he  gained  confidence,  if  that  had  ever 
been  lacking.  He  sank  his  shaft  deeper  into  the  fundamentals  of 
human  nature  and  he  ran  out  his  galleries  on  all  sides  to  disclose  the 
rambling  inconsistencies  of  humanity..  He  contrived  to  make  us 
laugh  but  he  also  made  us  think.  He  gave  us  that  true  comedy  of 
life,  which  in  Meredith's  phrase  arouses  ((thoughtful  laughter));  and 
the  reader  is  to  be  pitied  who  finds  nothing  more  in  the  (Connecticut 
Yankee)  or  in  .<  Huckleberry  Finn)  than  a  succession  of  highly  amus- 
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ing  episodes.  A  humorist  first  of  all,  Mark  Twain  was  a  moralist  last 
of  all,  with  an  ethical  understanding  that  penetrated  directly  down  to 
bed  rock  and  unerringly  found  the  vein  of  pure  gold.  Very  early  in 
his  work  he  let  us  see  his  scorn  for  snobbishness,  for  sham,  for  pretense, 
for  affectation,  for  meanness,  for  cruelty,  —  a  scorn  that  in  time 
burned  as  hot  within  him  and  played  forth  as  volcanically  as  Moliere's 
hatred  for  these  same  perennially  contemptible  characteristics. 

He  had  the  fecundity  of  the  affluent;  and  yet  it  did  not  need  more 
than  a  few  of  his  multifarious  volumes  in  half  a  dozen  different  de- 
partments of  literature  to  make  it  plain  that  the  concocter  of  comic 
copy  for  a  country  weekly  had  developed  into  a  humorist  made  of 
sterner  stuff,  and  equipped  to  conduct  an  austere  inquest  into  human 
frailty  and  human  folly.'  The  foundations  of  his  humor  were  below 
frost,  — as  Lowell  said  of  Shakespeare's;  and  elsewhere  the  same  keen 
critic  declared  that  ((real  wit  keeps,  real  humor  is  of  the  same  nature 
in  Aristophanes  and  in  Mark  Twain.))  And  Mr.  Howells  is  as  keen 
and  as  emphatic  when  he  declares  that  ((Mark  Twain's  humor  is  as 
simple  in  form  and  as  direct  as  the  statesmanship  of  Lincoln  or  the 
generalship  of  Grant.)) 

The  obvious  reason  for  this  validity  of  Mark  Twain's  humor  is 
that  it  is  rooted  in  pathos.  It  may  be  only  a  step  from  the  sublime 
to  the  ridiculous;  but  it  is  less  than  a  step  from  the  comic  to  the  tragic. 
((Everything  human  is  pathetic,))  so  one  may  read  at  the  head  of  a 
chapter  in  (Following  the  Equator,)  one  of  many  instances  of  the 
author's  self-confession:  ((Everything  human  is  pathetic.  The  secret 
source  of  humor  itself  is  not  joy  but  sorrow.  There  is  no  humor  in 
heaven.))  Cheerful  as  Mark  Twain  might  seem,  bravely  as  he  might 
bear  himself  before  men,  he  was  as  sorrowful  as  Cervantes  or  as 
Moliere;  and  perhaps  at  the  end  he  had  a  deeper  despair  and  a  bitterer 
grief  than  either  of  these  mighty  predecessors  in  what  one  of  them 
called  the  ((strange  task  of  making  people  laugh.))  Their  American 
successor  had  understanding  and  sympathy  and  loving-kindness,  yet 
even  Swift  scarcely  ever  achieved  the  misanthropic  melancholy  of 
(The  Man  who  Corrupted  Hadleyburg.) 

To  dwell  unduly  on  the  fact  that  the  humorist  was  also  a  moralist 
may  be  a  little  unfair  to  the  humorist  that  Mark  Twain  never  ceased 
to  be.  He  was  far  more  than  a  fun-maker,  but  he  was  an  exuberant 
and  inexhaustible  fun-maker  first  of  all.  The  laughter  he  continu- 
ously compelled  might  also  provoke  thought,  but  it  had  no  need  to  do 
this  to  justify  itself;  it  was  its  own  excuse  for  being.  He  was  an  im- 
mitigable humorist,  wielding  all  the  weapons  of  comedy,  satire,  irony, 
and  even  on  occasion,  parody.  He  was  a  humorist  who  could  create 
characters  which  etched  themselves  unforgettably  on  the  memory 
of  every  reader.  He  was  a  humorist  who  was  a  supreme  story-teller 
and  who  could  handle  situation  with  the  simple  certainty  of  the  mas- 
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ters;  and  Robinson  Crusoe's  thrill  at  the  discovery  of  the  human 
footprint  on  the  sand  is  not  finer  in  its  kind  than  Tom  Sawyer's  shrink- 
ing back  into  his  recess  in  the  cave  when  the  candle  that  gleamed 
hopefully  in  the  distance  illuminated  the  dark  hand  of  Indian  Joe. 
He  was  a  humorist  who  was  also  a  man  of  letters,  nourishing  himself  on 
the  strong  meat  of  literature,  sitting  at  the  feet  of  the  masters  of  the 
written  word  from  Suetonius  to  Saint-Simon. 

As  a  reader  he  was  as  discriminating  as  he  was  insatiable,  seeking 
ever  a  first-hand  interpretation  of  life  and  therefore  preferring  to  the 
writers  of  fiction,  the  writers  of  biography  and  of  autobiography. 
He  was  as  piercing  a  critic  of  books  as  he  was  of  men;  and  as  a  critic 
he  was  never  the  bond  slave  of  tradition,  being  always  irreconcilably 
unacademic  and  conscientiously  individual  in  his  likes  and  in  his  dis- 
likes. About  books  as  about  men  he  had  his  frank  and  frequent  pre- 
judices and  his  habitual  violences  of  expression.  Himself  a  master 
of  English,  ever  alert  in  the  quest  for  the  necessary  noun  and  the  in- 
dispensable adjective,  he  had  no  patience  with  the  verbal  flatting 
and  sharping  of  Cooper  or  with  the  mincing  orotundity  of  Dowden, 
dismissing  the  style  of  this  British  critic's  (Shelley)  as  a  ((literary  cake- 
walk. » 

His  own  style  was  indisputably  his  own,  free  and  flexible,  direct 
and  exact,  never  bookish,  always  racy  with  the  flavor  of  the  soil,  un- 
consciously American,  —  like  Franklin's  and  Lincoln's.  He  had  at 
his  command  an  enormous  vocabulary,  from  which  only  the  dead 
words  had  been  excluded;  and  he  could  compel  it  to  do  his  bidding  with 
effortless  ease.  The  passage  describing  the  Sphinx  in  the  (Innocents 
Abroad)  is  worthy  to  be  set  by  the  side  of  the  passage  describing  the 
Jungfrau  in  the  (Tramp  Abroad);  and  they  are  passages  unsurpassed 
in  the  work  of  any  other  master  of  English  prose. 

Mark  Twain  was  a  stylist  and  a  story-teller,  an  artist  in  words 
and  an  artist  in  narration,  a  fertile  creator  of  character  and  a  lively 
critic  of  books  and  of  men,  a  militant  moralist,  but  above  and  beyond 
all  these  things  he  was  a  humorist  who  made  men  laugh  even  if  he 
also  on  occasion  made  them  think. 
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THE  NOTORIOUS  JUMPING  FROG  OF  CALAVERAS  COUNTY 

IN  compliance  with  the   request    of    a   friend  of  mine,  who  wrote 
me  from    the    East,   I  called    on    good-natured,   garrulous    old 

Simon  Wheeler,  and  inquired  after  my  friend's  friend,  Leoni- 
das  W.  Smiley,  as  requested  to  do,  and  I  hereunto  append  the 
result.  I  have  a  lurking  suspicion  that  Leonidas  W.  Smiley  is  a 
myth ;  that  my  friend  never  knew  such  a  personage ;  and  that  he  only 
conjectured  that  if  I  asked  old  Wheeler  about  him,  it  would  remind 
him  of  his  infamous  Jim  Smiley,  and  he  would  go  to  work  and  bore 
me  to  death  with  some  exasperating  reminiscence  of  him  as  long  and 
as  tedious  as  it  should  be  useless  to  me.  If  that  was  the  design,  it 
succeeded. 

I  found  Simon  Wheeler  dozing  comfortably  by  the  bar-room 
stove  of  the  dilapidated  tavern  in  the  decayed .  mining  camp  of  An- 
gel's, and  I  noticed  that  he  was  fat  and  baldheaded,  and  had  an 
expression  of  winning  gentleness  and  simplicity  upon  his  tranquil 
countenance.  He  roused  up,  and  gave  me  good-day.  I  told  him 
a  friend  of  mine  had  commissioned  me  to  make  some  inquiries  about 
a  cherished  companion  of  his  boyhood  named  Leonidas  W.  Smiley 
—  Rev.  Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  a  young  minister  of  the  Gospel,  who 
he  had  heard  was  at  one  time  a  resident  of  Angel's  Camp.  I 
added  that  if  Mr.  Wheeler  could  tell  me  anything  about  this 
Rev.  Leonidas  W.  Smiley,  I  would  feel  under  many  obligations 
to  him. 

Simon  Wheeler  backed  me  into  a  corner  and  blockaded  me  there 
with  his  chair,  and  then  sat  down  and  reeled  off  the  monotonous 
narrative  which  follows  this  paragraph.  He  never  smiled,  he  never 
frowned,  he  never  changed  his  voice  from  the  gentle-flowing  key 
to  which  he  turned  his  initial  sentence,  he  never  betrayed  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  enthusiasm;  but  all  through  the  interminable  narrative 
there  ran  a  vein  of  impressive  earnestness  and  sincerity,  which 
showed  me  plainly  that,  so  far  from  his  imagining  that  there  was 
anything  ridiculous  or  funny  about  his  story,  he  regarded  it  as  a 
really  important  matter,  and  admired  its  two  heroes  as  men  of  trans- 
cendent genius  and  finesse.  I  let  him  go  on  his  own  way,  and  never 
interrupted  him  once. 

«Rev.    Leonidas   W.      H'm,    Reverend    Le  —  well,    there   was   a 
feller  here  once  by  the  name  of  Jim  Smiley,  in  the  winter  of  '49  — 
or  maybe  it  was  the  spring  of  '50  —  I  don't  recollect  exactly,  some- 
how, though  what  makes  me  think  it  was  one  or  the  other  is  because 
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I  remember  the  big  flume  warn't  finished  when  he  first  come  to  the 
camp;  but  any  way,  he  was  the  curiosest  man  about  always  betting 
on  anything  that  turned  up  you  ever  see,  if  he  could  get  anybody  to 
bet  on  the  other  side ;  and  if  he  couldn't  he'd  change  sides.  Any  way 
that  suited  the  other  man  would  suit  him  —  any  way  just  so's  he 
got  a  bet,  he  was  satisfied.  But  still  he  was  lucky,  uncommon  lucky; 
he  most  always  come  out  winner.  He  was  always  ready  and  laying 
for  a  chance;  there  couldn't  be  no  solit'ry  thing  mentioned  but  that 
feller'd  offer  to  bet  on  it,  and  take  ary  side  you  please,  as  I  was  just 
telling  you.  If  there  was  a  horse-race,  you'd  find  him  flush  or  you'd 
find  him  busted  at  the  end  of  it;  if  there  was  a  dog-fight,  he'd  bet  on 
it;  if  there  was  a  cat-fight,  he'd  bet  on  it;  if  there  was  a  chicken- 
fight,  he'd  bet  on  it;  why,  if  there  was  two  birds  setting  on  a  fence, 
he  would  bet  you  which  one  would  fly  first;  or  if  there  was  a  camp- 
meeting,  he  would  be  there  reg'lar  to  bet  on  Parson  Walker,  which 
he  judged  to  be  the  best  exhorter  about  here,  and  so  he  was  too,  and 
a  good  man.  If  he  even  see  a  straddle-bug  start  to  go  anywheres, 
he  would  bet  you  how  long  it  would  take  him  to  get  to  —  to  wher- 
ever he  was  going  to,  and  if  you  took  him  up,  he  would  foller  that 
straddle-bug  to  Mexico  but  what  he  would  find  out  where  he  was 
bound  for  and  how  long  he  was  on  the  road.  Lots  of  boys  here  has 
seen  that  Smiley,  and  can  tell  you  about  him.  Why,  it  never  made 
no  difference  to  him  —  he'd  bet  on  any  thing  —  the  dangdest  feller. 
Parson  Walker's  wife  laid  very  sick  once,  for  a  good  while,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  they  warn't  going  to  save  her ;  but  one  morning  he  come 
in,  and  Smiley  up  and  asked  him  how  she  was,  and  he  said  she  was 
considerable  better  —  thank  the  Lord  for  his  inf 'nit  mercy  —  and 
coming  on  so  smart  that  with  the  blessing  of  Prov'dence  she'd  get 
well  yet;  and  Smiley,  before  he  thought,  says,  (Well,  I'll  resk  two- 
and-a-half  she  don't  anyway.) 

«Thish-yer  Smiley  had  a  mare  —  the  boys  called  her  the  fifteen- 
minute  nag,  but  that  was  only  in  fun,  you  know,  because  of  course 
she  was  faster  than  that  —  and  he  used  to  win  money  on  that  horse, 
for  all  she  was  so  slow  and  always  had  the  asthma,  or  the  distemper, 
or  the  consumption,  or  something  of  that  kind.  They  used  to  give 
her  two  or  three  hundred  yards'  start,  and  then  pass  her  under  way; 
but  always  at  the  fag-end  of  the  race  she'd  get  excited  and  desperate- 
like,  and  come  cavorting  and  straddling  up,  and  scattering  her  legs 
around  limber,  sometimes  in  the  air,  and  sometimes  out  to  one  side 
amongst  the  fences,  and  kicking  up  m-o-r-e  dust  and  raising  m-o-r-e 
racket  with  her  coughing  and  sneezing  and  blowing  her  nose  —  and 
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always  fetch  up  at  the  stand  just  about  a  neck  ahead,  as  near  as  you 
could  cipher  it  down. 

((And  he  had  a  little  small  bull-pup,  that  to  look  at  you'd  think 
he  warn't  worth  a  cent  but  to  set  around  and  look  ornery  and  lay 
for  a  chance  to  steal  something.  But  as  soon  as  money  was  up  on 
him  he  was  a  different  dog;  his  under-jaw'd  begin  to  stick  out  like 
the  fo'castle  of  a  steamboat,  and  his  teeth  would  uncover  and  shine 
like  the  furnaces.  And  a  dog  might  tackle  him  and  bully-rag  him, 
and  bite  him,  and  throw  him  over  his  shoulder  two  or  three  times, 
and  Andrew  Jackson  —  which  was  the  name  of  the  pup  —  Andrew 
Jackson  would  never  let  on  but  what  he  was  satisfied,  and  hadn't 
expected  nothing  else  —  and  the  bets  being  doubled  and  doubled  on  the 
other  side  all  the  time,  till  the  money  was  all  up;  and  then  all  of  a 
sudden  he  would  grab  that  other  dog  jest  by  the  j'int  of  his  hind  leg 
and  freeze  to  it  —  not  chaw,  you  understand,  but  only  just  grip  and 
hang  on  till  they  throwed  up  the  sponge,  if  it  was  a  year.  Smiley 
always  come  out  winner  on  that  pup,  till  he  harnessed  a  dog  once 
that  didn't  have  no  hind  legs,  because  they'd  been  sawed  off  in  a 
circular  saw,  and  when  the  thing  had  gone  along  far  enough,  and  the 
money  was  all  up,  and  he  come  to  make  a  snatch  for  his  pet  holt,  he 
see  in  a  minute  how  he'd  been  imposed  on,  and  how  the  other  dog 
had  him  in  the  door,  so  to  speak,  and  he  'peared  surprised,  and  then 
he  looked  sorter  discouraged-like,  and  didn't  try  no  more  to  win  the 
fight,  and  so  he  got  shucked  out  bad.  He  give  Smiley  a  look,  as 
much  as  to  say  his  heart  was  broke,  and  it  was  his  fault,  for  putting 
up  a  dog  that  hadn't  no  hind  legs  for  him  to  take  holt  of,  which  was 
his  main  dependence  in  a  fight,  and  then  he  limped  off  a  piece  and 
laid  down  and  died.  It  was  a  good  pup,  was  that  Andrew  Jackson, 
and  would  have  made  a  name  for  hisself  if  he'd  lived,  for  the  stuff 
was  in  him  and  he  had  genius  —  I  know  it,  because  he  hadn't  no 
opportunities  to  speak  of,  and  it  don't  stand  to  reason  that  a  dog 
could  make  such  a  fight  as  he  could  under  them  circumstances  if  he 
hadn't  no  talent.  It  always  makes  me  feel  sorry  when  I  think  of 
that  last  fight  of  his'n,  and  the  way  it  turned  out. 

((Well,  thish-yer  Smiley  had  rat-tarriers,  and  chicken  cocks,  and 
tomcats,  and  all  them  kind  of  things,  till  you  couldn't  rest,  and  you 
couldn't  fetch  nothing  for  him  to  bet  on  but  he'd  match  you.  He 
ketched  a  frog  one  day,  and  took  him  home,  and  said  he  cal'lated  to 
educate  him ;  and  so  he  never  done  nothing  for  three  months  but  set 
in  his  back  yard  and  learn  that  frog  to  jump.  And  you  bet  you  he 
did  learn  him,  too.  He'd  give  him  a  little  punch  behind,  and  the  next 
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minute  you'd  see  that  frog  whirling  in  the  air  like  a  doughnut  — 
see  him  turn  one  summerset, .  or  may  be  a  couple,  if  he  got  a  good 
start,  and  come  down  flat-footed  and  all  right,  like  a  cat.  He  got 
him  up  so  in  the  matter  of  catching  flies,  and  kep'  him  in  practice 
so  constant,  that  he'd  nail  a  fly  every  time  as  fur  as  he  could  see  him. 
Smiley  said  all  a  frog  wanted  was  education,  and  he  could  do  'most 
anything  —  and  I  believe  him.  Why,  I've  seen  him  set  Dan'l  Web- 
ster down  here  on  this  floor  —  Dan'l  Webster  was  the  name  of  the 
frog — and  sing  out,  (Flies,  Dan'l,  flies!)  and  quicker'n  you  could 
wink  he'd  spring  straight  up  and  snake  a  fly  off'n  the  counter  there, 
and  flop  down  on  the  floor  ag'in  as  solid  as  a  gob  of  mud,  and  fall  to 
scratching  the  side  of  his  head  with  his  hind  foot  as  indifferent  as 
if  he  hadn't  no  idea  he'd  been  doing  any  more'n  any  frog  might 
do.  You  never  see  a  frog  so  modest  and  straightfor'ard  as  he  was, 
for  all  he  was  so  gifted.  And  when  it  come  to  fair  and  square  jump- 
ing on  a  dead  level,  he  could  get  over  more  ground  at  one  straddle 
than  any  animal  of  his  breed  you  ever  see.  Jumping  on  a  dead  level 
was  his  strong  suit,  you  understand;  and  when  it  came  to  that,  Smiley 
would  ante  up  money  on  him  as  long  as  he  had  a  red.  Smiley  was 
monstrous  proud  of  his  frog,  and  well  he  might  be,  for  fellers  that 
had  traveled  and  been  everywheres,  all  said  he  laid  over  any  frog 
that  ever  they  see. 

((Well,  Smiley  kep'  the  beast  hra  little  lattice  box,  and  he  used 
to  fetch  him  down  town  sometimes  and  lay  for  a  bet.  One  day  a 
feller  —  a  stranger  in  the  camp,  he  was  —  come  acrost  him  with  his 
box,  and  says :  — 

(((What  might  it  be  that  you've  got  in  the  box?) 

((And  Smiley  says,  sorter  indifferent-like,  (It  might  be  a  parrot, 
or  it  might  be  a  canary,  maybe,  but  it  ain't  —  it's  only  just  a  frog.) 

((And  the  feller  took  it,  and  looked  at  it  careful,  and  turned  it 
round  this  way  and  that,  and  says,  <H'm  —  so  'tis.  Well,  what's 
he  good  for?) 

(((Well,)  Smiley  says,  easy  and  careless,  (he's  good  enough  for 
one  thing,  I  should  judge  —  he  can  outjump  any  frog  in  Calaveras 
County.) 

((The  feller  took  the  box  again,  and  took  another  long,  particular 
look,  and  give  it  back  to  Smiley,  and  says,  very  deliberate,  (Well,) 
he  says,  (I  don't  see  no  p'ints  about  that  frog  that's  any  better'n 
any  other  frog.) 

(((Maybe  you  don't,)  Smiley  says.  (Maybe  you  understand  frogs 
and  maybe  you  don't  understand  'em;  maybe  you've  had  experience, 
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and  maybe  you  ain't  only  a  amature,  as  it  were.  Anyways  I've  got 
my  opinion  and  I'll  resk  forty  dollars  that  he  can  out  jump  any  frog 
in  Calaveras  County.) 

((And  the  feller  studied  a  minute,  and  then  says,  kinder  sad  like, 
(Well,  I'm  only  a  stranger  here,  and  I  ain't  got  no  frog;  but  if  I  had  a 
frog,  I'd  bet  you.) 

((And  then  Smiley  says,  (That's  all  right  —  that's  all  right  —  if 
you'll  hold  my  box  a  minute,  I'll  go  and  get  you  a  frog.)  And  so 
the  feller  took  the  box,  and  put  up  his  forty  dollars  along  with 
Smiley's,  and  set  down  to  wait. 

((So  he  set  there  a  good  while  thinking  and  thinking  to  hisself,  and 
then  he  got  the  frog  out  and  pried  his  mouth  open  and  took  a  teaspoon 
and  filled  him  full  of  quail  shot  —  filled  him  pretty  near  up  to  his  chin 
—  and  set  him  on  the  floor.  Smiley  he  went  to  the  swamp  and  slopped 
around  in  the  mud  for  a  long  time,  and  finally  he  ketched  a  frog, 
and  fetched  him  in,  and  give  him  to  this  feller,  and  says: 

(((Now,  if  you're  ready,  set  him  alongside  of  Dan'l,  with  his  fore- 
paws  just  even  with  Dan'l's,  and  I'll  give  the  word.)  Then  he  says, 
(One  —  two  —  three  —  git!)  and  him  and  the  feller  touched  up  the 
frogs  from  behind,  and  the  new  frog  hopped  off  lively,  but  Dan'l 
give  a  heave,  and  hysted  up  his  shoulders  —  so  —  like  a  Frenchman, 
but  it  warn't  no  use  —  he  couldn't  budge;  he  was  planted  as  solid  as 
a  church,  and  he  couldn't  no  more  stir  than  if  he  was  anchored  out. 
Smiley  was  a  good  deal  surprised,  and  he  was  disgusted  too,  but  he 
didn't  have  no  idea  what  the  matter  was,  of  course. 

((The  feller  took  the  money  and  started  away;  and  when  he  was 
going  out  at  the  door,  he  sorter  jerked  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder  — 
so  —  at  Dan'l,  and  says  again,  very  deliberate,  (Well,)  he  says,   (/ 
don't  see  no  p'ints  about  that  frog  that's  any  better'n  any  other 
frog.) 

((Smiley  he  stood  scratching  his  head  and  looking  down  at  Dan'l 
a  long  time,  and  at  last  he  says,  ( I  do  wonder  what  in  the  nation  that 
frog  throw'd  off  for  —  I  wonder  if  there  ain't  something  the  matter 
with  him  —  he  'pears  to  look  mighty  baggy,  somehow.)  And  he 
ketched  Dan'l  by  the  nap  of  the  neck,  and  hefted  him,  and  says, 
(Why  blame  my  cats  if  he  don't  weigh  five  pound!)  and  turned  him 
upside  down  and  he  belched  out  a  double  handful  of  shot.  And 
then  he  see  how  it  was,  and  he  was  the  maddest  man  —  he  set  the 
frog  down  and  took  out  after,  that  feller,  but  he  never  ketched  him. 
And  — • — » 

Here  Simon  Wheeler  heard  his  name  called  from  the  front  yard, 


SAMUEL   LANGHORNE   CLEMENS  3789 

and  got  up  to  see  what  was  wanted  and  turning  to  me  as  he  moved 
away,  he  said:  ((Just  set  where  you  are,  stranger,  and  rest  easy  - 
I  ain't  going  to  be  gone  a  second.)) 

But,  by  your  leave,  I  did  not  think  that  a  continuation  of  the 
history  of  the  enterprising  vagabond  Jim  Smiley  would  be  likely  to 
afford  me  much  information  concerning  the  Rev.  Leonidas  W.  Smiley 
and  so  I  started  away. 

At  the  door  I  met  the  sociable  Wheeler  returning,  and  he  button- 
holed me  and  re-commenced: 

((Well,  thish-yer  Smiley  had  a  yaller  one-eyed  cow  that  didn't 
have  no  tail,  only  just  a  short  stump  like  a  bannanner,  and » 

However,  lacking  both  time  and  inclination,  I  did  not  wait  to 
hear  about  the  afflicted  cow,  but  took  my  leave. 

NOTE.— The  story  of  the  Jumping  Frog  was  told  to  Mark  Twain  by 
Ben  Coon  in  the  bar-room  of  Angel's  Camp  in  the  winter  of  1864-5. 
Mark's  version  of  the  story  entitled  (Jim  Smiley  and  his  Jumping  Frog) 
appeared  in  the  Saturday  Press  of  New  York  on  November  18,  1865. 
The  story  went  the  rounds  of  the  newspapers  and  captured  the  public. 
It  gave  the  title  to  Mark  Twain's  first  book,  (The  Celebrated  Jumping 
Frog  of  Calaveras  County,  and  Other  Sketches)  (1867),  and  made  the 
beginning  of  his  national  reputation. 

THE   CHILD   OF  CALAMITY 

From  <Life  on  the  Mississippi  >:  copyright  1883,  by  James  R.  Osgood  and 

Company 

BY  *WAY  of  illustrating"  keelboat  talk  and  manners,  and  that 
now  departed  and  hardly  remembered  raft  life,  I  will  throw 
in,  in  this  place,  a  chapter  from  a  book  which  I  have  been 
working  at  by  fits  and  starts  during  the  past  five  or  six  years, 
and  may  possibly  finish  in  the  course  of  five  or  six  more.  The 
book  is  a  story  which  details  some  passages  in  the  life  of  an 
ignorant  village  boy,  Huck  Finn,  son  of  the  town  drunkard  of 
my  time  out  West  there.  He  has  run  away  from  his  persecut- 
ing father,  and  from  a  persecuting  good  widow  who  wishes  to 
make  a  nice  truth -telling  respectable  boy  of  him;  and  with  him 
a  slave  of  the  widow's  has  also  escaped.  They  have  found  a 
fragment  of  a  lumber  raft  (it  is  high  water  and  dead  summer- 
time), and  are  floating  down  the  river  by  night  and  hiding  in 
the  willows  by  day, —  bound  for  Cairo, —  whence  the  negro  will 
seek  freedom  in  the  heart  of  the  free  States.  But  in  a  fog,  they 
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pass  Cairo  without  knowing  it.  By-and-by  they  begin  to  sus- 
pect the  truth,  and  Huck  Finn  is  persuaded  to  end  the  dismal 
suspense  by  swimming  down  to  a  huge  raft  which  they  have 
seen  in  the  distance  ahead  of  them,  creeping  aboard  under  cover 
of  the  darkness,  and  gathering  the  needed  information  by  eaves- 
dropping :  — 

But  you  know  a  young  person  can't  wait  very  well  when  he 
is  impatient  to  find  a  thing  out.  We  talked  it  over,  and  by-and- 
by  Jim  said  it  was  such  a  black  night  now  that  it  wouldn't  be 
no  risk  to  swim  down  to  the  big  raft  and  crawl  aboard  and 
listen, —  they  would  talk  about  Cairo,  because  they  would  be  cal- 
culating to  go  ashore  there  for  a  spree,  maybe,  or  anyway  they 
would  send  boats  ashore  to  buy  whisky  or  fresh  meat  or  some- 
thing. Jim  had  a  wonderful  level  head,  for  a  nigger:  he  could 
'most  always  start  a  good  plan  when  you  wanted  one. 

I  stood  up  and  shook  my  rags  off  and  jumped  into  the  river, 
and  struck  out  for  the  raft's  light.  By-and-by,  when  I  got  down 
nearly  to  her,  I  eased  up  and  went  slow  and  cautious.  But 
everything  was  all  right  —  nobody  at  the  sweeps.  So  I  swum 
down  along  the  raft  till  I  was  'most  abreast  the  camp  fire  in  the 
middle,  then  I  crawled  aboard  and  inched  along  and  got  in 
amongst  some  bundles  of  shingles  on  the  weather  side  of  the 
fire.  There  was  thirteen  men  there  —  they  was  the  watch  on 
deck,  of  course.  And  a  mighty  rough-looking  lot  too.  They 
had  a  jug,  and  tin  cups,  and  they  kept  the  jug  moving.  One 
man  was  singing  —  roaring,  you  may  say;  and  it  wasn't  a  nice 
song  —  for  a  parlor  anyway.  He  roared  through  his  nose,  and 
strung  out  the  last  word  of  every  line  very  long.  When  he  was 
done  they  all  fetched  a  kind  of  Injun  war-whoop,  and  then 
another  was  sung.  It  begun :  — 

<(  There  was  a  woman  in  our  towdn, 

In  our  towdn  did  dwed'l  (dwell), 
She  loved  her  husband  dear-i-lee, 

But  another  man  twyste  as  wed'l. 

<(  Singing  too,  riloo,  riloo,  riloo, 

Ri-loo,  riloo,  rilay e, 

She  loved  her  husband  dear-i-lee, 

But  another  man  twyste  as  wed'l. }> 

And  so  on  —  fourteen  verses.  It  was  kind  of  poor,  and  when  he 
was  going  to  start  on  the  next  verse  one  of  them  said  it  was 
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the  tune  the  old  cow  died  on ;  and  another  one  said,  <(  Oh,  give 
us  a  rest."  And  another  one  told  him  to  take  a  walk.  They 
made  fun  of  him  till  he  got  mad  and  jumped  up  and  begun  to 
cuss  the  crowd,  and  said  he  could  lam  any  thief  in  the  lot. 

They  was  all  about  to  make  a  break  for  him,  but  the  biggest 
man  there  jumped  up  and  says:  — 

<(  Set  whar  you  are,  gentlemen.  Leave  him  to  me ;  he's  my 
meat." 

Then  he  jumped  up  in  the  air  three  times  and  cracked  his 
heels  together  every  time.  He  flung  off  a  buckskin  coat  that 
was  all  hung  with  fringes,  and  says,  (<  You  lay  thar  tell  the 
chawin-up's  done;"  and  flung  his  hat  down,  which  was  all  over 
ribbons,  and  says,  ((  You  lay  thar  tell  his  sufferins  is  over. " 

Then  he  jumped  up  in  the  air  and  cracked  his  heels  together 
again  and  shouted  out:  — 

<(Whoo-oop!  I'm  the  old  original  iron  jawed,  brass-mounted, 
copper-bellied  corpse -maker  from  the  wilds  of  Arkansaw !  —  Look 
at  me!  I'm  the  man  they  call  Sudden  Death  and  General  Deso- 
lation! Sired  by  a  hurricane,  dam'd  by  an  earthquake,  half- 
brother  to  the  cholera,  nearly  related  to  the  small-pox  on  the 
mother's  side!  Look  at  me!  I  take  nineteen  alligators  and  a 
bar'l  of  whisky  for  breakfast  when  I'm  in  robust  health,  and  a 
bushel  of  rattlesnakes  and  a  dead  body  when  I'm  ailing!  I 
split  the  everlasting  rocks  with  my  glance,  and  I  squench  the 
thunder  when  I  speak!  Whoo-oop!  Stand  back  and  give  me 
room  according  to  my  strength!  Blood's  my  natural  drink,  and 
the  wails  of  the  dying  is  music  to  my  ear!  Cast  your  eye  on 
me,  gentlemen!  —  and  lay  low  and  hold  your  breath,  for  I'm 
'bout  to  turn  myself  loose !  " 

All  the  time  he  was  getting  this  off,  he  was  shaking  his  head 
and  looking  fierce  and  kind  of  swelling  around  in  a  little  circle, 
tucking  up  his  wrist-bands  and  now  and  then  straightening  up 
and  beating  his  breast  with  his  fist,  saying  <(  Look  at  me,  gen- 
tlemen !  "  When  he  got  through  he  jumped  up  and  cracked  his 
heels  together  three  times,  and  let  off  a  roaring  « Whoo-oop! 
I'm  the  bloodiest  son  of  a  wildcat  that  lives!" 

Then  the  man  that  had  started  the  row  tilted  his  old  slouch 
hat  down  over  his  right  eye;  then  he  bent  stooping  forward, 
with  his  back  sagged  and  his  south  end  sticking  out  far,  and  his 
fists  a-shoving  out  and  drawing  in  in  front  of  him,  and  so  went 
around  in  a  little  circle  about  three  times,  swelling  himself  up 
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and  breathing  hard.  Then  he  straightened,  and  jumped  up  and 
cracked  his  heels  together  three  times  before  he  lit  again  (that 
made  them  cheer),  and  he  begun  to  shout  like  this:  — 

<(Whoo-oop!  bow  your  neck  and  spread,  for  the  kingdom  of 
sorrow's  a-coming!  Hold  me  down  to  the  earth,  for  I  feel  my 
powers  a-working!  whoo-oop!  I'm  a  child  of  sin;  don't  let  me 
get  a  start!  Smoked  glass,  here,  for  all!  Don't  attempt  to  look 
at  me  with  the  naked  eye,  gentlemen!  When  I'm  playful  I  use 
the  meridians  of  longitude  and  parallels  of  latitude  for  a  seine, 
and  drag  the  Atlantic  Ocean  for  whales!  I  scratch  my  head 
with  the  lightning  and  purr  myself  to  sleep  with  the  thunder! 
When  I'm  cold  I  bile  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  bathe  in  it;  when 
I'm  hot  I  fan  myself  with  an  equinoctial  storm;  when  I'm  thirsty 
I  reach  up  and  suck  a  cloud  dry  like  a  sponge;  when  I  range 
the  earth  hungry,  famine  follows  in  my  tracks!  Whoo-oop!  Bow 
your  neck  and  spread!  I  put  my  hand  on  the  sun's  face  and 
make  it  night  in  the  earth;  I  bite  a  piece  out  of  the  moon  and 
hurry  the  seasons;  I  shake  myself  and  crumble  the  mountains! 
Contemplate  me  through  leather  —  don't  use  the  naked 'eye!  I'm 
the  man  with  a  petrified  heart  and  biler-iron  bowels!  The  massa- 
cre of  isolated  communities  is  the  pastime  of  my  idle  moments, 
the  destruction  of  nationalities  the  serious  business  of  my  life ! 
The  boundless  vastness  of  the  great  American  desert  is  my 
inclosed  property,  and  I  bury  my  dead  on  my  own  premises !  w 
He  jumped  up  and  cracked  his  heels  together  three  times  before 
he  lit  (they  cheered  him  again),  and  as  he  came  down  he  shouted 
out:  <(  Whoo-oop!  bow  your  neck  and  spread,  for  the  pet  child  of 
calamity's  a-coming ! J> 

Then  the  other  one  went  to  swelling  around  and  blowing 
again  —  the  first  one  —  the  one  they  called  Bob ;  next,  the  Child 
of  Calamity  chipped  in  again,  bigger  than  ever;  then  they  both 
got  at  it  at  the  same  time,  swelling  round  and  round  each  other 
and  punching  their  fists  'most  into  each  other's  faces,  and  whoop- 
ing and  jawing  like  Injuns;  then  Bob  called  the  Child  names, 
and  the  Child  called  him  names  back  again:  next,  Bob  called 
him  a  heap  rougher  names,  and  the  Child  come  back  at  him  with 
the  very  worst  kind  of  language;  next,  Bob  knocked  the  Child's 
hat  off,  and  the  Child  picked  it  up  and  kicked  Bob's  ribbony  hat 
about  six  foot;  Bob  went  and  got  it  and  said  never  mind,  this 
warn't  going  to  be  the  last  of  this  thing,  because  he  was  a  man 
that  never  forgot  and  never  forgive,  and  so  the  Child  better  look 
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out;  for  there  was  a  time  a-coming,  just  as  sure  as  he  was  a 
living  man,  that  he  would  have  to  answer  to  him  with  the  best 
blood  in  his  body.  The  Child  said  no  man  was  willinger  than 
he  was  for  that  time  to  come,  and  he  would  give  Bob  fair  warn- 
ing, new ,  never  to  cross  his  path  again,  for  he  could  never  rest 
till  he  had  waded  in  his  blood;  for  such  was  his  nature,  though 
he  was  sparing  him  now  on  account  of  his  family,  if  he  had  one. 

Both  of  them  was  edging  away  in  different  directions,  growl- 
ing and  shaking  their  heads  and  going  on  about  what  they  was 
going  to  do;  but  a  little  black- whiskered  chap  skipped  up  and 
says : — 

(<  Come  back  here,  you  couple  of  chicken -livered  cowards,  and 
I'll  thrash  the  two  of  ye!» 

And  he  done  it,  too.  He  snatched  them,  he  jerked  them  this 
way  and  that,  he  booted  them  around,  he  knocked  them  sprawl- 
ing faster  than  they  could  get  up.  Why,  it  warn't  two  minutes 
till  they  begged  like  dogs  —  and  how  the  other  lot  did  yell  and 
laugh  and  clap  their  hands  all  the  way  through,  and  shout  <(  Sail 
in,  Corpse-Maker ! }>  (<Hi!  at  him  again,  Child  of  Calamity!" 
(<  Bully  for  you,  little  Davy ! w  Well,  it  was  a  perfect  pow-wow 
for  a  while.  Bob  and  the  Child  had  red  noses  and  black  eyes 
when  they  got  through.  Little  Davy  made  them  own  up  that 
they  was  sneaks  and  cowards,  and  not  fit  to  eat  with  a  dog  or 
drink  with  a  nigger;  then  Bob  and  the  Child  shook  hands  with 
each  other  very  solemn,  and  said  they  had  always  respected 
each  other  and  was  willing  to  let  bygones  be  bygones.  So  then 
they  washed  their  faces  in  the  river;  and  just  then  there  was  a 
loud  order  to  stand  by  for  a  crossing,  and  some  of  them  went 
forward  to  man  the  sweeps  there,  and  the  rest  went  aft  to  han- 
dle the  after-sweeps. 
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A    STEAMBOAT    LANDING    AT    A    SMALL    TOWN 

From  <Life  on  the  Mississippi':  copyright  1883,  by  James  R.  Osgood  and 

Company 

ONCE  a  day  a  cheap  gaudy  packet  arrived  upward  from  St. 
Louis,  and  another  downward  from  Keokuk.  Before  these 
events,  the  day  was  glorious  with  expectancy;  after  them, 
the  day  was  a  dead  and  empty  thing.  Not  only  the  boys  but 
the  whole  village  felt  this.  After  all  these  years  I  can  picture 
that  old  time  to  myself  now,  just  as  it  was  then :  the  white  town 
drowsing  in  the  sunshine  of  a  summer's  morning;  the  streets 
empty,  or  pretty  nearly  so;  one  or  two  clerks  sitting  in  front  of 
the  Water  Street  stores,  with  their  splint-bottomed  chairs  tilted 
back  against  the  wall,  chins  on  breasts,  hats  slouched  over  their 
faces,  asleep  —  with  shingle-shavings  enough  around  to  show 
what  broke  them  down;  a  sow  and  a  litter  of  pigs  loafing  along 
the  sidewalk,  doing  a  good  business  in  watermelon  rinds  and 
seeds ;  two  or  three  lonely  little  freight  piles  scattered  about  the 
<(  levee w ;  a  pile  of  <(  skids >}  on  the  slope  of  the  stone-paved 
wharf,  and  the  fragrant  town  drunkard  asleep  in  the  shadow  of 
them ;  two  or  three  wood  flats  at  the  head  of  the  wharf,  but  no- 
body to  listen  to  the  peaceful  lapping  of  the  wavelets  against 
them;  the  great  Mississippi,  the  majestic,  the  magnificent  Missis- 
sippi, rolling  its  mile-wide  tide  along,  shining  in  the  sun;  the 
dense  forest  away  on  the  other  side ;  the  <(  point ®  above  the 
town  and  the  (<  point  *  below,  bounding  the  river-glimpse  and 
turning  it  into  a  sort  of  sea,  and  withal  a  very  still  and  brilliant 
and  lonely  one.  Presently  a  film  of  dark  smoke  appears  above 
one  of  those  remote  <(  points  *  ;  instantly  a  negro  drayman,  fa- 
mous for  his  quick  eye  and  prodigious  voice,  lifts  up  the  cry, 
* S-t-e-a-m-boat  a-comin' !  }>  and  the  scene  changes !  The  town 
drunkard  stirs,  the  clerks  wake  up,  a  furious  clatter  of  drays 
follows,  every  house  and  store  pours  out  a  human  contribution, 
and  all  in  a  twinkling  the  dead  town  is  alive  and  moving. 
Drays,  carts,  men,  boys,  all  go  hurrying  from  many  quarters  to 
a  common  centre,  the  wharf.  Assembled  there,  the  people  fasten 
their  eyes  upon  the  coming  boat,  as  upon  a  wonder  they  are  see- 
ing for  the  first  time.  And  the  boat  is  rather  a  handsome  sight 
too.  She  is  long  and  sharp  and  trim  and  pretty;  she  has  two 
tall  fancy-topped  chimneys,  with  a  gilded  device  of  some  kind 
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swung  between  them ;  a  fanciful  pilot-house,  all  glass  and  <(  gin- 
gerbread, }>  perched  on  top  of  the  <(  texas  }>  deck  behind  them ;  the 
paddle-boxes  are  gorgeous  .with  a  picture  or  with  gilded  rays 
above  the  boat's  name;  the  boiler  deck,  the  hurricane  deck,  and 
the  texas  deck  are  fenced  and  ornamented  with  clean  white  rail- 
ings; there  is  a  flag  gallantly  flying  from  the  jack-staff;  the  fur- 
nace doors  are  open  and  the  fires  glaring  bravely;  the  upper 
decks  are  black  with  passengers;  the  captain  stands  by  the  big 
bell,  calm,  imposing,  the  envy  of  all;  great  volumes  of  the  black- 
est smoke  are  rolling  and  tumbling  out  of  the  chimneys  —  a 
husbanded  grandeur  created  with  a  bit  of  pitch-pine  just  before 
arriving  at  a  town;  the  crew  are  grouped  on  the  forecastle;  the 
broad  stage  is  run  far  out  over  the  port  bow,  and  an  envied 
deck  hand  stands  picturesquely  on  the  end  of  it  with  a  coil  of 
rope  in  his  hand;  the  pent  steam  is  screaming  through  the 
gauge-cocks;  the  captain  lifts  his  hand,  a  bell  rings,  the  wheels 
stop;  then  they  turn  back,  churning  the  water  to  a  foam,  and 
the  steamer  is  at  rest.  Then  such  a  scramble  as  there  is  to  get 
aboard,  and  to  get  ashore,  and  to  take  in  freight  and  to  dis- 
charge freight,  all  at  one  and  the  same  time;  and  such  a  yelling 
and  cursing  as  the  mates  facilitate  it  all  with!  Ten  minutes 
later  the  steamer  is  under  way  again,  with  no  flag  on  the  jack- 
staff  and  no  black  smoke  issuing  from  the  chimneys.  After  ten 
more  minutes  the  town  is  dead  again,  and  the  town  drunkard 
asleep  by  the  skids  once  more. 


THE  HIGH   RIVER:  AND  A  PHANTOM  PILOT 

From  <Life  on  the  Mississippi  >:  copyright  1883,  by  James  R.  Osgood  and 

Company 

DURING  this  big  rise  these  small-fry  craft  were  an  intolerable 
nuisance.       We    were    running   chute   after   chute, —  a   new 
world   to   me, —  and   if   there    was   a   particularly   cramped 
place  in  a  chute,   we  would  be  pretty  sure  to  meet  a  broad-horn 
there;  and  if  he  failed  to  be  there,  we  would  find  him  in  a  still 
worse    locality,    namely,    the    head    of    the    chute,    on    the    shoal 
water.     And  then  there  would  be  no  end  of  profane  cordialities 
exchanged. 

Sometimes,  in   the   big  river,  when  we  would  be  feeling  our 
way   cautiously   along  through  a  fog,  the   deep   hush  would  sud- 
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denly  be  broken  by  yells  and  a  clamor  of  tin  pans,  and  all  in  an 
instant  a  log  raft  would  appear  vaguely  through  the  webby  veil, 
close  upon  us;  and  then  we  did  not  wait  to  swap  knives,  but 
snatched  our  engine  bells  out  by  the  roots  and  piled  on  all  the 
steam  we  had,  to  scramble  out  of  the  way!  One  doesn't  hit  a 
rock  or  a  solid  log  raft  with  a  steamboat  when  he  can  get  ex- 
cused. 

You  will  hardly  believe  it,  but  many  steamboat  clerks  always 
carried  a  large  assortment  of  religious  tracts  with  them  in  those 
old  departed  steamboating  days.  Indeed  they  did.  Twenty  times 
a  day  we  would  be  cramping  up  around  a  bar,  while  a  string  of 
these  small-fry  rascals  were  drifting  down  into  the  head  of  the 
bend  away  above  and  beyond  us  a  couple  of  miles.  Now  a  skiff 
would  dart  away  from  one  of  them,  and  come  fighting  its  labori- 
ous way  across  the  desert  of  water.  It  would  ((ease  all,"  in  the 
shadow  of  our  forecastle,  and  the  panting  oarsmen  would  shout, 
(<  Gimme  a  pa-a-per!"  as  the  skiff  drifted  swiftly  astern.  The 
clerk  would  throw  over  a  file  of  New  Orleans  journals.-  If  these 
were  picked  up  without  comment,  you  might  notice  that  now  a 
dozen  other  skiffs  had  been  drifting  down  upon  us  without  say- 
ing anything.  You  understand,  they  had  been  waiting  to  see 
how  No.  i  was  going  to  fare.  No.  i  making  no  comment,  all 
the  rest  would  bend  to  their  oars  and  come  on  now;  and  as  fast 
as  they  came  the  clerk  would  heave  over  neat  bundles  of  reli- 
gious tracts,  tied  to  shingles.  The  amount  of  hard  swearing  which 
twelve  packages  of  religious  literature  will  command  when  im- 
partially divided  up  among  twelve  raftsmen's  crews,  who  have 
pulled  a  heavy  skiff  two  miles  on  a  hot  day  to  get  them,  is 
simply  incredible. 

As  I  have  said,  the  big  rise  brought  a  new  world  under  my 
vision.  By  the  time  the  river  was  over  its  banks  we  had  for- 
saken our  old  paths  and  were  hourly  climbing  over  bars  that 
had  stood  ten  feet  out  of  water  before;  we  were  shaving  stumpy 
shores,  like  that  at  the  foot  of  Madrid  Bend,  which  I  had  always 
seen  avoided  before;  we  were  clattering  through  chutes  like  that 
of  82,  where  the  opening  at  the  foot  was  an  unbroken  wall  of 
timber  till  our  nose  was  almost  at  the  very  spot.  Some  of  these 
chutes  were  utter  solitudes.  The  dense  untouched  forest  over- 
hung both  banks  of  the  crooked  little  crack,  and  one  could 
believe  that  human  creatures  had  never  intruded  there  before. 
The  swinging  grapevines,  the  grassy  nooks  and  vistas,  glimpsed 
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as  we  swept  by,  the  flowering  creepers  waving  their  red  blos- 
soms from  the  tops  of  dead  trunks,  and  all  the  spendthrift  rich- 
ness of  the  forest  foliage,  were  wasted  and  thrown  away  there. 
The  chutes  were  lovely  places  to  steer  in,  they  were  deep,  except 
at  the  head ;  the  current  was  gentle ;  under  the  <(  points }>  the 
water  was  absolutely  dead,  and  the  invisible  banks  so  bluff  that 
where  the  tender  willow  thickets  projected  you  could  bury  your 
boat's  broadside  in  them  as  you  tore  along,  and  then  you  seemed 
fairly  to  fly. 

Behind  other  islands  we  found  wretched  little  farms  and 
wretcheder  little  log  cabins;  there  were  crazy  rail  fences  sticking 
a  foot  or  two  above  the  water,  with  one  or  two  jeans-clad,  chills- 
racked,  yellow-faced  male  miserables  roosting  on  the  top  rail, 
elbows  on  knees,  jaws  in  hands,  grinding  tobacco  and  discharg- 
ing the  result  at  floating  chips  through  crevices  left  by  lost 
teeth;  while  the  rest  of  the  family  and  the  few  farm  animals 
were  huddled  together  in  an  empty  wood  flat  riding  at  her  moor- 
ings close  at'  hand.  In  this  flatboat  the  family  would  have  to 
cook  and  eat  and  sleep  for  a  lesser  or  greater  number  of  days 
(or  possibly  weeks),  until  the  river  should  fall  two  or  three  feet 
and  let  them  get  back  to  their  log  cabin  and  their  chills  again  — 
chills  being  a  merciful  provision  of  an  all-wise  Providence  to  en- 
able them  to  take  exercise  without  exertion.  And  this  sort  of 
watery  camping  out  was  a  thing  which  these  people  were  rather 
liable  to  be  treated  to  a  couple  of  times  a  year:  by  the  Decem- 
ber rise  out  of  the  Ohio,  and  the  June  rise  out  of  the  Missis- 
sippi. And  yet  these  were  kindly  dispensations,  for  they  at  least 
enabled  the  poor  things  to  rise  from  the  dead  now  and  then, 
and  look  upon  life  when  a  steamboat  went  by.  They  appreciated 
the  blessing  too,  for  they  spread  their  mouths  and  eyes  wide 
open  and  made  the  most  of  these  occasions.  Now  what  could 
these  banished  creatures  find  to  do  to  keep  from  dying  of  the 
blues  during  the  low- water  season! 

Once  in  one  of  these  lovely  island  chutes  we  found  our 
course  completely  bridged  by  a  great  fallen  tree.  This  will 
serve  to  show  how  narrow  some  of  the  chutes  were.  The  pas- 
sengers had  an  hour's  recreation  in  a  virgin  wilderness  while  the 
boat  hands  chopped  the  bridge  away;  for  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  turning  back,  you  comprehend. 

From  Cairo  to  Baton  Rouge,  when  the  river  is  over  its 
banks,  you  have  no  particular  trouble  in  the  night,  for  the 
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thousand-mile  wall  of  dense  forest  that  guards  the  two  banks  all 
the  way  is  only  gapped  with  a  farm  or  wood-yard  opening  at 
intervals,  and  so  you  can't  (<  get  out  of  the  river })  much  easier 
than  you  could  get  out  of  a  fenced  lane;  but  from  Baton  Rouge 
to  New  Orleans  it  is  a  different  matter.  The  river  is  more  than 
a  mile  wide,  and  very  deep  —  as  much  as  two  hundred  feet,  in 
places.  Both  banks,  for  a  good  deal  over  a  hundred  miles,  are 
shorn  of  their  timber  and  bordered  by  continuous  sugar  planta- 
tions, with  only  here  and  there  a  scattering  sapling  or  row  of 
ornamental  China-trees.  The  timber  is  shorn  off  clear  to  the 
rear  of  the  plantations,  from  two  to  four  miles.  When  the  first 
frost  threatens  to  come,  the  planters  snatch  off  their  crops  in  a 
hurry.  When  they  have  finished  grinding  the  cane,  they  form 
the  refuse  of  the  stalks  (which  they  call  bagasse)  into  great  piles 
and  set  fire  to  them,  though  in  other  sugar  countries  the  ba- 
gasse is  used  for  fuel  in  the  furnaces  of  the  sugar-mills.  Now 
the  piles  of  damp  bagasse  burn  slowly,  and  smoke  like  Satan's 
own  kitchen. 

An  embankment  ten  or  fifteen  feet  high  guards  both  banks 
of  the  Mississippi  all  the  way  down  that  lower  end  of  the  river, 
and  this  embankment  is  set  back  from  the  edge  of  the  shore 
from  ten  to  perhaps  a  hundred  feet,  according  to  circumstances; 
say  thirty  or  forty  feet  as  a  general  thing.  Fill  that  whole 
region  with  an  impenetrable  gloom  of  smoke  from  a  hundred 
miles  of  burning  bagasse  piles,  when  the  river  is  over  the  banks, 
and  turn  a  steamboat  loose  along  there  at  midnight  and  see  how 
she  will  feel.  And  see  how  you  will  feel  too!  You  find  your- 
self away  out  in  the  midst  of  a  vague  dim  sea  that  is  shoreless, 
that  fades  out  and  loses  itself  in  the  murky  distances;  for  you 
cannot  discern  the  thin  rib  of  embankment,  and  you  are  always 
imagining  you  see  a  straggling  tree  when  you  don't.  The  plan- 
tations themselves  are  transformed  by  the  smoke  and  look  like  a 
part  of  the  sea.  All  through  your  watch  you  are  tortured  with 
the  exquisite  misery  of  uncertainty.  You  hope  you  are  keeping 
in  the  river,  but  you  do  not  know.  All  that  you  are  sure  about 
is  that  you  are  likely  to  be  within  six  feet  of  the  bank  and  de- 
struction, when  you  think  you  are  a  good  half-mile  from  shore. 
And  you  are  sure  also  that  if  you  chance  suddenly  to  fetch  up 
against  the  embankment  and  topple  your  chimneys  overboard,  you 
will  have  the  small  comfort  of  knowing  that  it  is  about  what 
you  were  expecting  to  do.  One  of  the  great  Vicksburg  packets 
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darted  out  into  a  sugar  plantation  one  night,  at  such  a  time,  and 
had  to  stay  there  a  week.  But  there  was  no  novelty  about  it:  it 
had  often  been  done  before. 

I  thought  I  had  finished  this  chapter,  but  I  wish  to  add  a 
curious  thing  while  it  is  in  my  mind.  It  is  only  relevant  in 
that  it  is  connected  with  piloting.  There  used  to  be  an  excel- 
lent pilot  on  the  river,  a  Mr.  X.,  who  was  a  somnambulist.  It 
was  said  that  if  his  mind  was  troubled  about  a  bad  piece  of 
river,  he  was  pretty  sure  to  get  up  and  walk  in  his  sleep  and 
do  strange  things.  He  was  once  fellow  pilot  for  a  trip  or  two 
with  George  Ealer,  on  a  great  New  Orleans  passenger  packet. 
During  a  considerable  part  of  the  first  trip  George  was  uneasy, 
but  got  over  it  by-and-by,  as  X.  seemed  content  to  stay  in  his 
bed  when  asleep.  Late  one  night  the  boat  was  approaching 
Helena,  Arkansas;  the  water  was  low,  and  the  crossing  above 
the  town  in  a  very  blind  and  tangled  condition.  X.  had  seen 
the  crossing  since  Ealer  had,  and  as  the  night  was  particularly 
drizzly,  sullen,  and  dark,  Ealer  was  considering  whether  he  had 
not  better  have  X.  called  to  assist  in  running  the  place,  when 
the  door  opened  and  X.  walked  in.  Now  on  very  dark  nights, 
light  is  a  deadly  enemy  to  piloting;  you  are  aware  that  if  you 
stand  in  a  lighted  room  on  such  a  night,  you  cannot  see  things 
in  the  street  to  any  purpose;  but  if  you  put  out  the  lights  and 
stand  in  the  gloom  you  can  make  out  objects  in  the  street  pretty 
well.  So  on  very  dark  nights  pilots  do  not  smoke;  they  allow 
no  fire  in  the  pilot-house  stove  if  there  is  a  crack  which  can 
allow  the  least  ray  to  escape;  they  order  the  furnaces  to  be 
curtained  with  huge  tarpaulins  and  the  skylights  to  be  closely 
blinded.  Then  no  light  whatever  issues  from  the  boat.  The 
undefinable  shape  that  now  entered  the  pilot-house  had  Mr.  X.  's 
voice.  This  said:  — 

«Let  me  take  her,  George;  I've  seen  this  place  since  you 
have,  and  it  is  so  crooked  that  I  reckon  I  can  run  it  myself 
easier  than  I  could  tell  you  how  to  do  it." 

<(  It  is  kind  of  you,  and  I  swear  /  am  willing.  I  haven't  got 
another  drop  of  perspiration  left  in  me.  I  have  been  spinning 
around  and  around  the  wheel  like  a  squirrel.  It  is  so  dark  I 
can't  tell  which  way  she  is  swinging  till  she  is  coming  around 
like  a  whirligig. )} 

So  Ealer  took  a  seat  on  the  bench,  panting  and  breathless. 
The  black  phantom  assumed  the  wheel  without  saying  anything. 
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steadied  the  waltzing-  steamer  with  a  turn  or  two,  and  then  stood 
at  ease,  coaxing  her  a  little  to  this  side  and  then  to  that,  as 
gently  and  as  sweetly  as  if  the  time  had  been  noonday.  When 
Ealer  observed  this  marvel  of  steering,  he  wished  he  had  not 
confessed!  He  stared  and  wondered,  and  finally  said:  — 

(<  Well,  I  thought  I  knew  how  to  steer  a  steamboat,  but  that 
was  another  mistake  of  mine." 

X.  said  nothing,  but  went  serenely  on  wi  ,h  his  work.  He 
rang  for  the  leads;  he  rang  to  slow  down  the  steam;  he  worked 
the  boat  carefully  and  neatly  into  invisible  marks,  then  stood  at 
the  centre  of  the  wheel  and  peered  blandly  out  into  the  black- 
ness, fore  and  aft,  to  verify  his  position;  as  the  leads  shoaled 
more  and  more,  he  stopped  the  engines  entirely,  and  the  dead 
silence  and  suspense  of  <(  drifting w  followed ;  when  the  shoalest 
water  was  struck,  he  cracked  on  the  steam,  carried  her  hand- 
somely over,  and  then  began  to  work  her  warily  into  the  next 
system  of  shoal  marks;  the  same  patient,  heedful  use  of  leads 
and  engines  followed,  the  boat  slipped  through  without  touching 
bottom,  and  entered  upon  the  third  and  last  intricacy  of  the 
crossing;  imperceptibly  she  moved  through  the  gloom,  crept  by 
inches  into  her  marks,  drifted  tediously  till  the  shoalest  water 
was  cried,  and  then,  under  a  tremendous  head  of  steam,  went 
swinging  over  the  reef  and  away  into  deep  water  and  safety! 

Ealer  let  his  long-pent  breath  pour  out  in  a  great  relieving 
sigh,  and  said:  — 

((  That's  the  sweetest  piece  of  piloting  that  was  ever  done  on 
the  Mississippi  River!  I  wouldn't  believed  it  could  be  done,  if  I 
hadn't  seen  it." 

There  was  no  reply,  and  he  added:  — 

"Just  hold  her  five  minutes  longer,  partner,  and  let  me  run 
down  and  get  a  cup  of  coffee." 

A  minute  later  Ealer  was  biting  into  a  pie,  down  in  the 
"texas,"  and  comforting  himself  with  coffee.  Just  then  the 
night  watchman  happened  in,  and  was  about  to  happen  out 
again,  when  he  noticed  Ealer  and  exclaimed:  — 

«  Who  is  at  the  wheel,   sir  ?  » 

«X.» 

<(  Dart  for  the  pilot-house,  quicker  than  lightning !  }) 

The  next  moment  both  men  were  flying  up  the  pilot-house 
companion-way,  three  steps  at  a  jump!  Nobody  there!  The 
great  steamer  was  whistling  down  the  middle  of  the  river  at 
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her  own  sweet  will!  The  watchman  shot  out  of  the  place  again; 
Ealer  seized  the  wheel,  set  the  engine  back  with  power,  and  held 
his  breath  while  the  boat  reluctantly  swung  away  from  a  <{  tow- 
head  })  which  she  was  about  to  knock  into  the  middle  of  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico! 

By-and-by  the  watchman  came  back  and  said:  — 

<(  Didn't  that  lunatic  tell  you  he  was  asleep  when  he  first 
came  up  here  ? }> 

«No.» 

"Well,  he  was.  I  found  him  walking  along  on  top  of  the 
railings,  just  as  unconcerned  as  another  man  would  walk  a 
pavement;  and  I  put  him  to  bed;  now  just  this  minute  there 
he  was  again,  away  astern,  going  through  that  sort  of  tight- 
rope deviltry  the  same  as  before." 

((Well,  I  think  I'll  stay  by,  next  time  he  has  one  of  those 
fits.  But  I  hope  he'll  have  them  often.  You  just  ought  to 
have  seen  him  take  this  boat  through  Helena  crossing.  /  never 
saw  anything  so  gaudy  before.  And  if  he  can  do  such  gold- 
leaf,  kid-glove,  diamond-breastpin  piloting  when  he  is  sound 
asleep,  what  couldn't  he  do  if  he  was  dead!" 


AN   ENCHANTING  RIVER  SCENE 

From  <Life  on  the  Mississippi  >:  copyright  1883,  by  James  R.  Osgood  and 

Company 

THE  face  of  the  water  in  time  became  a  wonderful  book — > 
a  book  that  was  a  dead  language  to  the  uneducated  pas- 
senger, but  which  told  its  mind  to  me  without  reserve, 
delivering  its  most  cherished  secrets  as  clearly  as  if  it  uttered 
them  with  a  voice.  And  it  was  not  a  book  to  be  read  once 
and  thrown  aside,  for  it  had  a  new  story  to  tell  every  day. 
Throughout  the  long  twelve  hundred  miles  there  was  never  a 
page  that  was  void  of  interest,  never  one  that  you  could 
leave  unread  without  loss,  never  one  that  you  would  want  to 
skip,  thinking  you  could  find  higher  enjoyment  in  some  other 
thing.  There  never  was  so  wonderful  a  book  written  by  man; 
never  one  whose  interest  was  so  absorbing,  so  unflagging,  so 
sparklingly  renewed  with  every  re-perusal.  The  passenger  who 
could  not  read  it  was  charmed  with  a  peculiar  sort  of  faint  dim- 
ple on  its  surface  (on  the  rare  occasions  when  he  did  not  over- 
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look  it  altogether) ;  but  to  the  pilot  that  was  an  italicized  passage ; 
indeed  it  was  more  than  that, —  it  was  a  legend  of  the  largest 
capitals,  with  a  string  of  shouting  exclamation-points  at  the  end 
of  it;  for  it  meant  that  a  wreck  or  a  rock  was  buried  there,  that 
could  tear  the  life  out  of  the  strongest  vessel  that  ever  floated. 
It  is  the  faintest  and  simplest  expression  the  water  ever  makes, 
and  the  most  hideous  to  a  pilot's  eye.  In  truth,  the  passenger 
who  could  not  read  this  book  saw  nothing  but  all  manner  of 
pretty  pictures  in  it,  painted  by  the  sun  and  shaded  by  the 
clouds;  whereas  to  the  trained  eye  these  were  not  pictures  at  all, 
but  the  grimmest  and  most  dead-earnest  of  reading  matter. 

Now  when  I  had  mastered  the  language  of  this  water  and 
had  come  to  know  every  trifling  feature  that  bordered  the  great 
river  as  familiarly  as  I  knew  the  letters  of  the  alphabet,  I  had 
made  a  valuable  acquisition.  But  I  had  lost  something  too.  I 
had  lost  something  which  could  never  be  restored  to  me  while  I 
lived.  All  the  grace,  the  beauty,  the  poetry  had  gone  out  of  the 
majestic  river!  I  still  kept  in  mind  a  certain  wonderful  sunset 
which  I  witnessed  when  steamboating  was  new  to  me.  A  broad 
expanse  of  the  river  was  turned  to  blood;  in  the  middle  distance 
the  red  hue  brightened  into  gold,  through  which  a  solitary  log 
came  floating,  black  and  conspicuous;  in  one  place  a  long  slant- 
ing mark  lay  sparkling  upon  the  water;  in  another  the  surface 
was  broken  by  boiling  tumbling  rings  that  were  as  many-tinted 
as  an  opal;  where  the  ruddy  flush  was  faintest,  was  a  smooth 
spot  that  was  covered  with  graceful  circles  and  radiating  lines, 
ever  so  delicately  traced;  the  shore  on  our  left  was  densely 
wooded,  and  the  sombre  shadow  that  fell  from  this  forest  was 
broken  in  one  place  by  a  long  ruffled  trail  that  shone  like  sil- 
ver; and  high  above  the  forest  wall  a  clean-stemmed  dead  tree 
waved  a  single  leafy  bough,  that  glowed  like  a  flame  in  the  un- 
obstructed splendor  that  was  flowing  from  the  sun.  There  were 
graceful  curves,  reflected  images,  woody  heights,  soft  distances; 
and  over  the  whole  scene,  far  and  near,  the  dissolving  lights 
drifted  steadily,  enriching  it  every  passing  moment  with  new 
marvels  of  coloring. 

I  stood  like  one  bewitched.  I  drank  it  in,  in  a  speechless 
rapture.  The  world  was  new  to  me,  and  I  had  never  seen  any- 
thing like  this  at  home.  But  as  I  have  said,  a  day  came  when 
I  began  to  cease  from  noting  the  glories  and  the  charms  which 
the  moon  and  the  sun  and  the  twilight  wrought  upon  the  river's 
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face;  another  day  came  when  I  ceased  altogether  to  note  them. 
Then,  if  that  sunset  scene  had  been  repeated,  I  should  have 
looked  upon  it  without  rapture  and  should  have  commented 
upon  it  inwardly  after  this  fashion:  This  sun  means  that  we 
are  going  to  have  wind  to-morrow;  that  floating  log  means  that 
the  river  is  rising,  small  thanks  to  it;  that  slanting  mark  on  the 
water  refers  to  a  bluff  reef  which  is  going  to  kill  somebody's 
steamboat  one  of  these  nights,  if  it  keeps  on  stretching  out  like 
that ;  those  tumbling  <(  boils }>  show  a  dissolving  bar  and  a  chan- 
ging channel  there;  the  lines  and  circles  in  the  slick  water  ovei 
yonder  are  a  warning  that  that  troublesome  place  is  shoaling  up 
dangerously;  that  silver  streak  in  the  shadow  of  the  forest  is  the 
(<  break w  from  a  new  snag,  and  he  has  located  himself  in  the 
very  best  place  he  could  have  found  to  fish  for  steamboats;  that, 
tall  dead  tree,  with  a  single  living  branch,  is  not  going  to  last 
long,  and  then  how  is  a  body  ever  going  to  get  through  this 
blind  place  at  night  without  the  friendly  old  landmark  ? 

No,  the  romance  and  the  beauty  were  all  gone  from  the 
river.  All  the  value  any  feature  of  it  had  for  me  now  was  the 
amount  of  usefulness  it  could  furnish  toward  compassing  the 
safe  piloting  of  a  steamboat.  Since  those  days  I  have  pitied 
doctors  from  my  heart.  What  does  the  lovely  flush  in  a  beauty's 
cheek  mean  to  a  doctor  but  a  <(  break }>  that  ripples  above  some 
deadly  disease  ?  Are  not  all  her  visible  charms  sown  thick  with 
what  are  to  him  the  signs  and  symbols  of  hidden  decay  ?  Does 
he  ever  see  her  beauty  at  all,  or  doesn't  he  simply  view  her  pro- 
fessionally and  comment  upon  her  unwholesome  condition  all  to 
himself?  And  doesn't  he  sometimes  wonder  whether  he  has 
gained  most  or  lost  most  by  learning  his  trade  ? 


THE   LIGHTNING  PILOT 

From  <Life  on  the  Mississippi  >:  copyright  1883,  by  James  R.  Osgood  and 

Company 

NEXT  morning  I  felt  pretty  rusty  and  low-spirited.     We  went 
booming  along,   taking  a  good  many  chances,   for  we  were 
anxious  to  <(get  out  of  the  river0  (as  getting  out  to  Cairo 
was   called)    before   night   should   overtake   us.     But  Mr.    Bixby's 
partner,    the   other   pilot,    presently   grounded    the    boat,    and   we 
lost  so  much  time  getting  her  off  that  it  was  plain  the  darkness 
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would  overtake  us  a  good  long  way  above  the  mouth.  This  was 
a  great  misfortune;  especially  to  certain  of  our  visiting  pilots, 
whose  boats  would  have  to  wait  for  their  return,  no  matter  how 
long  that  might  be.  It  sobered  the  pilot-house  talk  a  good  deal. 
Coming  up-stream,  pilots  did  not  mind  low  water  or  any  kind  of 
darkness;  nothing  stopped  them  but  fog.  But  down-stream  work 
was  different;  a  boat  was  too  nearly  helpless,  with  a  stiff  current 
pushing  behind  her;  so  it  was  not  customary  to  run  down-stream 
at  night  in  low  water. 

There  seemed  to  be  one  small  hope,  however:  if  we  could  get 
through  the  intricate  and  dangerous  Hat  Island  crossing  before 
night,  we  could  venture  the  rest,  for  we  would  have  plainer  sail- 
ing and  better  water.  But  it  would  be  insanity  to  attempt  Hat 
Island  at  night.  So  there  was  a  deal  of  looking  at  watches  all 
the  rest  of  the  day,  and  a  constant  ciphering  upon  the  speed  we 
were  making;  Hat  Island  was  the  eternal  subject;  sometimes 
hope  was  high,  and  sometimes  we  were  delayed  in  a  bad  cross- 
ing, and  down  it  went  again.  For  hours  all  hands  lay  under 
the  burden  of  this  suppressed  excitement;  it  was  even  communi- 
cated to  me,  and  I  got  to  feeling  so  solicitous  about  Hat  Island, 
and  under  such  an  awful  pressure  of  responsibility,  that  I  wished 
I  might  have  five  minutes  on  shore  to  draw  a  good  full  reliev- 
ing breath,  and  start  over  again.  We  were  standing  no  regular 
watches.  Each  of  our  pilots  ran  such  portions  of  the  river  as 
he  had  run  when  coming  up-stream,  because  of  his  greater  famil- 
iarity with  it;  but  both  remained  in  the  pilot-house  constantly. 

An  hour   before   sunset,   Mr.   Bixby   took   the    wheel   and   Mr 

W stepped  aside.      For    the    next   thirty  minutes   every  man 

held  his  watch  in  his  hand  and  was  restless,  silent,  and  uneasy. 
At  last  somebody  said  with  a  doomful  sigh: —  . 

*Well,  yonder's  Hat  Island  —  a^d  we  can't  make  it.* 

All  the  watches  closed  with  a  snap,  everybody  sighed  and 
muttered  something  about  its  being  <(  too  bad,  too  bad  —  ah,  if 
we  could  only  have  got  here  half  an  hour  sooner ! })  and  the  place 
was  thick  with  the  atmosphere  of  disappointment.  Some  started 
to  go  out,  but  loitered,  hearing  no  bell-tap  to  land.  The  sun 
dipped  behind  the  horizon,  the  boat  went  on.  Inquiring  looks 
passed  from  one  guest  to  another;  and  one  who  had  his  hand  on 
the  door-knob  and  had  turned  it,  waited,  then  presently  took 
away  his  hand  and  let  the  knob  turn  back  again.  We  bore 
steadily  down  the  bend.  More  looks  were  exchanged,  and  nods 
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of  surprised  admiration  —  but  no  words.  Insensibly  the  men 
drew  together  behind  Mr.  Bixby,  as  the  sky  darkened  arid  one  or 
two  dim  stars  came  out.  The  dead  silence  and  sense  of  waiting 
became  oppressive.  Mr.  Bixby  pulled  the  cord,  and  two  deep 
mellow  notes  from  the  big  bell  floated  off  on  the  night.  Then  a 
pause,  and  one  more  note  was  struck.  The  watchman's  voice 
followed,  from  the  hurricane  deck:  — 

«  Labboard  lead,  there !     Stabboard  lead !  » 

The  cries  of  the  leadsmen  began  to  rise  out  of  the  distance, 
and  were  gruffly  repeated  by  the  word-passers  on  the  hurricane 
deck. 

(<M-a-r-k  three!  .  .  .  M-a-r-k  three!  .  .  .  Quarter-less- 
three!  .  .  .  Half  twain!  .  .  .  Quarter  twain!  .  .  . 
M-a-r-k  twain!  .  .  .  Quarter-less — * 

Mr.  Bixby  pulled  two  bell-ropes,  and  was  answered  by  faint 
jinglings  far  below  in  the  engine-room,  and  our  speed  slackened. 
The  steam  began  to  whistle  through  the  gauge-cocks.  The  cries 
of  the  leadsmen  went  on  —  and  it  is  a  weird  sound  always  in 
the  night.  Every  pilot  in  the  lot  was  watching  now,  with  fixed 
eyes,  and  talking  under  his  breath.  Nobody  was  calm  and  easy 
but  Mr.  Bixby.  He  would  put  his  wheel  down  and  stand  on  a 
spoke,  and  as  the  steamer  swung  into  her  (to  me)  utterly  invisi- 
ble marks  —  for  we  seemed  to  be  in  the  midst  of  a  wide  and 
gloomy  sea  —  he  would  meet  and  fasten  her  there.  Out  of  the 
murmur  of  half -audible  talk  one  caught  a  coherent  sentence  now 
and  then,  such  as:  — 

<(  There;  she's  over  the  first  reef  all  right ! }> 

After  a  pause,  another  subdued  voice:  — 

(<Her  stern's  coming  down  just  exactly  right,  by  George!* 

<(Now  she's  in  the  marks;  over  she  goes!" 

Somebody  else  muttered :  — 

(<Oh,  it  was  done  beautiful  —  beautiful!* 

Now  the  engines  were  stopped  altogether,  and  we  drifted 
with  the  current.  Not  that  I  could  see  the  boat  drift,  for  I 
could  not,  the  stars  being  all  gone  by  this  time.  This  drifting 
was  the  dismalest  work;  it  held  one's  heart  still.  Presently  I 
discovered  a  blacker  gloom  than  that  which  surrounded  us.  It 
was  the  head  of  the  island.  We  were  closing  right  down  upon 
it.  We  entered  its  deeper  shadow,  and  so  imminent  seemed  the 
peril  that  I  was  likely  to  suffocate;  and  I  had  the  strongest  im- 
pulse to  do  something,  anything,  to  save  the  vessel.  But  still 


3806  SAMUEL   LANGHORNE   CLEMENS 

Mr.  Bixby  stood  by  his  wheel,  silent,  intent  as  a  cat,  and  all  the 
pilots  stood  shoulder  to  shoulder  at  his  back. 

<(  She'll  not  make  it !  w  somebody  whispered. 

The  water  grew  shoaler  arid  shoaler,  by  the  leadsman's  cries, 
till  it  was  down  to  — 

« Eight-and-a-half!  .  .  .  E-i-g-h-t  feet!  .  .  .  E-i-g-h-t 
feet !  .  .  .  Seven-and  — w 

Mr.  Bixby  said  warningly  through  his  speaking-tube  to  the 
engineer :  — 

«  Stand  by,  now !  » 

(<  Ay -ay,  sir ! }> 

<( Seven-and-a-half !     Seven  feet!     5^-and  — >J 

We  touched  bottom!  Instantly  Mr.  Bixby  set  a  lot  of  bells 
ringing,  shouted  through  the  tube,  <(  Now  let  her  have  it  —  every 
ounce  you've  got ! J)  then  to  his  partner,  <(  Put  her  hard  down ! 
snatch  her !  snatch  her ! })  The  boat  rasped  and  ground  her  way 
through  the  sand,  hung  upon  the  apex  of  disaster  a  single  tre- 
mendous instant,  and  then  over  she  went!  And  such  a  shout  as 
went  up  at  Mr.  Bixby's  back  never  loosened  the  roof  of  a  pilot- 
house before ! 

There  was  no  more  trouble  after  that.  Mr.  Bixby  was  a  hero 
that  night;  and  it  was  some  little  time,  too,  before  his  exploit 
ceased  to  be  talked  about  by  river  men. 


AN   EXPEDITION  AGAINST  OGRES 

From   <A  Connecticut  Yankee  in    King  Arthur's   Court*:    copyright  1889,   by 
Charles  L.  Webster  and  Company 

MY  EXPEDITION  was  all  the  talk  that  day  and  that  night,  and 
the  boys  were  very  good  to  me,  and  made  much  of  me, 
and  seemed  to  have  forgotten  their  vexation  and  disap- 
pointment, and  come  to  be  as  anxious  for  me  to  hive  those 
ogres  and  set  those  ripe  old  virgins  loose  as  if  it  were  them- 
selves that  had  the  contract.  Well,  they  were  good  children— • 
but  just  children,  that  is  all.  And  they  gave  me  no  end  of 
points  about  how  to  scout  for  giants,  and  how  to  scoop  them  in; 
and  they  told  me  all  sorts  of  charms  against  enchantments,  and 
gave  me  salves  and  other  rubbish  to  put  on  my  wounds.  But  it 
never  occurred  to  one  of  them  to  reflect  that  if  I  was  such  a 
Wonderful  necromancer  as  I  was  pretending  to  be,  I  ought  not  to 
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need  salves,  or  instructions,  or  charms  against  enchantments,  and 
least  of  all  arms  and  armor,  on  a  foray  of  any  kind  —  even 
against  fire-spouting  dragons  and  devils  hot  from  perdition,  let 
alone  such  poor  adversaries  as  these  I  was  after,  these  common- 
place ogres  of  the  back  settlements. 

I  was  to  have  an  early  breakfast,  and  start  at  dawn,  for  that 
was  the  usual  way;  but  I  had  the  demon's  own  time  with 
my  armor,  and  this  delayed  me  a  little.  It  is  troublesome 
to  get  into,  and  there  is  so  much  detail.  First  you  wrap  a  layer 
or  two  of  blanket  around  your  body  for  a  sort  of  cushion,  and 
to  keep  off  the  cold  iron;  then  you  put  on  your  sleeves  and 
shirt  of  chain-mail  —  these  are  made  of  small  steel  links  woven 
together,  and  they  form  a  fabric  so  flexible  that  if  you  toss 
your  shirt  on  to  the  floor  it  slumps  into  a  pile  like  a  peck  of  wet 
fish-net;  it  is  very  heavy  and  is  nearly  the  uncomfortablest 
material  in  the  world  for  a  night- shirt,  yet  plenty  used  it  for 
that  —  tax  collectors  and  reformers,  and  one-horse  kings  with  a 
defective  title,  and  those  sorts  of  people;  then  you  put  on  your 
shoes — flatboats  roofed  over  with  interleaving  bands  of  steel  — 
and  screw  your  clumsy  spurs  into  the  heels.  Next  you  buckle 
your  greaves  on  your  legs  arid  your  cuisses  on  your  thighs;  then 
come  your  backplate  and  your  breastplate,  and  you  begin  to 
feel  crowded;  then  you  hitch  on  to  the  breastplate  the  half- 
petticoat  of  broad  overlapping  bands  of  steel  which  hangs  down 
in  front  but  is  scolloped  out  behind  so  you  can  sit  down,  and 
isn't  any  real  improvement  on  an  inverted  coal-scuttle,  either  for 
looks,  or  for  wear,  or  to  wipe  your  hands  on;  next  you  belt  on 
your  sword;  then  you  put  your  stove-pipe  joints  on  to  your  arms, 
your  iron  gauntlets  on  to  your  hands,  your  iron  rat-trap  on  to 
your  head,  with  a  rag  of  steel  web  hitched  on  to  it  to  hang  over 
the  back  of  your  neck  —  and  there  you  are,  snug  as  a  candle  in 
a  candle-mold.  This  is  no  time  to  dance.  Well,  a  man  that  is 
packed  away  like  that  is  a  nut  that  isn't  worth  the  cracking, 
there  is  so  little  of  the  meat,  when  you  get  down  to  it,  by  com- 
parison with  the  shell. 

The  boys  helped  me,  or  I  never  could  have  got  in.  Just  as 
we  finished,  Sir  Bedivere  happened  in,  and  I  saw  that  as  like  as 
not  I  hadn't  chosen  the  most  convenient  outfit  for  a  long  trip. 
How  stately  he  looked;  and  tall  and  broad  and  grand.  He  had 
on  his  head  a  conical  steel  casque  that  only  came  down  to  his 
ears,  and  for  visor  had  only  a  narrow  steel  bar  that  extended 
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down  to  his  upper  lip  and  protected  his  nose;  and  all  the  rest  of 
him,  from  neck  to  heel,  was  flexible  chain-mail,  trousers  and  all. 
But  pretty  much  all  of  him  was  hidden  under  his  outside  gar- 
ment, which  of  course  was  of  chain-mail,  as  I  said,  and  hung 
straight  from  his  shoulders  to  his  ankles;  and  from  his  middle  to 
the  bottom,  both  before  and  behind,  was  divided,  so  that  he 
could  ride  and  let  the  skirts  hang  down  on  each  side.  He  was 
going  grailing,  and  it  was  just  the  outfit  for  it,  too.  I  would 
have  given  a  good  deal  for  that  ulster,  but  it  was  too  late  now 
to  be  fooling  around.  The  sun  was  just  up;  the  king  and  the 
court  were  all  on  hand  to  see  me  off  and  wish  me  luck;  so  it 
wouldn't  be  etiquette  for  me  to  tarry.  You  don't  get  on  your 
horse  yourself;  no,  if  you  tried  it  you  would  get  disappointed. 
They  carry  you  out,  just  as  they  carry  a  sun-struck  man  to  the 
drug-store,  and  put  you  on,  and  help  get  you  to  rights,  and  fix 
your  feet  in  the  stirrups;  and  all  the  while  you  do  feel  so 
strange  and  stuffy  and  like  somebody  else  —  like  somebody  that 
has  been  married  on  a  sudden,  or  struck  by  lightning,  or  some- 
thing like  that,  and  hasn't  quite  fetched  around  yet,  and  is  sort 
of  numb,  and  can't  just  get  his  bearings.  Then  they  stood  up 
the  mast  they  called  a  spear  in  its 'socket  by  my  left  foot,  and  I 
gripped  it  with  my  hand;  lastly  they  hung  my  shield  around  my 
neck,  and  I  was  all  complete  and  ready  to  up  anchor  and  get  to 
sea.  Everybody  was  as  good  to  me  as  they  could  be,  and  a 
maid  of  honor  gave  me  the  stirrup-cup  her  own  self.  There  was 
nothing  more  to  do  now  but  for  that  damsel  to  get  up  behind 
me  on  a  pillion,  which  she  did,  and  put  an  arm  or  so  around 
me  to  hold  on. 

And  so  we  started;  and  everybody  gave  us  a  good-by  and 
waved  their  handkerchiefs  or  helmets.  And  everybody  we  met, 
going  down  the  hill  and  through  the  village,  was  respectful  to  us 
except  some  shabby  little  boys  on  the  outskirts.  They  said:  — 

(<  Oh,  what  a  guy ! }>    and  hove  clods  at  us. 

In  my  experience  boys  are  the  same  in  all  ages.  They 
don't  respect  anything,  they  don't  care  for  anything  or  anybody. 
They  say  <(  Go  up,  bald-head ! }>  to  the  prophet  going  his  unoffend- 
ing way  in  the  gray  of  antiquity;  they  sass  me  in  the  holy 
gloom  of  the  Middle  Ages;  and  I  had  seen  them  act  the  same 
way  in  Buchanan's  administration;  I  remember,  because  I  was 
there  and  helped.  The  prophet  had  his  bears  and  settled  with 
his  boys;  and  I  wanted  to  get  down  and  settle  with  mine,  but  it 


SAMUEL   LANGHORNE   CLEMENS 


3809 


wouldn't  answer,  because  I  couldn't  have  got  up  again.  I  hate 
a  country  without  a  derrick. 

Straight  off,  we  were  in  the  country.  It  was  most  lovely 
and  pleasant  in  those  sylvan  solitudes  in  the  early  cool  morning 
in  the  first  freshness  of  autumn.  From  hilltops  we  saw  fair 
green  valleys  lying  spread  out  below,  with  streams  winding 
through  them,  and  island  groves  of  trees  here  and  there,  and 
huge  lonely  oaks  scattered  about  and  casting  black  blots  of 
shade;  and  beyond  the  valleys  we  saw  the  ranges  of  hills,  blue 
with  haze,  stretching  away  in  billowy  perspective  to  the  horizon, 
with  at  wide  intervals  a  dim  fleck  of  white  or  gray  on  a  wave- 
summit,  which  we  knew  was  a  castle.  We  crossed  broad  natural 
lawns  sparkling  with  dew,  and  we  moved  like  spirits,  the  cush- 
ioned turf  giving  out  no  sound  of  footfall;  we  dreamed  along 
through  glades  in  a  mist  of  green  light  that  got  its  tint  from 
the  sun-drenched  roof  of  leaves  overhead,  and  by  our  feet  the 
clearest  and  coldest  of  runlets  went  frisking  and  gossiping  over 
its  reefs  and  making  a  sort  of  whispering  music  comfortable  to 
hear;  and  at  times  we  left  the  world  behind  and  entered  into 
the  solemn  great  deeps  and  rich  gloom  of  the  forest,  where  fur- 
tive wild  things  whisked  and  scurried  by  and  were  gone  before 
you  could  even  get  your  eye  on  the  place  where  the  noise  was; 
and  where  only  the  earliest  birds  were  turning  out  and  getting 
to  business,  with  a  song  here  and  a  quarrel  yonder  and  a  mys- 
terious far-off  hammering  and  drumming  for  worms  on  a  tree- 
trunk  away  somewhere  in  the  impenetrable  remoteness  of  the 
woods.  And  by-and-by  out  we  would  swing  again  into  the 
glare. 

About  the  third  or  fourth  or  fifth  time  that  we  swung  out 
into  the  glare  —  it  was  along  there  somewhere,  a  couple  of  hours 
or  so  after  sun-up  —  it  wasn't  as  pleasant  as  it  had  been.  It  was 
beginning  to  get  hot.  This  was  quite  noticeable.  We  had  a 
very  long  pull,  after  that,  without  any  shade.  Now  it  is  curious 
how  progressively  little  frets  grow  and  multiply  after  they  once 
get  a  start.  Things  which  I  didn't  mind  at  all  at  first,  I  began 
to  mind  now  —  and  more  and  more,  too,  all  the  time.  The  first 
ten  or  fifteen  times  I  wanted  my  handkerchief  I  didn't  seem  to 
care;  I  got  along,  and  said  never  mind,  it  isn't  any  matter,  and 
dropped  it  out  of  my  mind.  But  now  it  was  different:  I  wanted 
it  all  the  time;  it  was  nag,  nag,  nag,  right  along,  and  no  rest: 
I  couldn't  get  it  out  of  my  mind;  and  so  at  last  I  lost  my 
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temper,  and  said  hang  a  man  that  would  make  a  suit  of  armor 
without  any  pockets  in  it.  You  see  I  had  my  handkerchief  in 
my  helmet,  and  some  other  things;  but  it  was  that  kind  of  a 
helmet  that  you  can't  take  off  by  yourself.  That  hadn't  occurred 
to  me  when  I  put  it  there;  and  in  fact  I  didn't  know  it.  I 
supposed  it  would  be  particularly  convenient  there.  And  so 
now  the  thought  of  its  being  there,  so  handy  and  close  by,  and 
yet  not  get-at-able,  made  it  all  the  worse  and  the  harder  to 
bear.  Yes,  the  thing  that  you  can't  get  is  the  thing  that  you 
want,  mainly;  every  one  has  noticed  that.  Well,  it  took  my  mind 
off  from  everything  else;  took  it  clear  off  and  centred  it  in  my 
helmet;  and  mile  after  mile  there  it  stayed,  imagining  the  hand- 
kerchief, picturing  the  handkerchief;  and  it  was  bitter  and  aggra- 
vating to  have  the  salt  sweat  keep  trickling  down  into  my  eyes, 
and  I  coiildn't  get  at  it.  It  seems  like  a  little  thing  on  paper, 
but  it  was  not  a  little  thing  at  all;  it  was  the  most  real  kind  of 
misery.  I  would  not  say  it  if  it  was  not  so.  I  made  up  my 
mind  that  I  would  carry  along  a  reticule  next  time,  let  it  look 
how  it  might  and  people  say  what  they  would.  Of  course  these 
iron  dudes  of  the  Round  Table  would  think  it  was  scandalous, 
and  maybe  raise  sheol  about  it,  but  as  for  me,  give  me  comfort 
first  and  style  afterwards.  So  we  jogged  along,  and  now  and 
then  we  struck  a  stretch  of  dust,  and  it  would  tumble  up  in 
clouds  and  get  into  my  nose  and  make  me  sneeze  and  cry;  and 
of  course  I  said  things  I  oughtn't  to  have  said, —  I  don't  deny 
that.  I  am  not  better  than  others.  We  couldn't  seem  to  meet 
anybody  in  this  lonesome  Britain,  not  even  an  ogre;  and  in  the 
mood  I  was  in  then,  it  was  well  for  the  ogre;  that  is,  an  ogre 
with  a  handkerchief.  Most  knights  would  have  thought  of  noth- 
ing but  getting  his  armor;  but  so  I  got  his  bandana,  he  could 
keep  his  hardware  for  all  me. 

Meantime  it  was  getting  hotter  and  hotter  in  there.  You 
see  the  sun  was  beating  down  and  warming  up  the  iron  more 
and  more  all  the  time.  Well,  when  you  are  hot,  that  way,  every 
little  thing  irritates  you.  When  I  trotted  I  rattled  like  a  crate 
of  dishes,  and  that  annoyed  me;  and  moreover  I  couldn't  seem 
to  stand  that  shield  slatting  and  banging,  now  about  my  breast, 
now  around  my  back;  and  if  I  dropped  into  a  walk  my  joints 
creaked  and  screeched  in  that  wearisome  way  that  a  wheelbar- 
row does,  and  as  we  didn't  create  any  breeze  at  that  gait,  I  was 
Hke  to  get  fried  in  that  stove;  and  besides,  the  quieter  you  went 
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the  heavier  the  iron  settled  down  on  you,  and  the  more  and  more 
tons  you  seemed  to  weigh  every  minute.  And  you  had  to  be 
always  changing  hands  and  passing  your  spear  over  to  the 
other  foot,  it  got  so  irksome  for  one  hand  to  hold  it  long  at  a 
time. 

Well,  you  know  when  you  perspire  that  way,  in  rivers, 
there  comes  a  time  when  you  —  when  you  —  well,  when  you  itch. 
You  are  inside,  your  hands  are  outside:  so  there  you  are;  noth- 
ing but  iron  between.  It  is  not  a  light  thing,  let  it  sound  as  it 
may.  First  it  is  one  place;  then  another;  then  some  more;  and 
it  goes  on  spreading  and  spreading,  and.  at  last  the  territory  is 
all  occupied,  and  nobody  can  imagine  what  you  feel  like,  nor 
how  unpleasant  it  is.  And  when  it  had  got  to  the  worst,  and  it 
seemed  to  me  that  I  could  not  stand  anything  more,  a  fly  got  in 
through  the  bars  and  settled  on  my  nose,  and  the  bars  were 
stuck  and  wouldn't  work,  and  I  couldn't  get  the  visor  up;  and  I 
could  only  shake  my  head,  which  was  baking  hot  by  this  time, 
and  the  fly  —  well,  you  know  how  a  fly  acts  when  he  has  got  a 
certainty:  he  only  minded  the  shaking  enough  to  change  from 
nose  to  lip,  and  lip  to  ear,  and  buzz  and  buzz  all  around  in 
there,  and  keep  on  lighting  and  biting  in  a  way  that  a  person 
already  so  distressed  as  I  was  simply  could  not  stand.  So  I 
gave  in,  and  got  Alisande  to  unship  the  helmet  and  relieve  me 
of  it.  Then  she  emptied  the  conveniences  out  of  it  and  fetched 
it  full  of  water,  and  I  drank  and  then  stood  up  and  she  poured 
the  rest  down  inside  the  armor.  One  cannot  think  how  refresh- 
ing it  was.  She  continued  to  fetch  and  pour  until  I  was  well 
soaked  and  thoroughly  comfortable. 

It  was  good  to  have  a  rest  —  and  peace.  But  nothing  is 
quite  perfect  in  this  life  at  any  time.  I  had  made  a  pipe  a  while 
back,  and  also  some  pretty  fair  tobacco;  not  the  real  thing,  but 
what  some  of  the  Indians  use:  the  inside  bark  of  the  willow, 
dried.  These  comforts  had  been  in  the  helmet,  and  now  I  had 
them  again,  but  no  matches. 

Gradually,  as  the  time  wore  along,  one  annoying  fact  was 
borne  in  upon  my  understanding  — that  we  were  weather-bound. 
An  armed  novice  cannot  mount  his  horse  without  help  and 
plenty  of  it.  Sandy  was  not  enough;  not  enough  for  me,  any- 
way. We  had  to  wait  until  somebody  should  come  along. 
Waiting  in  silence  would  have  been  agreeable  enough,  for  I  was 
full  of  matter  for  reflection,  and  wanted  to  give  it  a  chance  to 
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work.  I  wanted  to  try  and  think  out  how  it  was  that  rational  or 
even  half -rational  men  could  ever  have  learned  to  wear  armor, 
considering  its  inconveniences;  and  how  they  had  managed  to 
keep  up  such  a  fashion  for  generations  when  it  was  plain  that 
what  I  had  suffered  to-day  they  had  had  to  suffer  all  the  days 
of  their  lives.  I  wanted  to  think  that  out;  and  moreover  I 
wanted  to  think  out  some  way  to  reform  this  evil  and  persuade 
the  people  to  let  the  foolish  fashion  die  out :  but  thinking  was 
out  of  the  question  in  the  circumstances.  You  couldn't  think 
where  Sandy  was.  She  was  a  quite  biddable  creature  and  good- 
hearted,  but  she  had  a  flow  of  talk  that  was  as  steady  as  a 
mill  and  made  your  head  sore  like  the  drays  and  wagons  in  a 
city.  If  she  had  had  a  cork  she  would  have  been  a  comfort. 
But  you  can't  cork  that  kind;  they  would  die.  Her  clack  was 
going  all  day,  and  you  would  think  something  would  surely 
happen  to  her  works  by-and-by;  but  no,  they  never  got  out  of 
order;  and  she  never  had  to  slack  up  for  words.  She  could 
grind  and  pump  and  churn  and  buzz  by  the  week,  and  never 
stop  to  oil  up  or  blow  out.  And  yet  the  result  was  just  nothing 
but  wind.  She  never  had  any  ideas,  any  more  than  a  fog  has. 
She  was  a  perfect  blatherskite;  I  mean  for  jaw,  jaw,  jaw,  talk, 
talk,  talk,  jabber,  jabber,  jabber;  —  but  just  as  good  as  she  could 
be.  I  hadn't  minded  her  mill  that  morning,  on  account  of  hav- 
ing that  hornet's  nest  of  other  troubles;  but  more  than  once  in 
the  afternoon  I  had  to  say:  — 

<(Take  a  rest,  child;  the  way  you  are  using  up  all  the 
domestic  air,  the  kingdom  will  have  to  go  to  importing  it  by 
to-morrow,  and  it's  a  low  enough  treasury  without  that.)] 

By  permission  of  S.  L.  Clemens  and  his  publishers. 


SAMUEL  LANGHORNE  CLEMENS  3813 

THE  TRUE   PRINCE  AND   THE   FEIGNED  ONE 

From  <The  Prince  and  the  Pauper  >:   copyright  1889,  by  Charles  L.  Webste* 

and  Company 

AT  LAST  the  final  act  was  at  hand.  The  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury lifted  up  the  crown  of  England  from  its  cushion  and 
held  it  out  over  the  trembling  mock  king's  head.  In  the 
same  instant  a  rainbow  radiance  flashed  along  the  spacious  tran- 
sept; for  with  one  impulse  every  individual  in  the  great  con- 
course of  nobles  lifted  a  coronet  and  poised  it  over  his  or  her 
head  —  and  paused  in  that  attitude. 

A  de-ep  hush  pervaded  the  Abbey.  At  this  impressive 
moment  a  startling  apparition  intruded  upon  the  scene  —  an  ap- 
parition observed  by  none  in  the  absorbed  multitude,  until  it 
suddenly  appeared,  moving  up  the  great  central  isle.  It  was  a 
boy,  bare-headed,  ill  shod,  and  clothed  in  coarse  plebeian  gar- 
ments that  were  falling  to  rags.  He  raised  his  hand  with  a 
solemnity  which  ill  comported  with  his  soiled  and  sorry  aspect, 
and  delivered  this  note  of  warning:  — 

<(  I  forbid  you  to  set  the  crown  of  England  upon  that  for- 
feited head.  /  am  the  king ! >J 

In  an  instant  several  indignant  hands  were  laid  upon  the  boy, 
but  in  the  same  instant  Tom  Canty,  in  his  regal  vestments,  made 
a  swift  step  forward  and  cried  out  in  a  ringing  voice:  — 

<(  Loose  him  and  forbear!     He  is  the  king!" 

A  sort  of  panic  of  astonishment  swept  the  assemblage,  and 
they  partly  rose  in  their  places  and  stared  in  a  bewildered  way 
at  one  another  and  at  the  chief  figures  in  this  scene,  like  persons 
who  wondered  whether  they  were  awake  and  in  their  senses  or 
asleep  and  dreaming.  The  Lord  Protector  was  as  amazed  as  the 
rest,  but  quickly  recovered  himself  and  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of 
authority :  — 

<(  Mind  not  his  Majesty,  his  malady  is  upon  him  again  —  seize 
the  vagabond !  * 

He  would  have  been  obeyed,  but  the  mock  king  stamped  his 
foot  and  cried  out :  — 

<(  On  your  peril !     Touch  him  not,  he  is  the  king ! }) 

The  hands  were  withheld;  a  paralysis  fell  upon  the  house;  no 
one  moved,  no  one  spoke;  indeed  no  one  knew  how  to  act  or 
what  to  say,  in  so  strange  and  surprising  an  emergency.  While 
all  minds  were  struggling  to  right  themselves,  the  boy  still 
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moved  steadily  forward,  with  high  port  and  confident  mien;  he 
had  never  halted  from  the  beginning;  and  while  the  tangled 
minds  still  floundered  helplessly,  he  stepped  upon  the  platform, 
and  the  mock  king  ran  with  a  glad  face  to  meet  him,  and  fell  on 
his  knees  before  him  and  said:  — 

<(  O  my  lord  the  king,  let  poor  Tom  Canty  be  first  to  swear 
fealty  to  thee,  and  say,  (  Put  on  thy  crown  and  enter  into  thine 
own  again !  *  w 

The  Lord  Protector's  eye  fell  sternly  upon  the  new-comer's 
face;  but  straightway  the  sternness  vanished  away,  and  gave 
place  to  an  expression  of  wondering  surprise.  This  thing  hap- 
pened also  to  the  other  great  officers.  They  glanced  at  each 
other,  and  retreated  a  step  by  a  common  and  unconscious  im- 
pulse. The  thought  in  each .  mind  was  the  same :  (<  What  a 
strange  resemblance ! w 

The  Lord  Protector  reflected  a  moment  or  two  in  perplexity; 
then  he  said,  with  .grave  respectfulness:  — 

(<  By  your  favor,  sir,  I  desire  to  ask  certain  questions 
which  —  » 

(<  I  will  answer  them,  my  lord. w 

The  duke  asked  him  many  questions  about  the  court,  the  late 
king,  the  prince,  the  princesses, —  the  boy  answered  them  cor- 
rectly and  without  hesitating.  He  described  the  rooms  of  state 
in  the  palace,  the  late  king's  apartments,  and  those  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales. 

It  was  strange;  it  was  wonderful;  yes,  it  was  unaccountable  — 
so  all  said  that  heard  it.  The  tide  was  beginning  to  turn,  and 
Tom  Canty's  hopes  to  run  high,  when  the  Lord  Protector  shook 
his  head  and  said:  — 

« It  is  true  it  is  most  wonderful  —  but  it  is  no  more  than  our 
lord  the  king  likewise  can  do."  This  remark,  and  this  reference 
to  himself  as  still  the  king,  saddened  Tom  Canty,  and  he  felt  his 
hopes  crumbling  under  him.  (<  These  are  not  proofs, M  added  the 
Protector. 

The  tide  was  turning  very  fast  now,  very  fast  indeed  —  but 
in  the  wrong  direction;  it  was  leaving  poor  Tom  Canty  stranded 
on  the  throne,  and  sweeping  the  other  out  to  sea.  The  Lord 
Protector  communed  with  himself — shook  his  head;  the  thought 
forced  itself  upon  him,  (<  It  is  perilous  to  the  State  and  to  us  all, 
to  entertain  so  fateful  a  riddle  as  this;  it  could  divide  the  nation 
and  undermine  the  throne. *  He  turned  and  said:  — 
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«Sir  Thomas,  arrest  this—  No,  hold!"  His  face  lighted, 
and  he  confronted  the  ragged  candidate  with  this  question:  — 

(( Where  lieth  the  Great  Seal  ?  Answer  me  this  truly,  and 
the  riddle  is  unriddled;  for  only  he  that  was  Prince  of  Wales 
can  so  answer!  On  so  trivial  a  thing  hang  a  throne  and  a 
dynasty ! }> 

It  was  a  lucky  thought,  a  happy  thought.  That  it  was  so 
considered  by  the  great  officials  was  manifested  by  the  silent 
applause  that  shot  from  eye  to  eye  around  their  circle  in  the 
form  of  bright  approving  glances.  Yes,  none  but  the  true  prince 
could  dissolve  the  stubborn  mystery  of  the  vanished  Great  Seal 
• — this  forlorn  little  impostor  had  been  taught  his  lesson  well, 
but  here  his  teachings  must  fail,  for  his  teacher  himself  could 
not  answer  that  question  —  ah,  very  good,  very  good  indeed; 
now  we  shall  be  rid  of  this  troublesome  and  perilous  business  in 
short  order!  And  so  they  nodded  invisibly  and  smiled  inwardly 
with  satisfaction,  and  looked  to  see  this  foolish  lad  stricken  with 
a  palsy  of  guilty  confusion.  How  surprised  they  were,  then,  to 
see  nothing  of  the  sort  happen  —  how  they  marveled  to  hear 
him  answer  up  promptly  in  a  confident  and  untroubled  voice 
and  say:  — 

« There  is  naught  in  this  riddle  that  is  difficult .»  Then, 
without  so  much  as  a  by-your-leave  to  anybody,  he  turned  and 
gave  this  command  with  the  easy  manner  of  one  accustomed  to 
doing  such  things:  (<  My  lord  St.  John,  go  you  to  my  private 
cabinet  in  the  palace, —  for  none  knoweth  the  place  better  than 
you, —  and  close  down  to  the  floor,  in  the  left  corner,  remotest 
from  the  door  that  opens  from  the  ante-chamber,  you  shall  find 
in  the  wall  a  brazen  nail-head;  press  upon  it  and  a  little  jewel- 
closet  will  fly  open,  which  not  even  you  do  know  of  —  no,  nor 
any  soul  else  in  all  the  world  but  me  and  the  trusty  artisan 
that  did  contrive  it  for  me.  The  first  thing  that  falleth  under 
your  eye  will  be  the  Great  Seal  —  fetch  it  hi  then" 

All  the  company  wondered  at  this  speech,  and  wondered  still 
more  to  see  the  little  mendicant  pick  out  this  peer  without  hesi- 
tancy or  apparent  fear  of  mistake,  and  call  him  by  name  with 
such  a  placidly  convincing  air  of  having  known  him  all  his  life. 
The  peer  was  almost  surprised  into  obeying.  He  even  made  a 
movement  as  if  to  go,  but  quickly  recovered  his  tranquil  attitude 
and  confessed  his  blunder  with  a  blush.  Tom  Canty  turned  upon 
him  and  said  sharply: — 
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(<  Why  dost  thou  hesitate  ?  Hast  not  heard  the  king's  com- 
mand  ?  Go ! }> 

The  lord  St.  John  made  a  deep  obeisance  —  and  it  was  ob- 
served that  it  was  a  significantly  cautious  and  non-committal  one, 
it  not  being  delivered  at  either  of  the  kings,  but  at  the  neutral 
ground  about  half-way  between  the  two  —  and  took  his  leave. 

Now  began  a  movement  of  the  gorgeous  particles  of  that  offi- 
cial group  which  was  slow,  scarcely  perceptible,  and  yet  steady 
and  persistent, —  a  movement  such  as  is  observed  in  a  kaleido- 
scope that  is  turned  slowly,  whereby  the  components  of  one 
splendid  cluster  fall  away  and  join  themselves  to  another  —  a 
movement  which  little  by  little,  in  the  present  case,  dissolved  the 
glittering  crowd  that  stood  about  Tom  Canty  and  clustered  it  to- 
gether again  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  new-comer.  Tom  Canty 
stood  almost  alone.  Now  ensued  a  brief  season  of  deep  suspense 
and  waiting  —  during  which  even  the  few  faint-hearts  still  re- 
maining near  Tom  Canty  gradually  scraped  together  courage 
enough  to  glide,  one  by  one,  over  to  the  majority.  So  at  last 
Tom  Canty,  in  his  royal  robes  and  jewels,  stood  wholly  alone 
and  isolated  from  the  world,  a  conspicuous  figure,  occupying  an 
elegant  vacancy. 

Now  the  lord  St.  John  was  seen  returning.  As  he  advanced 
up  the  mid-aisle,  the  interest  was  so  intense  that  the  low  murmur 
of  conversation  in  the  great  assemblage  died  out  and  was  suc- 
ceeded by  a  profound  hush,  a  breathless  stillness,  through  which 
his  footfalls  pulsed  with  a  dull  and  distant  sound.  Every  eye 
was  fastened  upon  him  as  he  moved  along.  He  reached  the 
platform,  paused  a  moment,  then  moved  toward  Tom  Canty  with 
a  deep  obeisance,  and  said:  — 

<(  Sire,  the  Seal  is  not  there !  * 

A  mob  does  not  melt  away  from  the  presence  of  a  plague- 
patient  with  more  haste  than  the  band  of  pallid  and  terrified 
courtiers  melted  away  from  the  presence  of  the  shabby  little 
claimant  of  the  crown.  In  a  moment  he  stood  all  alone,  without 
friend  or  supporter,  a  target  upon  which  was  concentrated  a 
bitter  fire  of  scornful  and  angry  looks.  The  Lord  Protector 
called  out  fiercely:  — 

(<  Cast  the  beggar  into  the  street,  and  scourge  him  through 
the  town  —  the  paltry  knave  is  worth  no  more  consideration !  » 

Officers  of  the  guard  sprang  forward  to  obey,  but  Tom  Canty 
waved  them  off  and  said:  — 
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a  Back !     Whoso  touches  him  perils  his  life !  " 

The  Lord  Protector  was  perplexed  in  the  last  degree.  He 
said  to  the  lord  St.  John:  — 

(<  Searched  you  well  ?  —  but  it  boots  not  to  ask  that.  It  doth 
seem  passing  strange.  Little  things,  trifles,  slip  out  of  one's 
ken,  and  one  does  not  think  it  matter  for  surprise;  but  how  so 
bulky  a  thing  as  the  Seal  of  England  can  vanish  away  and  no 
man  be  able  to  get  track  of  it  again  —  a  massy  golden  disk — " 

Tom  Canty,  with  beaming .  eyes,  sprang  forward  and  shouted : 

((  Hold,  that  is  enough !  Was  it  round  ?  —  and  thick  •? —  and 
had  it  letters  and  devices  graved  upon  it  ?  —  Yes  ?  Oh,  now  I 
know  what  this  Great  Seal  is,  that  there's  been  such  worry  and 
pother  about!  An  ye  had  described  it  to  me,  ye  could  have  had 
it  three  weeks  ago.  Right  well  I  know  where  it  lies;  but  it  was 
not  I  that  put  it  there  —  first." 

<(  Who  then,  my  liege  ? "  asked  the  Lord  Protector. 

(<  He  that  stands  there  —  the  rightful  king  of  England.  And 
he  shall  tell  you  himself  where  it  lies  —  then  you  will  believe  he 
knew  it  of  his  own  knowledge.  Bethink  thee,  my  king — spur 
thy  memory  —  it  was  the  last,  the  very  last  thing  thou  didst  that 
day  before  thou  didst  rush  forth  from  the  palace,  clothed  in  my 
rags,  to  punish  the  soldier  that  insulted  me." 

A  silence  ensued,  undisturbed  by  a  movement  or  a  whisper, 
and  all  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  new-comer,  who  stood  with 
bent  head  and  corrugated  brow,  groping  in  his  memory  among  a 
thronging  multitude  of  valueless  recollections  for  one  single  little 
elusive  fact,  which,  found,  would  seat  him  upon  a  throne  —  un- 
found,  would  leave  him  as  he  was  for  good  and  all  —  a  pauper 
and  an  outcast.  Moment  after  moment  passed  —  the  moments 
built  themselves  into  minutes  —  still  the  boy  struggled  silently 
on,  and  gave  no  sign.  But  at  last  he  heaved  a  sigh,  shook  his 
head  slowly,  and  said,  with  a  trembling  lip  and  in  a  despondent 
voice :  — 

<(I  call  the  scene  back  —  all  of  it — but  the  Seal  hath  no  place 
in  it."  He  paused,  then  looked  up,  and  said  with  gentle  dig- 
nity, «  My  lords  and  gentlemen,  if  ye  will  rob  your  rightful  sov- 
ereign of  his  own  for  lack  of  this  evidence  which  he  is  not  able 
to  furnish,  I  may  not  stay  ye,  being  powerless.  But- 

(<  Oh  folly,  oh  madness,  my  king ! "  cried  Tom  Canty  in  a 
panic;  "wait! —  think!  Do  not  give  up!  —  the  cause  is  not  lost! 
nor  shall  be,  neither!  List  to  what  I  say— follow  every  word — 
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I  am  going  to  bring  that  morning  back  again,  every  hap  just  as 
it  happened.  We  talked  —  I  told  you  of  my  sisters,  Nan  and 
Bet  —  ah  yes,  you  remember  that;  and  about  my  old  grandani 

—  and  the  rough  games  of  the  lads  of  Offal  Court  —  yes,  you  re- 
member  these   things  also;   very  well,  follow  me   still,  you  shall 
recall  everything.     You   gave  me  food  and  drink,  and  did  with 
princely  courtesy  send  away  the  servants,  so  that  my  low  breed- 
ing might   not   shame  me  before   them  —  ah  yes,   this  also  you 
remember. ". 

As  Tom  checked  off  his  details,  and  the  other  boy  nodded  his 
head  in  recognition  of  them,  the  great  audience  and  the  officials 
stared  in  puzzled  wonderment;  the  tale  sounded  like  true  history, 
yet  how  could  this  impossible  conjunction  between  a  prince  and 
a  beggar  boy  have  come  about  ?  Never  was  a  company  of  peo- 
ple so  perplexed,  so  interested,  and  so  stupefied  before. 

<(  For  a  jest,  my  prince,  we  did  exchange  garments.  Then 
we  stood  before  a  mirror;  and  so  alike  were  we  that  both  said  it 
seemed  as  if  there  had  been  no  change  made  —  yes,  you  remem- 
ber that.  Then  you  noticed  that  the  soldier  had  hurt  my  hand 

—  look!   here   it  is,  I  cannot  yet   even  write  with  it,  the  fingers 
are    so    stiff.      At   this   your    Highness    sprang   up,  vowing   ven- 
geance upon  that  soldier,-  and  ran  toward  the  door  —  you  passed 
a   table  —  that   thing  you   call   the   Seal  lay  on   that  table  —  you 
snatched  it   up   and   looked   eagerly   about,  as  if   for  a   place  to 
hide  it  —  your  eye  caught  sight  of — w 

*  There,  'tis  sufficient !  —  and  the  dear  God  be  thanked ! })  ex- 
claimed the  ragged  claimant,  in  a  mighty  excitement.  <(  Go,  my 
good  St.  John, — in  an  arm-piece  of  the  Milanese  armor  that 
hangs  on  the  wall,  thou'lt  find  the  Seal ! w 

(<  Right,  my  king !  right ! w  cried  Tom  Canty ;  <(  now  the  sceptre 
of  England  is  thine  own;  and  it  were  better  for  him  that  would 
dispute  it  that  he  had  been  born  dumb!  Go,  my  lord  St.  John, 
give  thy  feet  wings ! >J 

The  whole  assemblage  was  on  its  feet  now,  and  well-nigh 
out  of  its  mind  with  uneasiness,  apprehension,  and  consuming 
excitement.  On  the  floor  and  on  the  platform  a  deafening  buzz 
of  frantic  conversation  burst  forth,  and  for  some  time  nobody 
knew  anything  or  heard  anything  or  was  interested  in  any- 
thing but  what  his  neighbor  was  shouting  into  his  ear,  or  he  was 
shouting  into  his  neighbor's  ear.  Time  —  nobody  knew  how 
much  of  it — swept  by  unheeded  and  unnoted. — At  last  a  sudden 
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hush  fell  upon  the  house,  and  in  the  same  moment  St.  John  ap- 
peared upon  the  platform  and  held  the  Great  Seal  aloft  in  his 
hand.  Then  such  a  shout  went  up! 

<(  Long  live  the  true  king !  }> 

For  five  minutes  the  air  quaked  with  shouts  and  the  crash  of 
musical  instruments,  and  was  white  with  a  storm  of  waving 
handkerchiefs;  and  through  it  all  a  ragged  lad,  the  most  con- 
spicuous figure  in  England,  stood,  flushed  and  happy  and  proud, 
in  the  centre  of  the  spacious  platform,  with  the  great  vassals  of 
the  kingdom  kneeling  around  him. 

Then  all  rose,   and  Tom  Canty  cried  out:  — 

<(  Now,  O  my  king,  take  these  regal  garments  back,  and  give 
poor  Tom  thy  servant  his  shreds  and  remnants  again. )} 

The  Lord  Protector  spoke  up :  — 

(<  Let  the  small  varlet  be  stripped  and  flung  into  the  Tower. M 

But  the  new  king,  the  true  king,   said:  — 

<(  I  will  not  have  it  so.  But  for  him  I  had  not  got  my  crown 
again  —  none  shall  lay  a  hand  upon  him  to  harm  him.  And  as 
for  thee,  my  good  uncle,  my  Lord  Protector,  this  conduct  of 
thine  is  not  grateful  toward  this  poor  lad,  for  I  hear  he  hath 
made  thee  a  duke  »  —  the  Protector  blushed  — (<  yet  he  was  not  a 
king ;  wherefore,  what  is  thy  fine  title  worth  now  ?  To-morrow 
you  shall  sue  to  me,  through  him,  for  its  confirmation,  else  no 
duke,  but  a  simple  earl,  shalt  thou  remain.  * 

Under  this  rebuke  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Somerset  retired  a 
little  from  the  front  for  the  moment.  The  king  turned  to  Tom, 
and  said  kindly:  — 

tt  My  poor  boy,  how  was  it  that  you  could  remember  where  I 
hid  the  Seal,  when  I  could  not  remember  it  myself  ?» 

<(Ah,  my  king,   that  was  easy,   since  I  used  it  divers  days." 

«  Used  it, —  yet  could  not  explain  where  it  was  ?  » 

«I  did  not  know  it  was  that  they  wanted.  They  did  not 
describe  it,  your  Majesty. w 

<(  Then  how  used  you  it  ? >J 

The  red  blood  began  to  steal  up  into  Tom's  cheeks,  and  he 
dropped  his  eyes  and.  was  silent. 

« Speak  up,  good  lad,  and  fear  nothing, »  said  the  king. 
«  How  used  you  the  Great  Seal  of  England  ? » 

Tom  stammered  a  moment  in  a  pathetic  confusion,  then  got 
it  out:  — 

(<  To  crack  nuts  with ! }) 
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Poor  child,  the  avalanche  of  laughter  that  greeted  this  nearly 
swept  him  off  his  feet.  But  if  a  doubt  remained  in  any  mind 
that  Tom  Canty  was  not  the  king  of  England  and  familiar  with 
the  august  appurtenances  of  royalty,  this  reply  disposed  of  it 
utterly. 

Meantime  the  sumptuous  robe  of  state  had  been  removed 
from  Tom's  shoulders  to  the  king's,  whose  rags  were  effectually 
hidden  from  sight  under  it.  Then  the  coronation  ceremonies 
were  resumed;  the  true  king  was  anointed  and  the  crown  set 
upon  his  head,  whilst  cannon  thundered  the  news  to  the  city, 
and  all  London  seemed  to  rock  with  applause. 

By  permission  of  S.  L.  Clemens  and  his  publishers. 
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ARTHUR  HUGH  CLOUGH 

(1819-1861) 
BY  CHARLES  ELIOT  NORTON 

|HE  intellectual  mood  of  many  of  the  finest  spirits  in  England 
and  New  England  during  the  second  quarter  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  had  something  of  the  nature  of  a  surprise  to 
themselves,  no  less  than  to  those  who  came  within  their  influence. 
It  was  indeed  a  natural  though  unforeseen  result  of  forces,  various  in 
kind,  that  had  long  been  silently  at  work.  The  conflicting  currents 
of  thought  and  moral  sentiment,  which  in  all  ages  perplex  and  divide 
the  hearts  of  men,  took  a  new  direction  and  seemed  to  have  gath- 
ered volume  and  swiftness.  Hardly  since  the  Reformation  had  there 
been  so  deep  and  general  a  stirring  of  the  questions,  the  answers  to 
which,  whether  they  be  final  or  merely  provisional,  involve  conclu- 
sions relating  to  the  deepest  interests  of  men.  Old  convictions  were 
confronted  by  new  doubts;  ancient  authority  was  met  by  a  modern 
spirit  of  independence.  This  new  intellectual  mood  was  perhaps  first 
distinctly  manifest  in  England  in  Carlyle's  essays,  and  correspond- 
ingly in  -New  England  in  the  essays  and  poems  of  Emerson;  it  was 
expressed  in  (In  Memoriam*  and  <Maud>;  it  gave  the  undertone 
of  Arnold's  most  characteristic  verse,  and  it  found  clear  and  strik- 
ing utterance  in  the  poems  of  Clough.  Clough's  nature  was  of  rare 
superiority  alike  of  character  and  intellect.  His  moral  integrity  and 
sincerity  imparted  clearness  to  his  imagination  and  strength  to  his 
intelligence,  so  that  while  the  most  marked  distinction  of  his  poems 
is  that  which  they  possess  as  a  mirror  of  spiritual  conditions  shared 
by  many  of  his  contemporaries,  they  have  hardly  less  interest  as  the 
expression  and  image  of  his  own  individuality. 

Arthur  Hugh  Clough  was  born  at  Liverpool  on  New  Year's  Day, 
1819.*  His  father,  who  came  of  an  old  Welsh  family  (his  mother, 
Anne  Perfect,  was  from  Yorkshire),  had  established  himself  in  Liver- 
pool as  a  cotton  merchant.  Toward  the  end  of  1822  he  emigrated 
with  his  wife  and  four  children  to  Charleston,  South  Carolina,  and 
here  for  four  years  was  their  home.  For  Arthur  they  were  important 
years.  He  was  a  shy,  sensitive  boy,  « already  considered  as  the 
genius  of  the  family. »  He  was  his  mother's  darling.  She  was  a 
woman  « rigidly  simple  in  her  tastes  and  habits,  of  stern  integrity »; 
of  cultivated  intelligence,  fond  of  poetry,  a  lover  of  nature,  and 

*Ruskin  and  Lowell  were  his  close  contemporaries;  they  were  born  in 
February  of  the  same  year. 
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quickly  sympathetic  with  high  character,  whether  in  real  life  or  in 
the  pages  of  romance.  While  his  father  taught  him  his  Latin  gram- 
mar and  his  arithmetic,  his  mother  read  with  him  from  Pope's  Iliad 
and  Odyssey,  from  Scott's  novels  and  other  books  fitted  to  quicken 
the  imagination.  Her  influence  was  strong  in  the  shaping  of  his 
taste  and  disposition. 

In  1828  the  family  returned  for  a  visit  to  England,  and  Arthur 
was  put  to  school  at  Chester,  whence  in  the  next  year  he  was  trans- 
ferred to  Rugby.  Dr.  Arnold  had  then  very  lately  become  the  head- 
master at  Rugby,  and  was  already  giving  to  the  school  a  tone  and 
quality  unknown  previously  to  the  public  schools  of  England.  He 
strove  to  impress  upon  the  boys  the  sense  of  personal  responsibility, 
and  to  rouse  their  conscience  to  the  doing  of  duty,  not  so  much  as  a 
matter  essential  to  the  discipline  of  the  school  as  to  the  formation  of 
manly  and  religious  character.  The  influence  of  his  high,  vigorous,  and 
ardent  nature  was  of  immense  force.  But  its  virtue  was  impaired 
by  the  artificiality  of  the  ecclesiastical  system  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, and  the  irrationality  of  the  dogmatic  creed  which,  even  to  a 
nature  as  liberal  as  Dr.  Arnold's,  seemed  to  contain  the  essentials  of 
religion,  and  to  be  indissoluble  from  the  foundation  of  morality. 

Clough  became  Arnold's  devoted  disciple,  but  he  had  intellectual 
independence  and  sincerity  enough  to  save  him  from  yielding  his 
own  individuality  to  any  stream  of  external  influence,  however  pow- 
erful. What  he  called  (<  the  busy  argufying  spirit  of  the  prize  school- 
boy}>  stood  him  in  good  stead.  But  the  moral  stress  was  great,  and 
it  left  him  early  with  a  sense  of  strain  and  of  perplexity,  as  his  mind 
opened  to  the  wider  and  deeper  problems  of  life,  for  the  solution  of 
which  the  traditional  creed  seemed  insufficient.  His  career  at  school 
was  of  the  highest  distinction;  and  when  he  was  leaving  Rugby  for 
Oxford  in  1836,  Dr.  Arnold  broke  the  rule  of  silence  to  which  he 
almost  invariably  adhered  in  the  delivery  of  prizes,  and  congratulated 
Clough  on  having  gained  every  honor  which  Rugby  could  bestow, 
and  on  having  done  the  highest  credit  to  the  school  at  the  Univer- 
sity,—  for  he  had  won  the  Balliol  Scholarship,  "then  and  now  the 
highest  honor  which  a  schoolboy  could  obtain. }) 

Clough  went  into  residence  at  Oxford  in  October,  1837.  It  was  a 
time  of  stirring  of  heart  and'  trouble  of  mind  at  the  University.  The 
great  theological  controversy  which  was  to  produce  such  far-reaching 
effects  upon  the  lives  of  individuals,  and  upon  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land as  a  whole,  was  then  rising  to  its  height.  Newman  was  at  the 
acme  of  his  popularity  and  influence.  His  followers  were  zealous  and 
active.  Ward,  his  most  earnest  disciple,  was  one  of  Clough's  nearest 
friends.  Clough,  not  yet  nineteen  years  old,  but  morally  and  intel- 
lectually developed  beyond  his  years  and  accustomed  already  to  inde- 
pendent speculation  in  regard  to  creed  and  conduct,  was  inevitably 
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drawn  Into  the  deep  waters  of  theological  discussion.  He  heard, 
too,  those  other  voices  which  Matthew  Arnold,  in  his  admirable  lecture 
on  Emerson,  has  spoken  of  as  deeply  affecting  the  more  sensitive 
youthful  spirits  of  the  Oxford  of  this  time, — the  voices  of  Goethe,  of 
Carlyle,  and  of  Emerson.  He  studied  hard,  but  his  studies  seemed, 
for  the  moment  at  least,  to  be  of  secondary  importance.  Although 
unusually  reserved  in  demeanor  and  silent  in  general  company,  his 
reputation  grew,  not  merely  as  a  scholar,  but  as  a  man  distinguished 
above  his  fellows  for  loftiness  of  spirit,  for  sweetness  of  disposition, 
and  for  superiority  of  moral  no  less  than  of  intellectual  qualities. 
With  much  interior  storm  and  stress,  his  convictions  were  gradually 
maturing.  He  resisted  the  prevailing  tendencies  of  Oxford  thought, 
but  did  not  easily  find  a  secure  basis  for  his  own  beliefs.  In  1841  he 
tried  for  and  missed  his  first  class  in  the  examinations.  It  was  more 
a  surprise  and  disappointment  to  others  than  to  himself.  He  knew 
that  he  had  not  shown  himself  in  the  examinations  for  what  he 
really  was,  and  his  failure  did  not  affect  his  confidence  in  his  own 
powers,  nor  did  others  lose  faith  in  him,  as  was  shown  by  his  elec- 
tion in  the  next  year  to  a  fellowship  at  Oriel,  and  the  year  later  to 
his  appointment  as  tutor. 

His  livelihood  being  thus  assured,  he  led  from  1843  to  1848  a 
((  quiet,  hard-working,  uneventful  tutor's  life,  diversified  with  reading 
parties )}  in  the  vacations.  He  was  writing  poems  from  time  to  time, 
but  his  vocation  as  poet  was  not  fully  recognized  by  himself  or  by 
those  who  knew  him.  He  had  been  obliged,  in  assuming  the  duties 
of  tutor,  to  sign  the  Thirty-nine  Articles, —  though,  as  he  wrote  to  a 
friend,  (<  reluctantly  enough,  and  I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  or  not 
in  a  justifiable  sense.  However,  I  have  for  the  present  laid  by  that 
perplexity,  though  it  may  perhaps  recur  at  some  time  or  other;  and 
in  general,  I  do  not  feel  perfectly  satisfied  about  staying  in  my  tutor 
capacity  at  Oxford. >} 

The  perplexity  would  not  down,  but  as  the  years  went  on,  the 
troubled  waters  of  his  soul  gradually  cleared  themselves.  He  suc- 
ceeded in  attaining  independence  of  mind  such  as  few  men  attain, 
and  in  finding,  if  not  a  solution  of  the  moral  perplexities  of  life,  at 
least  a  position  from  which  they  might  be  frankly  confronted  with- 
out blinking  and  without  self-deception.  It  became  impossible  for 
him  to  accept,  however  they  might  be  interpreted,  the  doctrines  of 
any  church.  He  would  not  play  tricks  with  words  nor  palter  with 
the  integrity  of  his  soul.  This  perfect  mental  honesty  of  Clough,  and 
his  entire  sincerity  of  expression,  were  a  stumbling-block  to  many 
of  his  more  conventional  contemporaries,  and  have  remained  as  a 
rock  of  offense  to  many  of  the  readers  of  his  poetry,  who  find  it  dis- 
turbing to  be  obliged  to  recognize  in  his  work  a  test  of  their  own 
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sincerity  in  dealing  with  themselves.  With  how  few  are  conviction 
and  profession  perfectly  at  one!  The  difficulty  of  the  struggle  in 
dough's  case,  the  difficulty  of  freeing  himself  from  the  chains  of 
association,  of  tradition,  of  affection,  of  interest,  which  bound  him  to 
conformity  with  and  acceptance  of  the  popular  creed  in  one  or  the 
other  of  its  forms,  has  led  superficial  critics  of  his  life  and  poetry  to 
find  in  them  evidence  that  the  struggle  was  too  hard  for  him  and 
the  result  unsatisfactory.  There  could  not  be  a  greater  error, 
dough's  honest  acceptance  of  the  insolubility  of  the  vain  questions 
which  men  are  perpetually  asking,  and  his  recognition  of  the  insufn* 
ciency  of  the  answers  which  they  are  ready  to  accept  or  to  pretend 
to  accept,  left  him  as  regards  his  most  inward  soul  one  of  the  seren- 
est  of  men.  The  questions  of  practical  life,  of  action,  of  duty, 
indeed  presented  themselves  to  his  sensitive  and  contemplative 
nature  with  their  full  perplexity;  but  his  spiritual  life  was  based  on 
a  foundation  that  could  not  be  shaken.  He  had  learned  the  lesson  of 
skepticism,  .and  accepted  without  trouble  the  fact  of  the  limitation 
of  human  faculties  and  the  insolubility  of  the  mystery  of  life.  He 
was  indeed  tired  with  the  hard  work  of  years,  and  worried  by  the 
uncertainty  of  his  future;  when  at  length,  in  order  to  deliver  him- 
self from  a  constrained  if  not  a  false  position,  and  to  obtain  perfect 
freedom  of  expression  as  well  as  of  thought,  he  resigned  in  1848  both 
his  fellowship  and  tutorship. 

It  was  a  momentous  decision,  for  it  left  him  without  any  definite 
means  of  support,  it  alienated  the  authorities  of  the  University,  it 
isolated  him  from  many  old  friends.  Immediately  after  resigning  his 
tutorship  dough  went  to  Paris  with  Emerson,  then  on  a  visit  to 
Europe,  as  his  companion.  They  were  drawn  thither  by  interest  in 
the  strange  Revolution  which  was  then  in  progress,  and  by  desire  to 
watch  .its  aspects.  The  social  conditions  of  England  had  long  been 
matter  of  concern  to  Clough.  He  had  been  deeply  touched  by  the 
misery  of  the  Irish  famine  in  1847,  and  had  printed  a  very  striking 
pamphlet  in  the  autumn  of  that  year,  urging  upon  the  students  at 
Oxford  retrenchment  of  needless  expenditure  and  restrictions  of 
waste  and  luxury.  His  sympathies  were  with  the  poor,  and  he  was 
convinced  of  the  need  of  radical  social  reform.  He  therefore 
observed  the  course  of  revolution  on  the  Continent  not  merely  with 
curiosity,  but  with  sympathetic  hope. 

In  the  autumn  of  this  year,  after  his  return  home,  and  while  at 
Liverpool  with  his  mother  and  sister,  he  wrote  his  first  long  poem, 
<The  Bothie  of  Tober-na-Vuolich ;  a  Long- Vacation  Pastoral. J  It  had 
no  great  immediate  success,  but  it  made  him  known  to  a  somewhat 
wider  public  than  that  of  Oxford.  It  was  in  its  form  the  fruit  of  the 
reading  parties  in  the  Highlands  in  previous  summers.  It  was  in 
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hexameters,  and  he  asked  Emerson  to  <(  convey  to  Mr.  Longfellow 
the  fact  that  it  was  a  reading  of  his  <Evangeline)  aloud  to  my 
mother  and  sister,  which,  coming  after  a  re-perusal  of  the  Iliad, 
occasioned  this  outbreak  of  hexameters. »  It  is  a  delightful  poem, 
full  of  vitality  and  variety,  original  in  design,  simple  in  incident.  It 
has  the  freshness  and  wholesomeness  of  the  open  air,  the  charm  of 
nature  and  of  life,  with  constant  interplay  of  serious  thought  and 
light  humor,  of  gravity  and  gayety  of  sentiment. 

Its  publication  was  followed  speedily  by  a  little  volume  entitled 
< Ambarvalia, >  made  up  of  two  parts;  one,  of  poems  by  Clough,  and 
one,  of  those  by  an  old  school  and  college  friend,  Mr.  Burbidge. 
Clough's  part  consisted,  as  he  wrote  to  Emerson,  of  (<old  things,  the 
casualties  of  at  least  ten  years. »  But  many  of  these  <(  casualties »  are 
characteristic  expressions  of  personal  experience,  to  which  Clough's 
absolute  sincerity  gives  deep  human  interest.  They  are  the  records 
of  <(  his  search  amid  the  maze  of  life  for  a  clue  whereby  to  move.  * 
They  deal  with  the  problems  of  his  own  life,  and  these  problems 
perplex  other  men  as  well.  <(  I  have  seen  higher,  holier  things  than 
these, »  he  writes  in  1841:  — 

«I  have  seen  higher,  holier  things  than  these, 

And  therefore  must  to  these  refuse  my  heart, 
Yet  I  am  panting  for  a  little  ease; 
I'll  take,  and  so  depart. » 

But  he  checks  himself:  — 

<(Ah,  hold!   the  heart  is  prone  to  fall  away, 

Her  high  and  cherished  visions  to  forget; 
And  if  thou  takest,  how  wilt  thou  repay 
So  vast,  so  dread  a  debt  ? » 

The  little  volume  appealed  to  but  a  small  band  of  readers.  The 
poems  it  contained  did  not  allure  by  fluency  of  fancy  or  richness  of 
diction;  they  were  not  of  a  kind  to  win  sudden  popularity:  but  they 
gave  evidence  of  a  poet  who,  though  not  complete  master  of  his  art, 
and  not  arrived  at  a  complete  understanding  of  himself,  had  yet  a 
rare  power  of  reflection  and  expression  and  a  still  rarer  sincerity  of 
imaginative  vision.  They  were  poems  that  gave  large  promise,  and 
that  promise  was  already  in  part  fulfilled  by  the  'Bothie.* 

Early  in  1849  the  headship  of  University  Hall  in  London  was 
offered  to  Clough  and  accepted  by  him.  This  was  an  institution  pro- 
fessedly non-sectarian,  established  for  the  purpose  of  receiving 
students  in  attendance  upon  the  lectures  at  University  College.  He 
was  not  to  enter  upon  the  duties  of  the  place  until  October,  and  he 
spent  the  greater  part  of  the  intervening  period  in  a  fruitful  visit  to 
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Italy.  He  reached  Rome  in  April.  All  Italy  was  in  revolution.  The 
Pope  had  fled  from  Rome.  The  Republic  had  been  declared,  and 
Mazzini  was  in  control  of  the  government.  The  French  army  was 
approaching  to  besiege  the  city,  and  Clough  resolved  to  await  the 
event.  No  more  vivid  and  picturesque  account  of  aspects  of  the 
siege  exists  than  is  to  be  found  in  his  poem  of  ( Amours  de  Voyage,  > 
written  in  great  part  at  Rome,  under  the  pressure  and  excitement  of 
the  moment;  then  laid  aside  in  the  poet's  desk,  and  not  published 
till  long  afterward.  It  consists  of  a  series  of  letters  supposed  to  be 
written  by  various  persons,  in  which  a  narrative  of-  passing  events  is 
interwoven  with  a  love  story.  The  hero  of  the  story  is  a  creation 
of  extraordinary  subtlety  and  interest.  He  has  much  of  the  tempera- 
ment of  Hamlet:  not  wanting  in  personal  courage,  nor  in  resolution 
when  forced  to  action,  but  hesitating  through  sensitiveness  of  con- 
science, through  dread  of  mistaking  momentary  impulse  for  fixed  con- 
viction, through  the  clearness  with  which  diverging  paths  of  conduct 
present  themselves  to  his  imagination,  with  the  inevitable  doubt  as 
to  which  be  the  right  one  to  follow.  The  character,  though  by  no 
means  an  exact  or  complete  image  of  the  poet's  own,  is  yet  drawn  in 
part  from  himself,  and  affords  glimpses  of  his  inner  nature,  of  the 
delicacy  of  his  sensitive  poetic  spirit,  of  his  tendency  to  discriminat- 
ing introspective  reflection,  of  his  honesty  in  dealing  with  facts  and 
with  himself.  To  see  things  as  they  are,  to  keep  his  eyes  clear,  to 
be  true  to 

<(The  living  central  inmost  I 
Within  the  scales  of  mere  exterior  me>51 

was  the  principle  of  his  life.  The  charm  of  ( Amours  de  Voyage,* 
however,  consists  not  merely  in  animated  description,  in  delicate 
sentiment,  and  in  the  poetic  representation  of  sensitive,  impression- 
able, and  high-minded  youth,  but  in  its  delicate  humor  in  the  delin- 
eation of  character,  and  in  its  powerful,  imaginative,  picturesque 
reproduction  of  the  atmosphere  and  influence  of  Rome,  and  of  the 
spirit  of  the  moment  to  which  the  poem  relates.  It  is  as  unique  and 
as  original  in  its  kind  as  the  'Bothie.*  It  is  a  poem  that  appeals 
strongly  to  the  lovers  of  the  poetry  of  high  culture,  and  is  not  likely 
to  lack  such  readers  in  future  generations. 

From  Rome  in  July  Clough  went  to  Naples,  and  there  wrote 
another  of  his  most  striking  poems,  ( Easter  Day.>  In  the  autumn 
of  1850  he  again  went,  during  a  short  vacation,  to  Italy,  but  now 
to  Venice;  and  while  there  began  his  third  long  poem,  <Dipsychus,> 
of  which  the  scene  is  in  that  city.  In  this  poem,  which  repre- 
sents the  conflict  of  the  soul  in  its  struggles  to  maintain  itself 
against  the  temptations  of  the  world  and  the  Devil,  Clough  again 
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wrote  out  much  of  his  inner  life.  It  is  not  so  much  a  piece  of  strict 
autobiography  of  the  spirit  of  an  individual,  as  an  imaginative  drama 
of  the  spiritual  experience  common  in  all  times  to  men  of  fine  na- 
ture, seeking  a  solution  of  the  puzzle  of  their  own  hearts.  In  none 
of  his  other  poems  is  there  such  variety  of  tone,  or  such  an  exhibi- 
tion of  mature  poetic  power.  It  is  indeed  loosely  constructed ;  but  its 
separate  parts,  each  contributing  to  the  development  of  its  main 
theme,  with  their  diversity  of  imagination,  reflection,  wit,  and  senti- 
ment, combine  in  an  impressive  unity  of  effect. 

The  position  at  University  Hall  proved  not  altogether  satisfactory; 
and  no  other  opening  for  him  offering  itself  in  England,  Clough 
determined  after  much  hesitation  and  deliberation  to  try  his  fortune 
as  a  teacher  and  writer  in  America.  He  sailed  in  October,  1852,  on 
a  steamer  on  which  he  had  Lowell  and  Thackeray  for  fellow  passen- 
gers. He  spent  the  next  eight  months  at  Cambridge,  employed  in 
tutoring  and  in  literary  work,  winning  the  warm  regard  of  the 
remarkable  group  of  men  of  letters  who  then  gave  distinction  to  the 
society  of  Cambridge  and  of  Boston,  and  especially  keeping  up  his 
friendship  with  Emerson  by  frequent  visits  to  Concord.  There 
seemed  a  fair  prospect  of  success  for  him  in  his  new  career.  But  his 
friends  at  home,  deeply  attached  to  him,  and  ill  content  that  he 
should  leave  them,  obtained  for  him  an  appointment  as  examiner  in 
the  Education  Department  of  the  Council  Office.  The  salary  would 
give  to  him  a  secure  though  moderate  income.  He  was  the  more 
drawn  to  accept  the  place,  because  shortly  before  leaving  England  he 
had  become  engaged  to  be  married;  and  accordingly  in  July,  1853,  he 
returned  home  and  at  once  entered  on  the  duties  of  his  office.  In 
June  1854  he  married.  For  the  next  seven  years  his  life  was  tran- 
quil, laborious,  and  happy.  The  account  of  these  years  contained  in 
the  beautiful  sketch  of  his  life  by  his  wife,  which  is  prefixed  to  the 
collection  of  his  ( Letters,  Poems  and  Prose  Remains,**  gives  a 
picture  of  Clough's  domestic  felicity,  and  of  the  various  interests 
which  engaged  him  outside  of  the  regular  drudgery  of  official  work. 
His  own  letters  bear  witness  to  the  content  of  his  days.  He  had 
little  leisure  for  poetry.  He  was  overworked,  and  in  1860  his  health 
gave  way.  Leave  of  absence  from  the  office  was  given  to  him.  He 
went  to  the  seashore ;  he  visited  the  Continent :  but  though  at  times 
he  seemed  to  gain  strength,  there  was  no  steady  recovery.  In  the 
autumn  of  1861  he  went  to  Italy,  accompanied  by  his  wife;  he 
enjoyed  the  journey,  but  they  had  only  reached  the  Lakes  when  he 
experienced  a  touch  of  fever.  They  went  on  to  Florence;  he  became 
more  seriously  ill.  He  began  however  apparently  to  recover,  but  a 

*  It  is  on  this  sketch  of  his  life  that  the  present  account  of  him  is 
mainly  based. 
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sudden  blow  of  paralysis  struck  him  down,   and  on  the    i3th  day  of 
November  he  died. 

Among  the  most  original  and  beautiful  of  Matthew  Arnold's  poems 
is  his  <Thyrsis,  a  Monody,  >  to  commemorate  his  friend  Arthur  Hugh 
Clough.  Thyrsis  his  mate  has  gone:  — 

(<No  purer  or  more  subtle  soul» 
than  he  ever  sought  the  light  that 

« leaves  its  seeker  still  untired, — 
Still  onward  faring  by  his  own  heart  inspired. » 

The  lament  is  as  true  as  it  is  tender.     The  singer  continues: — 

«What  though  the  music  of  thy  rustic  flute 

Kept  not  for  long  its  happy  country  tone; 
Lost  it  too  soon,  and  learnt  a  stormy  note 

Of  men  contention-tost,  of  men  who  groan, 
Which  tasked  thy  pipe  too  sore,  and  tired  thy  throat, — 

It  failed,  and  thou  wast  mute ! 
Yet  hadst  thou  always  visions  of  our  light. » 

Yes,  always  visions  of  the  light!  But  Arnold's  usual  felicity  of 
discrimination  is  lacking  in  this  last  stanza.  The  stormy  note  is  not 
the  characteristic  note  of  Clough 's  mature  song,  nor  does  his  art 
betray  the  overtasked  pipe.  His  pipe  indeed  is  not  attuned,  as  was 
Arnold's  own,  to  the  soft  melancholy  of  regret  at  leaving  behind  the 
happy  fields  of  the  past  in  the  quest  for  the  light  that  shines  beyond 
and  across  the  untraveled  and  dim  waste  which  lies  before  them;  its 
tone  was  less  pathetic,  but  not  less  clear.  The  music  of  each  is  the 
song  of  travelers  whose  road  is  difficult,  whose  goal  is  uncertain. 
Their  only  guide  is  the  fugitive  light,  now  faint,  now  distinct,  which 
allures  them  with  irresistible  attraction.  Their  pathways  at  times 
diverge;  but  when  most  divergent,  the  notes  of  their  accordant  pipes 
are  heard  in  the  same  direction. 

The  memory  of  Clough  remains,  with  those  who  had  the  happi- 
ness of  knowing  him  in  life,  distinct  and  precious.  It  is  that  of  one 
of  the  highest  and  purest  souls.  Sensitive,  simple,  tender,  manly, 
his  figure  stands  as  one  of  the  ideal  figures  of  the  past,  the  image  of 
the  true  poet,  the  true  friend,  the  true  man.  He  died  too  young  for 
his  full  fame,  but  not  too  young  for  the  love  which  is  better  than 
fame. 
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THERE   IS  NO   GOD 

«r-p\HEREis  no  God,"  the  wicked  saith, 

<(And  truly  it's  a  blessing, 
For  what  he  might  have  done  with  us 
It's  better  only  guessing. » 

<( There  is  no  God,"  a  youngster  thinks, 

<(Or  really,  if  there  may  be, 
He  surely  didn't  mean  a  man 

Always  to  be  a  baby." 

<( There  is  no  God,  or  if  there  is," 

The  tradesman  thinks,  <(  'twere  funny 

If  he  should  take  it  ill  in  me 
To  make  a  little  money." 

tt Whether  there  be,"  the  rich  man  says, 

(<  It  matters  very  little, 
For  I  and  mine,  thank  somebody, 

Are  not  in  want  of  victual." 

Some  others,  also,  to  themselves, 
Who  scarce  so  much  as  doubt  it, 

Think  there  is  none,  when  they  are  well,     ' 
And  do  not  think  about  it. 

But  country  folks  who  live  beneath 

The  shadow  of  the  steeple; 
The  parson  and  the  parson's  wife, 

And  mostly  married  people; 

Youths  green  and  happy  in  first  love, 

So  thankful  for  illusion; 
And  men  caught  out  in  what  the  world 

Calls  guilt,  in  first  confusion; 

And  almost  every  one  when  age, 
Disease,  or  sorrows  strike  him, — 

Inclines  to  think  there  is  a  God, 
Or  something  very  like  him. 
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THE   LATEST  DECALOGUE 

THOU  shalt  have  one  God  only:  who 
Would  be  at  the  expense  of  two  ? 
No  graven  images  may  be 
Worshiped,  save  in  the  currency. 

Swear  not  at  all;  since  for  thy  curse 

Thine  enemy  is  none  the  worse. 

At  church  on  Sunday  to  attend 

Will  serve  to  keep  the  world  thy  friend: 

Honor  thy  parents;  that  is,  all 

From  whom  advancement  may  befall. 

Thou  shalt  not  kill;  but  need'st  not  strive 

Officiously  to  keep  alive. 

Adultery  it  is  not  fit 

Or  safe  (for  woman)  to  commit. 

Thou  shalt  not  steal:  an  empty  feat, 

When  'tis  as  lucrative  to  cheat. 

Bear  not  false  witness:  let  the  lie 

Have  time  on  its  own  wings  to  fly. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet;  but  tradition 

Approves  all  forms  of  competition. 


TO   THE   UNKNOWN   GOD 

OTnou  whose  image  in  the  shrine 
Of  human  spirits  dwells  divine; 
Which  from  that  precinct  once  conveyed, 
To  be  to  outer  day  displayed, 
Doth  vanish,  part,  and  leave  behind 
Mere  blank  and  void  of  empty  mind, 
Which  willful  fancy  seeks  in  vain 
With  casual  shapes  to  fill  again! 

0  Thou  that  in  our  bosom's  shrine 
Dost  dwell,  unknown  because  divine! 

1  thought  to  speak,  I  thought  to  say, 
«The  light  is  here,"— -«  Behold  the  way,»  — 
<(The  voice  was  thus,"  —  and  <(Thus  the  word," — 
And  «Thus  I  saw, »—  and  «That  I  heard, »- 

But  from  the  lips  that  half  assayed 
The  imperfect  utterance  fell  unmade. 
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0  Thou,  in  that  mysterious  shrine 
Enthroned,  as  I  must  say,  divine! 

1  will  not  frame  one  thought  of  what 
Thou  mayest  either  be  or  not. 

I  will  not  prate  of  "thus"  and  "so," 
And  be  profane  with  "yes"  and  "no"; 
Enough  that  in  our  soul  and  heart 
Thou,  whatsoe'er  Thou  may'st  be,  art. 

Unseen,   secure  in  that  high  shrine 
Acknowledged  present  and  divine, 
I  will  not  ask  some  upper  air, 
Some  future  day  to  place  Thee  there; 
Nor  say,  nor  yet  deny,  such  men 
And  women  say  Thee  thus  and  then: 
Thy  name  was  such,  and  there  or  here 
To  him  or  her  Thou  didst  appear. 

Do  only  Thou  in  that  dim  shrine, 
Unknown  or  known,  remain,   divine; 
There,  or  if  not,   at  least  in  eyes 
That  scan  the  fact  that  round  them  lies, 
The  hand  to  sway,  the  judgment  guide, 
In  sight  and  sense  Thyself  divide: 
Be  Thou  but  there,  in  soul  and  heart, — 
I  will  not  ask  to  feel  Thou  art. 


EASTER  DAY 
NAPLES,   1849 

HROUGH  the  great  sinful  streets  of  Naples  as  I  past, 
With  fiercer  heat  than  flamed  above  my  head, 

My  heart  was  hot  within  me;   till  at  last 

My  brain  was  lightened  when  my  tongue  had  said- 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

Christ  is  not  risen,  no  — 

He  lies  and  molders  low; 

Christ  is  not  risen! 

What  though  the  stone  were  rolled  away,  and  though 

The  grave  found  empty  there  ?— 

If  not  there,  then  elsewhere; 
If  not  where  Joseph  laid  him  first,  why  then 
Where  other  men 
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Translaid  him  after,  in  some  humbler  clay. 

Long  ere  to-day 

Corruption  that  sad  perfect  work  hath  done, 
Which  here  she  scarcely,  lightly,  had  begun: 

The  foul  engendered  worm 
Feeds  on  the  flesh  of  the  life-giving  form 
Of  our  most  Holy  and  Anointed  One. 
He  is  not  risen,  no  — 
He  lies  and  molders  low; 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

What  if  the  women,  ere  the  dawn  was  gray, 
Saw  one  or  more  great  angels,  as  they  say 
(Angels,  or  Him  himself)  ?    Yet  neither  there,  nor  then, 
.          Nor  afterwards,  nor  elsewhere,  nor  at  all, 
Hath  he  appeared  to  Peter  or  the  Ten; 
Nor,  save  in  thunderous  terror,  to  blind  Saul; 
Save  in  an  after-Gospel  and  late  Creed, 
He  is  not  risen,  indeed, — 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

Or  what  if  e'en,  as  runs  a  tale,  the  Ten 

Saw,  heard,   and  touched,  again  and  yet  again  ? 

What  if  at  Emmaus's  inn,  and  by  Capernaum's  Lake, 

Came  One,  the  bread  that  brake  — 

Came  One  that  spake  as  never  mortal  spake, 

And  with  them  ate,  and  drank,  and  stood,  and  walked  about? 

Ah.!   «some»  did  well  to  « doubt »! 

Ah!   the  true  Christ,  while  these  things  came  to  pass, 
Nor  heard,  nor  spake,  nor  walked,  nor  lived,  alas! 
He  was  not  risen,  no  — 
He  lay  and  moldered  low; 
Christ  was  not  risen! 

As  circulates  in  some  great  city  crowd 
A  rumor  changeful,  vague,  importunate,  and  loud, 
From  no  determined  centre,  or  of  fact 
Or  authorship  exact, 
Which  no  man  can  deny 

Nor  verify; 
So  spread  the  wondrous  fame; 

He  all  the  same 
Lay  senseless,  moldering  low? 
He  was  not  risen,  no  — 
Christ  was  not  risen! 
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Ashes  to  ashes,   dust  to  dust; 
As  of  the  unjust,  also  of  the  just  — 
Yea,  of  that  Just  One,  too! 
This  is  the  one  sad  Gospel  that  is  true  — 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

Is  he  not  risen,  and  shall  we  not  rise  ? 

Oh,   we  unwise! 

What  did  we  dream,  what  wake  we  to  discover  ? 
Ye  hills,  fall  on  us,   and  ye  mountains,  cover! 

In  darkness  and  great  gloom 
Come  ere  we  thought  it  is  our  day  of  doom; 
From  the  cursed  world,  which  is  one  tomb, 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

Eat,  drink,  and  play,  and  think  that  this  is  bliss: 
There  is  no  heaven  but  this; 

There  is  no  hell, 
Save  earth,  which  serves  the  purpose  doubly  well, 

Seeing  it  visits  still 
With  equalest  apportionment  of  ill 
Both  good  and  bad  alike,  and  brings  to  one  same  dust 

The  unjust  and  the  just 
With  Christ,  who  is  not  risen. 

Eat,  drink,  and  die,  for  we  are  souls  bereaved: 
Of  all  the  creatures  under  heaven's  wide  cope 
We  are  most  hopeless,  who  had  once  most  hope, 

And  most  beliefless,  that  had  most  believed. 

Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust; 

As  of  the  unjust,   also  of  the  just — 

Yea,  of  that  Just  One,  too! 
It  is  the  one  sad  Gospel  that  is  true  — 
Christ  is  not  risen! 

Weep  not  beside  the  tomb, 
Ye  women,  unto  whom 
He  was  great  solace  while  ye  tended  him; 

Ye  who  with  napkin  o'er  the  head 
And  folds  of  linen  round  each  wounded  limb 

Laid  out  the  Sacred  Dead; 
And  thou  that  bar'st  him  in  thy  wondering  womb ; 

Yea,  Daughters  of  Jerusalem,  depart, 
Bind  up  as  best  you  may  your  own  sad  bleeding  heart: 


3834  ARTHUR   HUGH   CLOUOH 

Go  to  your  homes,  your  living  children  tend, 

Your  earthly  spouses  love; 
Set  your  affections  not  on  things  above, 

Which  moth  and  rust  corrupt,  which  quickliest  come  to  end: 
Or  pray,  if  pray  ye  must,  and  pray,  if  pray  ye  can, 
For  death;   since  dead  is  he  whom  ye  deemed  more  than  man, 
Who  is  not  risen:   no  — 
But  lies  and  molders  low  — 
Who  is  not  risen! 


Ye  men  of  Galilee! 

Why  stand  ye  looking  up  to  heaven,  where  him  ye  ne'er  may  see, 
Neither  ascending  hence,  nor  returning  hither  again  ? 

Ye  ignorant  and  idle  fishermen! 

Hence  to  your  huts,  and  boats,  and  inland  native  shore, 
And  catch  not  men,  but  fish; 
Whate'er  things  ye  might  wish, 

Him  neither  here  nor  there  ye  e'er  shall  meet  with  more. 
Ye  poor  deluded  youths,  go  home, 
Mend  the  old  nets  ye  left  to  roam, 
Tie  the  split  oar,  patch  the  torn  sail: 
It  was  indeed  an  (<idle  tale"  — 
He  was  not  risen! 


And  oh,  good  men  of  ages  yet  to  be, 
Who  shall  believe  because  ye  did  not  see  — 
Oh,  be  ye  warned,  be  wise!' 
No  more  with  pleading  eyes, 
And  sobs  of  strong  desire, 
Unto  the  empty  vacant  void  aspire, 
Seeking  another  and  impossible  birth 
That  is  not  of  your  own,  and  only  mother  earth. 

But  if  there  is  no  other  life  for  you, 
Sit  down  and  be  content,  since  this  must  even  do; 
He  is  not  risen! 

One  look  and  then  depart, 
Ye  humble  and  ye  holy  men  of  heart; 
And  ye!   ye  ministers  and  stewards  of  a  Word 
Which  ye  would  preach,  because  another  heard — • 
Ye  worshipers  of  that  ye  do  not  know, 
Take  these  things  hence  and  go:  — 
He  is  not  risen! 
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Here,  on  our  Easter  Day 

We  rise,  we  come,  and  lo!   we  find  Him  not, 
Gardener  nor  other,  on  .the  sacred  spot : 
Where  they  have  laid  Him  there  is  none  to  say; 

No  sound,  nor  in,  nor  out  —  no  word 
Of  where  to  seek  the  dead  or  meet  the  living  Lord. 

There  is  no  glistering  of  an  angel's  wings, 
There  is  no  voice  of  heavenly  clear  behest: 
Let  us  go  hence,  and  think  upon  these  things 
In  silence,  which  is  best. 
Is  He  not  risen  ?    No  — 
But  lies  and  molders  low? 
Christ  is  not  risen? 


IT  FORTIFIES  MY  SOUL  TO   KNOW 

IT  FORTIFIES  my  soul  to  know 
That  though  I  perish,  Truth  is  so; 
That  howsoe'er  I  stray  and  range, 
Whate'er  I  do,  Thou  dost  not  change; 
I  steadier  step  when  I  recall 
That  if  I  slip,  Thou  dost  not  fall! 


SAY  NOT,   THE   STRUGGLE   NAUGHT  AVAILETH 

SAY  not,  the  struggle  naught  availeth, 
The  labor  and  the  wounds  are  vain, 
The  enemy  faints  not,  nor  faileth, 

And  as  things  have  been,  they  remain. 

If  hopes  were  dupes,  fears  may  be  liars; 

It  may  be,  in  yon  smoke  concealed, 
Your  comrades  chase  e'en  now  the  fliers, 

And  but  for  you,  possess  the  field. 

For  while  the  tired  waves,  vainly  breaking, 
Seem  here  no  painful  inch  to  gain, 

Far  back,  through  creeks  and  inlets  making, 
Comes  silent,  flooding  in,  the  main. 

And  not  by  eastern  windows  only, 

When  daylight  comes,  comes  in  the  light; 

In  front,  the  sun  climbs  slow,  how  slowly! 
But  westward,  look,  the  land  is  bright. 
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COME   BACK 

COME  back,  come  back!   behold  with  straining  mast 
And  swelling  sail,  behold  her  steaming  fast: 
With  one  new  sun  to  see  her  voyage  o'er, 
With  morning  light  to  touch  her  native  shore. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  back,  come  back!   while  westward  laboring  by, 
With  sailless  yards,  a  bare  black  hulk  we  fly. 
See  how  the  gale  we  fight  with  sweeps  her  back 
To  oui'  lost  home,  on  our  forsaken  track. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  lack,  come  back!  across  the  flying  foam 
We  hear  faint  far-off  voices  call  us  home: 
Come  back!   ye  seem  to  say;  ye  seek  in  vain; 
We  went,  we  sought,  and  homeward  turned  again. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  back,  come  back !   and  whither  back,  or  why  ? 
To  fan  quenched  hopes,   forsaken  schemes  to  try; 
Walk  the  old  fields;  pace  the  familiar  street; 
Dream  with  the  idlers,  with  the  bards  compete. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  back,  come  back !   and  whither  and  for  what  ? 
To  finger  idly  some  old  Gordian  knot, 
Unskilled  to  sunder,  and  too  weak  to  cleave, 
And  with  much  toil  attain  to  half-believe. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  back,  come  back!   yea,  back  indeed  do  go 
Sighs  panting  thick,  and  tears  that  want  to  flow; 
Fond  fluttering  hopes  upraise  their  useless  wings, 
And  wishes  idly  struggle  in  the  strings. 
Come  back,  come  back! 

Come  back,  come  back!   more  eager  man  tne  oreeze 
The  flying  fancies  sweep  across  the  seas, 
And  lighter  far  than  ocean's  flying  foam 
The  heart's  fond  message  hurries  to  its  home. 
Come  back,  come  back! 
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Come  back,  come  back! 

Back  flies  the  foam;  the  hoisted  flag  streams  back; 
The  long  smoke  wavers  on  the  homeward  track; 
Back  fly  with  winds  things  which  the  wind  obey: 
The  strong  ship  follows  its  appointed  way. 


A 


AS   SHIPS   BECALMED 

s  SHIPS  becalmed  at  eve,  that  lay 

With  canvas  drooping,  side  by  side, 
Two  towers  of  sail,  at  dawn  of  day, 

Are  scarce  long  leagues  apart  descried. 


When  fell  the  night,  up  sprang  the  breeze, 
And  all  the  darkling  hours  they  plied; 

Nor  dreamt  but  each  the  self-same  seas 
By  each  was  clearing,  side  by  side: 

E'en  so  —  but  why  the  tale  reveal 

Of  those  whom,  year  by  year  unchanged, 

Brief  absence  joined  anew,  to  feel, 

Astounded,  soul  from  soul  estranged  ? 

At  dead  of  night  their  sails  were  filled, 
And  onward  each  rejoicing  steered; 

Ah!   neither  blame,  for  neither  willed 
Or  wist  what  first  with  dawn  appeared. 

To  veer,  how  vain!     On,  onward  strain, 
Brave  barks!  —  in  light,  in  darkness  too! 

Through  winds  and  tides  one  compass  guides 
To  that  and  your  own  selves  be  true. 

But  O  blithe  breeze!   and  O  great  seas! 

Though  ne'er  that  earliest  parting  past, 
On  your  wide  plain  they  join  again, 

Together  lead  them  home  at  last. 

One  port,  methought,  alike  they  sought, — 
One  purpose  hold,  where'er  they  fare; 

O  bounding  breeze,   O  rushing  seas, 
At  last,  at  last,  unite  them  there. 
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THE   UNKNOWN  COURSE 

WHERE  lies  the  land  to  which  the  ship  would  go? 
Far,  far  ahead,  is  all  her  seamen  know; 
And  where  the  land  she  travels  from?     Away, 
Far,  far  behind,  is  all  that  they  can  say. 

On  sunny  noons  upon  the  deck's  smooth  face, 
Linked  arm  in  arm,   how  pleasant  here  to  pace! 
Or,  o'er  the  stern  reclining,  watch  below 
The  foaming  wake  far  widening  as  we  go. 

On  stormy  nights,  when  wild  Northwesters  rave, 
How  proud  a  thing  to  fight  with  wind  and  wave ! 
The  dripping  sailor  on  the  reeling  mast 
Exults  to  bear,  and  scorns  to  wish  it  past. 

Where  lies  the  land  to  which  the  ship  would  go  ? 
Far,  far  ahead,  is  all  her  seamen  know. 
And  where  the  land  she  travels  from  ?    Away, 
Far,  far  behind,  is  all  that  they  can  say. 


THE  GONDOLA 

AFLOAT;  we  move  —  delicious!    Ah, 
What  else  is  like  the  gondola? 
This  level  flow  of  liquid  glass 
Begins  beneath  us  swift  to  pass. 
It  goes  as  though  it  went  alone 
By  some  impulsion  of  its  own. 
(How  light  it  moves,  how  softly!     Ah, 
Were  all  things  like  the  gondola!) 

How  light  it  moves,  how  softly!    Ah, 
Could  life,  as  does  our  gondola, 
Unvexed  with  quarrels,  aims,  and  cares, 
And  moral  duties  and  affairs, 
Unswaying,  noiseless,  swift,  and  strong, 
For  ever  thus  —  thus  glide  along! 
(How  light  we  move,  how  softly!    Ah, 
Were  life  but  as  the  gondola!) 

With  no  more  motion  than  should  bear 
A  freshness  to  the  languid  air; 
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With  no  more  effort  than  expressed 
The  need  and  naturalness  of  rest, 
Which  we  beneath  a  grateful  shade 
Should  take  on  peaceful  pillows  laid! 
(How  light  we  move,  how  softly!    Ah, 
Were  life  but  as  the  gondola!) 

In  one  unbroken  passage  borne 
To  closing  night  from  opening  morn, 
Uplift  at  whiles  slow  eyes  to  mark 
Some  palace-front,  some  passing  bark; 
Through  windows  catch  the  varying  shore, 
And  hear  the  soft  turns  of  the  oar! 
(How  light  we  move,  how  softly!    Ah, 
Were  life  but  as  the  gondola!) 


THE   POET'S   PLACE   IN   LIFE 

COME,  Poet,  come ! 
A  thousand  laborers  ply  their  task. 
And  what  it  tends  to,  scarcely  ask, 
And  trembling  thinkers  on  the  brink 
Shiver,  and  know  not  what  to  think. 
To  tell  the  purport  of  their  pain, 
And  what  our  silly  joys  contain; 
In  lasting  lineaments  portray 
The  substance  of  the  shadowy  day; 
Our  real  and  inner  deeds  rehearse, 
And  make  our  meaning  clear  in  verse  — 
Come,  Poet,  come!   for  but  in  vain 
We  do  the  work  or  feel  the  pain, 
And  gather  up  the  evening  gain. 
Unless  before  the  end  thou  come 
To  take,   ere  they  are  lost,  their  sum. 

Come,  Poet,  come! 
To  give  an  utterance  to  the  dumb, 
And  make  vain  babblers  silent,  come; 
A  thousand  dupes  point  here  and  there, 
Bewildered  by  the  show  and  glare; 
And  wise  men  half  have  learnt  to  doubt 
Whether  we  are  not  best  without. 
Come,  Poet;  both  but  wait  to  see 
Their  error  proved  to  them  in  thee. 
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Come,  Poet,  come! 

In  vain  I  seem  to  call.     And  yet 

Think  not  the  living  times  forget. 

Ages  of  heroes  fought  and  fell 

That  Homer  in  the  end  might  tell; 

O'er  groveling  generations  past 

Upstood  the  Doric  fane  at  last; 

And  countless  hearts  on  countless  years 

Had  wasted  thoughts,  and  hopes,  and  fears, 

Rude  laughter  and  unmeaning  tears, — 

Ere  England  Shakespeare  saw,  or  Rome 

The  pure  perfection  of  her  dome. 

Others,  I  doubt  not,  if  not  we, 

The  issue  of  our  toils  shall  see; 

Young  children  gather  as  their  own 

The  harvest  that  the  dead  had  sown  — 

The  dead  forgotten  and  unknown. 


ON    KEEPING    WITHIN    ONE'S    PROPER    SPHERE 

From  <The  Bothie  of  Tober-na-Vuolich  > 

[A  party  of   Oxford  men  spend  their  long  vacation  in  Scotland.     In  due 
course  they  return  to  their  colleges.     Adam,  one  of  the  party, — 

<(  The  grave  man  nicknamed  Adam, 

White-tied,  clerical,  silent,  with  antique  square-cut  waistcoat^ 
receives  a  letter  at  Christmas  from  Philip  (Hewson), 

«The  Chartist,  the  poet,  the  eloquent  speaker. »] 

WHAT  I  said  at  Balloch  has  truth  in  it;  only  distorted. 
Plants  are  some  for  fruit,  and  some  for  flowering  only;  • 
Let  there  be  deer  in  parks  as  well  as  kine  in  paddocks, 
Grecian  buildings  upon  the  earth,  as  well  as  Gothic. 
There  may  be  men  perhaps  whose  vocation  it  is  to  be  idle, 
Idle,  sumptuous  even,  luxurious,  if  it  must  be: 
Only  let  each  man  seek  to  be  that  for  which  Nature  meant  him, 
Independent  surely  of  pleasure,  if  not  regardless, 
Independent  also  of  station,  if  not  regardless; 
Irrespective  also  of  station,  as  of  enjoyment; 

Do   his   duty  in   that   state   of  life   to   which  God,    not  man,  shall 
call  him. 

If  you  were  meant  to  plow,   Lord  Marquis,  out  with  you  and  do  it; 
If  you  were  meant  to  be  idle,  O  beggar,  behold  I  will  feed  thee: 
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Take  my  purse;    you  have   far  better  right  to  it,   friend,   than  the 

Marquis, 
ii   you  were   born   for  a  groom, —  and   you   seem  by  your  dress  to 

believe  so, — 

Do  it  like  a  man,   Sir  George,  for  pay,  in  a  livery-stable; 
Yes,  you  may  so  release  that  slip  of  a  boy  at  the  corner, 
Fingering  books  at  the  window,  misdoubting  the  Eighth  Command- 
ment. 

What,  a  mere  Dean  with  those  wits,   that  debtor-and-creditor  head- 
piece ! 

Go,  my  detective  D.  D.,  take  the  place  of  Burns  the  gauger. 
Ah,  fair  Lady  Maria,   God  meant  you  to  live  and  be  lovely: 
Be  so  then,  and  I  bless  you.     But  ye,  ye  spurious  ware,  who 
Might  be  plain  women,  and  can  be  by  no  possibility  better! 
Ye  unhappy  statuettes,  ye  miserable  trinkets, 
Poor  alabaster  chimney-piece  ornaments  under  glass  cases, 
Come,  in  God's  name,  come  down!  the  very  French  clock  by  you 
Puts  you  to  shame  with  ticking;  the  fire-irons  deride  you. 
Break  your  glasses;  ye  can!   come  down;    ye  are  not  really  plaster, 
Come,    in    God's   name,    come    down!    do   anything,   be   but   some- 
thing ! 

You,  young  girl,  who  have  had  such  advantages,  learnt  so  quickly, 
Can  you  not  teach  ?    Oh,  yes,  and  she  likes  Sunday-school  extremely, 
Only  it's  soon  in  the  morning.     Away!   if  to  teach  be  your  calling, 
It  is  no  play,  but  a  business:  off!   go  teach  and  be  paid  for  it. 
Surely  that  fussy  old  dowager  yonder  was  meant  for  the  counter; 
Oh,  she  is  notable  very,   and  keeps  her  servants  in  order 
Past  admiration.     Indeed,  and  keeps  to  employ  her  talent 
How  many,  pray  ?  to  what  use  ?    Away !  the  hotel's  her  vocation. 

Lady  Sophie's  so  good  to  the  sick,  so  firm  and  so  gentle: 
Is  there  a  nobler  sphere  than  of  hospital  nurse  and  matron  ? 
Hast  thou  for  cooking  a  turn,  little  Lady  Clarissa?  in  with  them, 
In    with    your    fingers!     Their   beauty    it    spoils,    but   your    own    it 

enhances; 
For  it  is  beautiful  only  to  do  the  thing  we  are  meant  for. 

But  they  will  marry,  have  husbands,  and  children,  and  guests,  and 

households  — 

Are  there  so  many  trades  for  a  man, — for  women  one  only, 
First  to  look  out  for  a  husband  and  then  to  preside  at  his  table? 
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Have  you  ever,  Philip,  my  boy,  looked  at  it  in  this  way? 
When  the  armies  are  set  in  array,  and  the  battle  beginning, 
Is  it  well  that  the  soldier  whose  post  is  far  to  the  leftward 
Say,  I  will  go  to  the  right,  it  is  there  I  shall  do  best  service  ? 
There  is  a  great  Field-Marshal,  my  friend,  who  arrays  our  battalions; 
Let  us  to  Providence  trust,  and  abide  and  work  in  our  stations. 


CONSIDER  IT  AGAIN 

LD  things  need  not  be  therefore  true." 
O  brother  men,  nor  yet  the  new; 
Ah!   still  awhile  the  old  thought  retain, 
And  yet  consider  it  again! 

The  souls  of  now  two  thousand  years 
Have  laid  up  here  their  toils  and  fears, 
And  all  the  earnings  of  their  pain, — 
Ah,  yet  consider  it  again! 

We !   what  do  you  see  ?  each  a  space 
Of  some  few  yards  before  his  face; 
Does  that  the  whole  wide  plan  explain  ? 
Ah,  yet  consider  it  again! 

Alas!   the  great  world  goes  its  way, 
And  takes  its  truth  from  each  new  day-, 
They  do  not  quit,  nor  yet  retain, 
Far  less  consider  it  again. 
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